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Amy hated her new step-mother, Angie, with all the passion any 14 year old girl can muster. As much as Amy hated Angie she loved her Daddy and was determined to once again make herself the focal point of all his attentions. If not sooner than later.
Angie, was the opposite of Amy in almost every way. Tall, elegant, shapely, blonde hair, blue eyes with an absolutely stunning body, while poor little Amy was short and dumpy as a young teenager with drab dark hair and a boyish figure. She was the proverbial "ugly duckling" while her step-mother was the beautiful swan.
Her heart filled with resentment when James ignored her to spend time with his new wife. Jealousy and resentment where her new best friends as she grew older.
Only her best friend April understood what she was going through as she too had a step mother she despised. April, who was two years Amy's senior, told her friend there was one sure way to get back at her step mother. When Amy curiously asked how April told her it was simple.
"Just wait to you get older, maybe 18 or so and have blossomed into the true beauty you are going to be...and then start to show off and flirt outrageously with your daddy."
Amy scoffed at the idea of her ever being beautiful but the rest of the idea surely appealed to her as Angie was a bit on the jealous side when it came to anyone other than her showing attention to James. It was about the only thing they had in common.
At the age of 16, Amy moved across the country with her mother. James said little in protest which deeply hurt her feelings. It would be two long years before she seen him again.
Finally she would have her attempt at vengeance as shortly after she graduated high school Amy would be spending the summer with James and Angie, and just as her best friend had prophesized Amy had indeed turned beautiful as she matured into a young lady. She was 18 now and was no longer an ugly duckling. The truth was she had turned into a true All America beauty. She carried her beauty with a divine grandeur that took everyone's breath away including her father's.
She was now 5' 1" and weighed 98 pounds. She had dark flowing hair that fell just past her shoulders in a soft cascade of beauty. Her skin tone was deep, dark and flawless as it was a nice mix between her father's light Caucasian features and her mother's pretty exotic mix of Spanish and South American Indian heritage.
But it was a pair of absolutely gorgeous tits that was the show stopping feature in Amy's arsenal of beauty. She had a pair of 32 D's that were the commanding feature of an already perfect body. Sitting atop her breasts like two large dollops of perfection were her crown jewels—a pair of very large areoles that were almost the size of silver dollars.
Once April got a look at Amy's new found beauty she giggled and told her best friend, "You must concentrate on wearing outfits that show those gorgeous tits of yours off Amy...in front of your Daddy. It will drive Angie insane with jealousy."
It seemed like a sound plan to Amy so when she went to the mall later that day with April they concentrated on buying her outfits that would do exactly that.
Things were going to plan as the long hot summer grinded on. Amy spent the days lounging out back by the pool in a variety of skimpy bikinis that caught the eye of James and raised the ire of Angie. She noticed smugly how they seemed to be fighting more and were not so "lovey, dovey" anymore with each other.
Finally, things came to a head in late August as James and Angie decided on a trial separation. Amy was delighted and worried all at once. Delighted that her father finally had the good sense to, at the very least, take a break from Angie. But worried that once she had to fly back across country to start college in the September that her daddy and Angie would reconcile.
It was the last weekend before she was due to fly out on Sunday afternoon and Amy, with April's encouragement, decided to pull out all the stops. James had to work late Friday so Saturday would have to be the day that Amy extracted a promise not to reconcile with Angie out of her daddy; a promise she was prepared to go to any lengths to get.
Saturday afternoon promised to be warm and sunny so Amy suggested to James they spend the afternoon lounging together out by the pool. She was prepared as she had just purchased a stunning new white string bikini that was as skimpy as hell and would show off her young, perfect 18 year old body to its maximum potential.
When his daughter came strutting out to the pool in her white bikini her father nearly fell over. He had seen Amy in bikinis before but this one was unequivocally spectacular. He simply could not keep his eyes off of his daughter that afternoon. The contrast between her rich, darkly tanned skin and the white skimpy bikini made for quite an exciting show.
Amy noticed her Daddy seemed to be having an incredibly hard time taking his eyes off of her, in particular her tits, and was simply delighted. She knew the way her large dark areoles pressed up against the tight whiteness of her bikini top in such a bewitching manner was what her daddy was staring at and this sent ripples of excitement through her young heart.
James felt guilty for staring at his daughter in such a bold manner but the two Jack Daniels and cokes he had slugged down that afternoon helped quell some of that guilt. Amy was drinking also as she had been sipping on wine coolers all afternoon which seemed to make her rather bold and flirtatious with him which was something he noticed with unabashed delight.
His mood had been growing dark as he missed his wife. Angie had announced she wanted the separation rather abruptly with little or no warning. He suspected she had been cheating on him with a younger man, or worse still younger men, but could not be sure.
James was nearly 50 now and while in the looks department he was not in bad shape, per se, but neither was he in really good shape. Sadly, he considered himself extremely normal, or average if you will, and maybe a bit boring.
The reality was the attentions of his beautiful young daughter were much welcome. That Amy would be leaving soon and he would be alone in the house made him willing to overlook the fact that maybe he was staring at her a bit too much. After all, he reasoned, she was leaving so he better stare while he could.
They decided to grill out that evening on the back porch. James went to the store to get T-bones, while Amy mentions she will go upstairs to shower and change for dinner. He was both relieved and disappointed all at once. Disappointed to see her change out of her sexy white bikini but relieved that at least the guilt from the way he was helplessly staring at her as she pranced around in it would be at an end.
James was out on the back porch sitting at the patio table relaxing when Amy came sashaying out in an outfit that almost made her white bikini look tame by comparison. She was wearing a pair of tight cut off blue jean shorts that showed off her toned legs and shapely ass to the nth degree but that was nothing compared to the dark blue tee shirt she was wearing. Half tee shirt that is as it looked like it had been attacked by a pair of angry scissors.
On her small frame his daughter's tits looked immense; a simple fact that James could not help but to notice. Now with Amy running around in her little half tee shirt James kept taking long sly, subtle glances that as the night wore on became less sly and less subtle. But the thing was Amy seemed to care very little that he was taking quite an interest in her body. The jagged edges of her tee shirt came down barely enough to cover her nipples leaving the whole lower third of her tits on full display. He tried his best not to stare but it was a losing battle
To wash away the guilt he mixed himself another Jack and coke. The strongest yet and much to his delight/horror he watched as Amy began taking bigger and bigger sips out of his drink. He could only imagine how much of a show off and a flirt she might become once drunk as for now she seemed relatively sober. He could hardly wait to find out so instead of discouraging her from sharing his drink he made her an equally strong one which she graciously accepted with a warm smile.
"I don't think we have ever gotten drunk together Daddy," she purred, "This could be fun."
"Yeah well, you're leaving so why not." He replied as he tried to concentrate on grilling the steaks. "It will be sort of a going away party huh sweetie."
"You must being getting drunk daddy as it's been a long time since you called me sweetie. That is a name I thought reserved for her."
"Her is not here. And if you don't mind I prefer not to talk of her ...or to think of her." He replied maybe a bit too harshly over his shoulder as he slammed the large T-bone steak onto the grill.
"Oh daddy," she says as she slinks up behind him, "I promise to do my best to take your mind off of ...her...tonight if only you will allow me some freedom to do so."
"What kind of freedom would you be referring to little girl." He said plopping down in the lounge chair next to the patio table.
"Later I will tell you. But in the meantime just keep calling me those cute little pet nicknames like you used to before and I will be happy...especially 'little girl' as that one warms my heart the most." She coyly stands in front of him thrusting her chest out it seems to its full potential and then adds, "But as no doubt you noticed I am not so little anymore."
"Hmm I suppose not." He says as his eyes helplessly flicker down to her chest.
They would carry on like this for the better part of the rest of the evening as they got drunk together over dinner. She was coy and playful with him while he tried to maintain a line in the sand between them that was quickly becoming blurred by their copious consumption of Jack and cokes.
As it got dark she suggested they do something they had not done for such a long time, which was watch an old scary movie together while snuggling on the couch.
He agreed that sounded like a fine idea but when she suggested something more his heart nearly burst with excitement.
"I was thinking, maybe just like when I was a little girl we could fall asleep together on the couch snuggled in each other arms."
"Aren't you a little old to be falling asleep in my arms honey." He suggested trying to act like he was not excited at all about the prospects of her spending the night cuddled in his arms.
"Never." Was her simple and straight forward reply.
And with that it was settled. They both went upstairs to prepare themselves for a night that neither was soon to forget.
James took a quick shower, brushed his teeth and combed his hair. He threw on a pair of boxers, along with gym shorts and a tee shirt. His mind kept wandering to just what she might decide to wear. After seeing her strut around all day in her bikini and then watching her bounce around in the skimpy half tee shirt his expectations were sky high that she would be wearing something that would show off that perfect little body of hers once more.
So it was with a bit of disappoint that when she met him on the couch she was wearing a pretty, yet not so revealing, white fuzzy robe. "Oh well at least my eyes will have a rest," he mused to himself as he settled down on the couch next to her.
They spent the rest of the evening snuggled tightly together watching a horror movie that, just as when she was younger, made Amy cling to her daddy. As he wrapped his arms tight around her he keep wondering just what exactly, if anything, she had under her pretty, white robe. The red wine they were now sharing as they watched the movie only increased his curiosity as it helped relax his thoughts around his beautiful young daughter. Thoughts that were becoming increasingly dark and dangerous.
After the movie, James suggested maybe it was time to sleep but Amy suggested instead they continue their little snuggle session this time down in the family room in front of the brick fireplace. The night had turned cold and rainy as a late summer storm had blown in pelting the house with large drops of rain as thunder boomed and crashed.
Amy had always hated storms so it was not surprising that she wanted comfort during this one which was proving to be quite vicious. She also was prone to bad dreams, especially after watching a horror movie, which she reminded her daddy of when he hesitated after she suggested they cuddle in front of the fireplace.
"Oh daddy don't you remember, I need your quiet comfort after watching scary movies, plus with the storm you can't pack me off to bed all by myself." She smiled at him coyly holding her hand out to him. "Besides you already promised I could fall asleep in your arms. I mean we will just do that in front of the fireplace instead of the couch."
"Yeah ok I suppose it would be more comfortable." he says taking her hand and being led downstairs to the family room.
While he busied himself making the fire she prepared the large white rug that stretched out in front of the fireplace by adding a blanket and two pillows along with one of the family room's large pillow chairs for them to recline against.
At this point, Amy yet had no solid idea how far she planned on taking her playful teasing with her daddy. She had, at the beginning of the day, just decided to let things take their natural course between them with maybe a little help from the outfits she was wearing and a bit of flirting on her part but if at any time she sensed her daddy pulling back she would end her efforts.
So far the closest he had come to pulling back was a few moments of hesitation before he succumbed to whatever she was suggesting. She found as he got drunk he absolutely could not keep his eyes off of her. Even with her body covered up under her robe she noticed how he kept shooting long thoughtful looks her way.
"He is probably wondering what I have on underneath my robe." Amy mused to herself as she led him downstairs. Much to her surprise, this did not cause her any discomfort. Instead it only caused a feeling of forbidden excitement to slowly crawl its way up her spine.
They recline on their sides on the thick rug laying side by side together in front of the warm fire as they relax in silence listing to the rain pelt the roof. She invites him to hold her tight. He accepts and they begin a sweet little cuddling session that warms both of their hearts.
As time slowly passes she begins to feel something other than a warm heart coming from her Daddy. She feels a firmness down there as she snuggled against him. Feeling brave from the alcohol she begins to suggestively wriggle her backside a bit against James' firmness.
Then for the first time she felt him actually pull away from her as he shifted his body position away from her so they broke contact. Although she promised herself to "ease up" if she felt him pulling away that was a promise made when she was stone cold sober, which was not the case now. The fact he actually pulled away from her, physically, hurts her fragile feelings. Inside she gets mad but is careful not to show it.
Amy turns to him as she pulls herself into a sitting position. Being stung by his rebuttal of her not so innocence snuggling against him she decides to hit him with the one thing that has been bothering her all night. Without any preamble she launches her attack.
"Daddy, I sense you are a bit lonely and depressed and that maybe you are thinking of getting back with Angie."
"Yes guilty as charged on all three counts. Would that bother you?"
"Deeply. I just don't see why you can't move on from that bitch."
"Honey I am almost fifty. I just got demoted at work when they reorganized the whole management staff."
"So!!"
"So I don't make that good of money anymore plus like I said I am ...old and not so handsome like before." He tries to make light of the situation as this is not something he really wants to discuss with her.
"Daddy your handsome still. To me anyway."
"Yeah well but not to a whole lot of women my age. Honey the thought of dumping Angie completely and starting over with dating and going through all that BS...again at my age holds no appeal to me."
"So it's true. As soon as I leave you are going to get back together."
"We talked about it."
They spend the night few minutes arguing about him going back to Angie without reaching a consensus. She simply does not want him back with her such is her hatred of her step-mother, while James is adamant about not wanting to start over. Amy is growing increasingly bitter and angry and soon the tears are starting to flow. Drinking has always made her emotional and she has had a bit more than normal tonight so her feelings are quite fragile.
Finally, out of frustration, as she can't illicit a promise out of him not to go back to Angie, she jumps up off the rug and walks over to the bar. She reaches the bar and plops down on one of the stools ignoring him as she pours herself a fresh glass of wine. After a few lame attempts to get her attention with weak apologies he decides he must go to her to smooth things over.
He stands up stretching his legs, pauses for a moment trying to figure out what he is going to say to her. But before he can even get there and offer a sincere apology she turns on the stool and says, her voice full of angry venom. "I know why."
"Why what sweetheart" he asks.
"Why you pushed me away earlier when I tried to cuddle against you." Amy pauses as her voice hitches. James has just enough time to think, "Oh this is going to be bad," before she starts again.
"And why you would have never pushed HER away... if she tried to show you how much she loved you by cuddling close to you."
"Honey..." He stops in front of meaning to stop this before it gets started but she ignores him and continues on her little tirade without missing a beat.
"Its because you love her more than me." Amy voice is rising to a frightful pitch. "You always have... even tonight you probably wish it was her here being so nice to you and not me." The tears are really beginning to flow now.
"Honey now that is not true at all...baby I... " he never gets to finish his thought as Amy bounces up off the bar stool and screams at him.
"LIAR!!" and then she bolts from the room dashing upstairs.
James is too stunned to give chase right away. But then again he should have seen it coming as Amy has always been frightfully jealous of Angie. He pauses a minute trying to collect his thoughts as he hears her bedroom door slam shut. He wonders briefly if he should wait giving her time to cool off or go up now.
As he heads up the stairs he figures waiting would only give her ample time to become even more upset. He must nip this in the bud and now.
He reaches her room and knocks on the door. No answer and so he knocks louder "Come on Amy ... WE NEED TO TALK!!"
"Come in " she says. Much to his surprise her voice seems calm and controlled if not a bit cool.
He slips in the door. She is sitting on down on her bench, combing her hair in front of the mirror on her vanity table. He walks up behind her. Their eyes meet briefly in the mirror before she looks away.
"Amy please do not be mad... I am sorry ..." he starts not knowing exactly what he is going to say or what he should say to make things better.
"What are you sorry for Daddy, maybe for ignoring my needs huh?" She continues to brush her long dark hair not really paying attention to him as he stands behind her.
"Your needs ... what needs did I ignore ... I thought ... I mean we had a really nice day"
"Yes until the end when I...needed...you to make one simple promise to me."



She stopped brushing her hair and looks at him steadily in the mirror.
He steps closer puts his hands on her shoulders. "Honey...Amy sweetheart its...it's not that simple. I...am lonely here by myself...I have needs...that..."
"Needs that I would be...more than happy to fulfill if only you would let me Daddy...but you won't as I plainly seen down by the fire when you would barely touch me."
There she had said it. The proverbial cat is out of the bag. She wonders what, if anything, his response will be to her bold statement. When he says nothing she begins combing her hair again in long jerking motions, ignoring him once more.
He is getting annoyed by her attitude and by the combing of the hair but most of all maybe by having no real response to what she just proposed. He wonders if she realizes what kind of needs he was referring to which more than anything gives him pause.
The frustration is building in her heart as he soon tires of being ignored and he lifts a hand off her shoulder. He grabs her hand in mid stroke, wrestling the brush away from her and tosses it on the vanity table. It crashes there with a loud bang.
"DADDY!!" She cries out surprised by his sudden display of aggression. Surprised and a bit turned on maybe.
"Pay attention little girl...I did not touch you much, hold you much when we cuddled in front of the fire because of one simple reason. He pause as their eyes meet once more in the mirror. He senses this is a critical juncture in their relationship so he chooses his next words carefully.
"I just did not trust myself honey...and you know what I am talking about?" He holds up his hands, "These hands sometimes don't obey me." He says softly trying to make a little joke of it.
She turns to him while reaching up to grasp his hands in hers. Now with his hands firmly trapped by her smaller ones she brings them up to her lips and gives them several soft kisses.
"But Daddy..." she turns back to the mirror while guiding his hands back to her shoulders.
"I trust you ... And that is what really counts." Amy lets her hands slip down to her lap. She is quiet for a moment before adding "I love you so very much...not trusting your big strong hands on me is never going to happen."
"Daddy loves you too baby...so very much." He leans down and kisses her on top of the head as once again she has managed to melt his heart. Without having to think about it he begins to slowly massage her shoulders through the thick fuzzy material of her robe. She sighs gently, feeling his hands on her shoulders, his fingers move slowly across each shoulder blade and then up her neck, and then back across the shoulders.
"Is this what you wanted baby" he whispers to her. "For daddy to pay more attention to his little girl...with these big strong hands."
"That and...a simple little promise." She feels him stiffen and stop his massage so she quickly adds, "But for now I will settle for this little massage as it feels so good."
Amy leans her head down, while raising her hands to his. Gripping them tightly she pushes them under the material of the robe at the neckline whispering softly "This would be better though."
He works his way across her shoulders once more kneading and stroking- now with nothing between his hands and her shoulders he notices something that causes his heart to race.
James slowly works his hands across her shoulders...one on each... back and forth ... he begins to realize his hands are not impeded by anything, namely bra straps!
Her shoulders are bare so that must mean... under that robe is? He tries to not think about what it means that his hands are not impended by anything as he works them over and across her shoulders. He tries to concentrate on just rubbing her shoulders and nothing else but it's hard especially when she begins to moan softly from his touch while leaning her head back against his stomach.
He brings his hands up from under her robe and using his thumbs he rubs behind her ears, pulls on her hair gently. Amy looks up at him and smiles. A warm relaxed smile that says maybe her storm of anger has passed.
The massage continues until...she wants more. She asks him to rub her back too. He can't say no to her. She moves forward on the bench seat until she in on the front edge.
Patting the seat behind her she tells James to sit down. The bench is just wide enough for both of them to sit somewhat comfortable as she is sitting between his legs.
He starts at her shoulders working his way slowly down her back just a bit then up again. He feels the tension building between them once more.
Not long into the massage she opens her eyes and looks at him in the mirror while saying softly, "Daddy I think your massage would be much better is this stupid robe was not in the way...don't you think."
He freezes for an instant his mind whirling with wicked thoughts. "What if the fact he felt no bra straps really means she is completely and utterly naked under her robe...or at the very least topless?"
He looks at her and sees her face darken when he does not answer right away. He can't bear to upset her anymore as she is still obviously in a fragile state of mind.
"Of course baby." and then before he can stop himself his fatherly instincts forces him to add, "Hmm but that may not be a really good idea... "
"Well why not Daddy..." she snorts in reply her voice taking on that scary edge that indicates a storm is brewing.
"Well because..."
"Because you are afraid of what I have on under my robe Daddy...if anything."
She smiles so sweet and innocent at him as if what they were talking about was not deadly serious. "Come on daddy ...don't be shy ..." she says in a teasing playful voice while she reaches behind her and takes his hands into hers. She guides them around to her front to where the robe is tied.
His mind races. What to do!!. If he puts up a fight and says no she will probably flip out again and get mad. Just like earlier. But if he complies with her wishes and takes off the robe and she has no bra on underneath like he suspects...
His hands are now on the tie holding her robe shut, with her hands wrapped tightly over them. She whispers, "Come on daddy, Please undo my robe...I don't mind really ..." she then adds the kicker, "You don't want to make me cry again do you."
That settles it as pure and simple emotional blackmail has done the trick. James must comply with her wishes or risk another crying jag. With her help he slowly starts to undo the tie. The robe falls open slightly - her hands never leave his. He watches in the mirror as she guides his hands up to just below her shoulders... "Go on Daddy take it off" she whispers.
His heart racing, his hands shaking, he gently slides his fingers inside the robe and pulls it off slowly. He is staring at her in the mirror his eyes glued to her chest as the robe slides down and off her shoulders.
He is wrong. She is not naked under her robe, nor topless but instead his young daughter has an absolutely gorgeous white strapless bra on.
It looks very smug on her. In fact, it looks like it is having the worst of times trying to contain those big tits of hers. His eyes grow big with amazed wonder as she stands up slipping the robe off the rest of the way. She is wearing an equally sexy pair of matching white lace thong panties. Before she sits back down he gets a real eyeful of her exquisite little ass.
She smiles at him innocently as he moves his hands to her back and starts rubbing her shoulders again working his way down - slowly -his eyes keep flickering back to the image in the mirror of his young daughter in that sexy strapless bra. No words are exchanged as of yet. Amy is merely enjoying her father's attentions on her body while for his part James seemed to have lost the power of speech such is the effect of her dazzling beauty on him.
He rubs up and down her back, massaging her nicely, scratching her back lightly with his fingernails all the way down to her bra strap and then back up. He kneads her shoulders again as his eyes flicker down to her chest helplessly.
Finally she breaks the silence. "So do you like it Daddy. It's new."
"What's new?"
"My bra and panties silly. Surely you must have an opinion on them one way or the other."
His brain is not working quite so well right now as his hands keep wanting to slide around to the front and start massaging those tantalizing, mouthwatering tits of hers through that sexy bra. It seems to be a primeval urge that is coming from somewhere deep and dark within his heart. It's a urge he has to fight with all his willpower.
"Hmm, not saying anything. Oh well I know you like them anyway, especially my bra." She says this in a very teasing voice that suggests she has a rather good idea he is having such a hard time taking his eyes off of her chest.
"Why do you say that honey." He answers and with a might effort tears his eyes off of her chest and looks away.
"Let's just say it was woman's intuition. Then as their eyes meet in the mirror she adds with a pretty smirk on her face, "That and the way you keep staring at my chest."
"Honey I...I..."
"Don't even try and deny it Daddy. I would be most insulted if you do. In fact I am already bit insulted that you have not told me how nice I look in my new bra Daddy."
He leans in and whispers in her ear, as his hands are poised on her shoulders, "Amy your new bra looks fabulous on you baby as does the matching panties...and yes I have been staring. Do you hate me for it honey. I mean does it make you ...uncomfortable."
"Of course not Daddy." She says as she reaches back and strokes his cheek with her hand. "And thank you for being so brave to tell me how good I look."
She brings her mouth up to his and plants a kiss quickly on his lips. And then another when he shows no sign of resisting. This second kiss lingers before she breaks it off causing his heart to trip hammer.
"But you really do like the way it looks on me right Daddy ...you're not just saying that to make me feel better." She turns back around while his hands come up and begins stroking her hair. "Maybe I am just trying to compete with Angie in the looks department."
"Competing and winning sweetheart." He tells her as he leans in and whispers into her ear. He wants to make her feel better, wants her to stop being so damn jealous of Angie. "And no honey... I am just not saying that to make you feel better. He pulls back and looks at her very seriously deep in the eyes before adding, "I think you look fantastic and you're absolutely right. I am have had a really, really hard time keeping my eyes off your chest..."
"Really daddy ... I was just kinda you know kidding when I said that." She has a very bemused look on her face now as they sit staring at each other sitting so very close on her little vanity bench. "I mean really you have been staring at my chest Daddy?"
He should not be telling her any of this. Should not be here in her bedroom. Alone. But he seems to have fallen under some sorta of spell that is allowing him to throw good common sense out the window. She is being so sweet and loving to him; giving him those two small little kisses has set his heart on fire, so why not tell her the truth, especially when the truth will make her feel better about herself.
His hands now slide around her waist rubbing her sides up and down as she turns back around facing the mirror once more. He leans in and says in her ear. "Yes honey...Daddy has been staring at your chest...it's the sad awful truth."
She whispers back "Only sad and awful if he doesn't like what he sees."
"And if he does like what he sees honey...what then."
"Then he should tell me." She says her voice showing no signs of discomfort that they are discussing her nearly 50 year old father staring at his 18 year old daughter's chest.
"Well in that case then...I like what I see... very much so" he whispers in her ear as his hands slide up and down her bare arms.
"Better than Angie." His hands resting softly around her tummy stroking it in small circles with one finger.
He sighs heavily knowing she will not let him off easy. "Yes sweetheart better than Angie."
"And am I as pretty as her Daddy." She wraps her hands around his and begins to guide them upwards to the swell of her beautiful boobs but just before they can reach, with a mighty effort of willpower, he stops them just short.
His heart is speeding with forbidden excitement as he senses things are about to get out of hand. As his fingers glide gently across her flat well-toned abs his excitement only increased. It was only by some small miracle that he stops them just short of the lacy bottom of her bra.
"Promise me you won't go back to her and we can do this...all the time Daddy...that is cuddle like this I mean."
"Honey if anyone...finds out about this."
"Daddy no one needs to know. It can be our little secret."
She slips her arms behind and around his neck pulling him in closer. He lowers his mouth closer to her neck.
"Our special little secret daddy. Come on please, kiss me..."
His lips brush the slope of her neck as she lets out a soft moan as he begins to kiss her neck softly. His cock is growing ever bigger, ever harder by the second.
He showers her neck with kisses as he takes a quick glance in the mirror. He sees Amy has tilted her head back and thrust her chest out allowing him total access to her body- if only he was brave enough to take advantage.
She turns her face to his. Their lips touch. He feels the fire going up his spine; the passion exploding in his heart. They kiss soft and slow. Over and over again.
"Oh Daddy... I love you so much..." she says in a husky whisper her voice filled with forbidden passion as she breaks with him briefly in between kisses.
They continue to exchange small breathless exclamations of love while his hands begins to slip towards her boobs. He can't take it anymore! He wants to get up and leave before he loses control. Her tongue flickers out and explores his mouth, which pretty much seals the deal as he is not going anywhere.
All pretense of innocence lost his tongue glides out into her mouth as they kiss long and deep while his hands continue to drift all around the her bare mid-section.
"Daddy loves you too baby." He says his voice also rough with desire and passion. Their lips crash together over and over. His tongue snakes into her mouth, probing deeper, tasting her. She responds by shoving her tongue back against his; the kiss goes on and one, until finally out of breath both of them pull back.
She smiles at him..."that was nice."
"Yes" his heart is beating a mile a minute.
Amy turns back towards the mirror -leans her back against his chest as she grabs his hands and guides them to her mid-section. He rubs her tummy in small circles, wanting to do so much more but afraid to make the attempt.
"You can play with them now if you want..." she starts to guide his hands upwards "I mean if you really think they are nice... like you said Daddy... you must want to touch them."
His hands reach the edge of her bra. He pauses as he looks at her in the mirror. She is smiles at him soft and sweet before her head lolls back, arching her back pushing her beautiful tits out to their maximum potential.
James eyes are glued to the image of his young daughter's tits in the mirror as they look so damn inviting in that strapless bra, which is barely containing them. Then she whispers what is a most enticing invitation. "Go on Daddy touch them if you want...you will be the first... ever." .
His heart nearly explodes in pure excitement from her little confession. Amy gives one final soft push upwards and his hands come into contact with the soft material of her bra. Her hands are still over his making sure they don't stray from her tits as she exerts mild downward pressure.
The soft feel of the bra combined with the firmness of her young virgin tits causes his cock to reach new heights of hardness. It is an incredible feeling, full of pure red hot passion, as he begins to slowly massage his daughter's tits through her bra. There is no escape as she holds his hands firmly in place over her boobs. Moving his hands in small circles all over the lacey material of her bra he begins to massage them more firmly warming to the task at hand.
She moans softly, "Oh Daddy...hmm...that is it ... play with your little girls boobies."
Her encouragement turns the heat up even higher- he begins to vigorously rub her boobs now all over as her hands drop away. She is confident that he no longer needs encouragement to fondle her tits so she leans back and relaxes against him while he cups her boobs from underneath feeling their soft weight through that incredibly sexy strapless bra. Amy moans even louder while closing her eyes and thrusting her chest out.
"Should I take it off Daddy," she whispers to him. The moment of truth is here. Once that bra comes off there will be no turning back. Their eyes meet in the mirror as he slowly nods his head yes.
It seems almost surreal as he watches her hands come around the back of her bra and carefully begin to unhook it as he watches. The bra comes undone and then she pauses as she stares at him in the mirror. A naughty little smile crosses her lips as the bra slowly slips from the twin peaks of her breasts.
They are absolutely and utterly beautiful he sees as he stares at them in the mirror in sheer amazement over their immense beauty. They are bronzed to a golden brown with no tan lines whatsoever. He particularly likes her extra-large areolas as that has always been a secret fetish of his. His fingers immediately begin to trace small circles over his daughter's large areolas which almost immediately causes her to moan louder as she whispers "Oh God Daddy they are so sensitive."
Her nipples snap to attention and become hard as erasers as he flicks them with his thumbs making her squirm back against him. As he looks over her shoulder down at her exquisite tits the desire in him grows. The desire to shower those tits of hers with a million small kisses before taking those delicious nipples into his mouth.
"Let's get you turned around baby." He says his voice fall of rough passion. She quickly stands up and turns towards him. He easily lifts her small body up onto the vanity table sitting her down on it. Her lovely large tits are now directly in front of his face as he slides forward to the edge of the bench.
He can not resist them anymore as he buries his face between her breasts. He begins to slowly kiss his way up and down the deep valley between her breasts. Amy leans back on her arms allowing full access to her tits which James takes full advantage of. He lowers his mouth to first one breast and then another. Kissing them slowly and teasingly all over alternating breasts to give each equal attentions. His mouth lingers long and slow over her breasts, while his tongue flickers in and out over and over again tasting their sweetness.
He takes his sweet time showering their entirely with soft kisses before letting his first his lips and then his tongue go to work on her nipples. He pulls on them with his lips after flicking his tongue over them ever so slowly and then faster which causes Amy to squirm and then moan louder than ever. James is soon sucking on them with a reckless abandon he never knew possible which Amy, based on the intensity of her moans, is enjoying very much.
His hands slips down below to her legs. Amy parts them wider allowing his fingers to deftly slip under her white lace panties. He slowly pushes one finger up inside of her tight virgin pussy which causes her to squirm and moan all the more.



"God baby you are so tight." He says in between mouthful of breasts.
"I am Daddy remember you are the first...are you going to make love to me...here and now."
"Is that what you want sweetheart for Daddy to make love to his little girl?"
"Yes please I want you inside of me...but first..." Her voice is rough with passion just the same as his. "Here let's switch places Daddy it's time for your little girl to suck on something."
James is now standing in front of Amy as she sits on the edge of the vanity table's bench. Amy boldly yanks his boxers down allowing his rock hard cock to be free. She is getting ready to do something that James thought would be impossible—suck on her daddy's large throbbing 7 inch cock. Her hands slip around to her daddy's hips, placing them on either side as she licks her lips in quiet anticipation of what she is about to do.
She simply stares at his cock for a long moment as it juts out in erect attention towards her eager young lips, letting the sexual tension build up inside of both of them. Then ever so carefully she brings her lips to it and begins to apply soft butterfly kisses to the sensitive underside of his cock. She uses one hand to hold his cock upright and the other to cup his balls as her tongue flickers expertly in and out licking at his hardness.
Her light butterfly kisses combined with the soft strokes of her licking tongue causes James knees to nearly buckle on him. He has to grip the table for support as his daughter's eager young tongue goes to work.
"Oh God baby that is so nice...don't stop please" he moans to her.
Amy pauses for a moment to look up at him and smile and then moves her lips back to the task at hand. She begins to rub her lips up and down on the backside of his cock causing it to shiver in delight. Then finally her tongue slips out of her mouth and she proceeds to give his cock several long slow licks up and down and then all around.
"This is the best lollipop I have ever had Daddy" she says giggling softly like a school girl.
"You really like it sweetheart."
"Oh God yes daddy...here let me show you."
And then she really goes to work on his cock as she begins to lather it with attention from that wicked little mouth of hers. She interchanges soft licks with sweet butterfly kisses all up and down the backside of his hard shaft causing James to moan ever louder. After what seems forever her mouth finds itself poised at the tip of his throbbing rock hard cock now poised for the final act.
"You want your little girl to put her daddy's cock in her mouth and suck on it so eagerly, huh?" She says this in the sweetest of whispers while making her voice sound oh so sweet and innocent.
"Yes please baby...put it in your mouth...suck on it for Daddy" James voice is jagged with passion, his thoughts beyond good and evil now as they have only turned to one thing and one thing only...getting his hard cock in her sweet young mouth.
Amy pulls back and looks at his cock thoughtfully saying in her sweetest coy little girl voice, "I dunno know daddy it looks kinda big ...I mean I not sure if I can get it in my mouth...I have never done anything like this before."
"Oh come on baby you can try...please" he tells her as he runs her fingers through her soft hair.
"Ok your little girl will try to take as much as your big cock as I can handle."
She opens her mouth while closing her eyes and slowly, carefully begins to swallow his swollen prick inch by inch. James looks down at his pretty little daughter perched on the edge of the vanity bench swallowing his cock inch by inch. He can hardly believe this is happening. But more to the point he can hardly believe how incredibly good she is making him feel. She begins now to bob her head up and down swallowing and sucking his cock deep into her mouth ever so slowly.
"Oh God baby that is it...you're doing so good sweetie...keep going...Ahhh Jesus that feels nice."
She looks up at him all wide eyed and innocent her mouth filled to the rim with his big hard cock. She lets it slip out of her mouth for just a moment saying "Am I doing good daddy?"
"Yes sweetie real good...please don't stop though." He places one hand on the back of her head whispering "Go on baby suck on it some more please honey."
She gives him the sweetest of smiles as she takes one hand and cups his balls gently while using the other to begin stroking his cock up and down. "It's just so big daddy...I am not sure if I can really get it all in."
"You can try you almost had it all last time...will you try again?"
"Yes of course...I will do anything for you Daddy."
"Show me...c'mon suck on it some more sweetheart...take it all in that sweet little mouth of yours this time."
She lowers her mouth once more opening wide and with more confidence than last time begins to suck on her Daddy's cock. Her mouth bobs up and down, up and down on his throbbing penis. With every downward bob she takes more of his cock into her small mouth.
"That's it honey...take it all ...suck on it ...please honey...please!!"
With his soft words of encouragement ringing in her ears Amy is soon sucking on his cock like there is no tomorrow. Every time her mouth bobs up and threatens to break contact with his cock James applies firm but gentle pressure on the back of her head forcing his dick deep into her eager young mouth. Amy is using one hand to gently massage his balls in her hand as her mouth flies up and down on his hard shaft. James is near the tipping point.
"OH GOD BABY...DADDY IS GOING TO CUM IN YOUR MOUTH IF YOU DON'T STOP THAT."
She flickers her eyes upwards at him as he says this but continues to suck his cock with unabated enthusiasm. Then just as he was nearing the point of no return she stops abruptly.
"I need you inside of me Daddy." Amy says breathlessly as she stands up. "Take my virginity Daddy pleaaaaseee."
She turns around and James spends a minute worshipping her ass with first his hands and then his tongue trying to let his cock relax just a bit so he doesn't burst as soon as he is inside of her. His lips are kissing first one of her beautiful tanned ass cheeks and then the other, while his hands snake up and start to fondle her tits once more.
Amy slowly is pulling down her panties as James goes to work on her body with reckless abandon. She steps out of her panties, which now lay next to her bra in a heap on the floor.
Amy lowers herself slowly unto his cock as she faces the mirror. He pierces her tight virgin pussy as she cries out first in pain and then in pure pleasure as her Daddy goes slow letting her adjust to his size. Amy leans forward, grabbing the table for support as she slowly begins to pump up and down on his cock. Slowly at first, and then just a little faster as they fall into a rhythm.
He lets Amy set the pace. Lets her decide how fast she shall ride his cock. She is going maddeningly slow seeming to enjoy being in control.
But soon it becomes all too much for him to take. He is gazing lovingly at her tits in the mirror as they slowly jiggle up and down as she rides him. He wants nothing more than to make them bounce up and down hard and fast so he leans forwards grabbing her by the hips seizing control.
James thrusts his hips violently upwards meeting her soft downward thrust that catches her off guard and causes her to moan louder than ever. He pushes his cock into her hard and fast unable to continue the slow pace anymore.
He then grips her around the waist pulling her backwards as he sits down on the bench. He begins to bounce her up and down onto his cock. It's easy as she is so small and light. Her moans increase in volume and intensity as she is now riding his cock recklessly.
Her head back, eyes shut, she moans louder as she is slammed harder and harder up and then down on her daddy's cock. Her beautiful tits bounce up and down each time she comes crashing down onto his cock. James is staring at them with rapt attention and decides his whole goal in life now is to make those big tits of hers, which she used to tease him all day with, to jiggle up and down faster and faster.
To this end he is now picking her up higher to where she nearly breaks contact with his cock and then holding her there for a fraction of a second before letting her down fast and hard. Her body slams down onto his hardness making those tits of her jiggle and bounce just as he has hoped for.
The effect of all this has him nearing a most explosive orgasm. He wants to slow down and try and make it last but when he does Amy takes over and begins to thrust down faster and harder onto his cock pushing backwards with her hands against the bench. She is riding his cock and moaning and groaning like a cheap little tramp. The thought of this only causes his desire for her to increase all the more.
"Come on Daddy fuck me harder please Daddy pleeeeease..." She screams with unabashed reckless desire.
He is a slave to her needs and does as she wants. After a few more thrusts and watching those tits bounce up and down he is ready for the grand finale.
Without warning he lifts her up and off of him and stands her on the floor. She leans forward against the table as she spreads her legs wide for her him.
He goes slowly at first, with both of his hands on her hips rocking into his young daughter soft and slow. But as her moans began to become louder and louder his ability to go slow soon vanishes, especially now as she is begging him to...
"Oh God Daddy come on fuck your little girl...hard please...like I deserve it." Her voice has a rough fevered excitement to it that only causes his own excitement to increase 10 fold.
He begins to slam into her with all he has over and over as she furiously moans louder.
"Oh God daddy...that's it fuck your little girl...come on please give it to me!"
He alternates thrusting into her first harder and then harder and then slow, slower and slower still and then back to quick and hard. He is near to an overwhelming orgasm now as her cries to be fucked is sending him over the edge. Normally he would try to hold out making sure his partner would come first but he knows tonight there is no holding back. His orgasm is building like on oncoming freight train.
He once again slows down for what he knows will be the final time before he cums. He pumps in and out of her slowly, carefully preparing body and mind for the final assault.
Thankfully, she is nearly there herself as her she says in a harsh whisper, "Daddy I am going to come ...pleaseeeeee...don't stop...pleassseeeeeeee."
That is all he needs to hear as like a sprinter making his final kick as he nears the finish line, he begins to fuck his young daughter furiously. James begins fucking her so hard that his violent passionate thrusts nearly lift her off the ground. Amy responses just as he hoped she would.
"I am coming Daddy, your baby is coming ...OH GOOOOOOD!!"
He squirts a mighty load of cum into her pussy as his knees buckle and the most intense orgasm of his life washes over him. He collapses back onto the vanity bench as he notices she is trembling. Trembling from her first orgasm which has left her breathless.
He turns her around to face him not knowing if he should thank her or apologize to her. He reaches out with one hand and strokes her soft face as she is crying.
"Oh god baby...Daddy is so sorry...please don't cry honey."
"Daddy...those are tears of joy" she sobs. "That was so ...intense...so passionate...God it could not have been better."
James lets out a deep sigh of relief as he leads her over to the bed where they collapse against each other. They snuggle tight against one another both content they are safe and sound in each other's arms. Both content they just experienced a memory that would last a lifetime.
But maybe more than anything young Amy is contented just like the cat that swallowed the canary. Contented that her sweet vengeance against Angie is just getting started.



        A Most Forbidden Dream

        Naughty Dreams are the Best!!

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/a-most-forbidden-dream

Title: A Most Forbidden Dream

Author: Jimyfoxx

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Naughty Dreams are the Best!!

Tags: fantasy, loving sex, bondage, mother/son, asian woman, big tits

Series: A Most Forbidden Dream


Jimmy came home dead tired after another long day of school followed by a six hour shift at the carwash. He had just turned 18 this past month and prayed the last 6 weeks of school would fly by. The school, and then off to work routine, was killing him. He had been doing this 4x a week since just before Christmas, and as it was now mid-April, he was damn sick and tired of it.
He was also sick and tired of his mother being a fat, lazy, useless slob. He was sick of her defining what "white trash" was all about. They lived in a crappy double wide trailer on the east side of Des Moines, Iowa.
"Does it get any worse than this?" Jimmy wearily thought as he entered the filthy trailer. He glanced at her as she sat in what passed as the living room. His mother didn't even bother to acknowledge that he was home.
"What a waste of life," he thought bitterly as he slammed his books onto the kitchen counter.
This was indeed a harsh judgment of his mother, but one that fit. Since his dad had died, she had went downhill fast. She spent most days sitting in a drunken stupor in front of the TV, like a mindless zombie stuffing her face with junk food and drinking whiskey, until she passed out.
Then the next day the whole thing would start all over again. She ignored his pleas to get her life together only telling him, "Yeah right someday but for now I need to have my mourning time." So far her mourning time had lasted for nearly three years and counting.
It was left up to Jimmy to be the primary care giver to his two younger brothers, Frank who was 7, and Thomas who was 5. So in all reality, his day was not over after he got home from school and work, but instead he would have to make his younger brothers something to eat, before washing them up and putting them to bed.
It had been another typical shitty day as Jimmy wearily made his way upstairs to his bedroom. It was almost 10:30pm, and his mom was passed out on the couch with a half empty whiskey bottle at her side. Now with his mom passed out and his younger brothers tucked away for the night, it was his turn to enjoy a little peace and quiet and maybe something a bit more, if only it arrived in the mail today.
He hurriedly put his shoes on to go check the mailbox. It should arrive today, or tomorrow at the latest, as it had been about a month since he had received his latest copy of Hot Asian Honeys. This soft core porno magazine, delivered monthly, was about the only vice/excitement Jimmy had in an otherwise dreary life. As he made his way to the mailbox, he fervently hoped that the special Hot Asian Honeys MILF issue would be there in its innocuous brown paper wrapping.
He had three excellent reasons for hoping the magazine was waiting in the mailbox for him. Number one, it was Friday night, which meant he could actually sleep in a bit tomorrow morning, so if he wanted to stay up later than usual and gazing lovingly at the latest batch of hot Oriental dolls from the Far East he could. And number two, the annual MILF issue, according to last month's sneak preview, promised to deliver a whole host of hot, mature Asian honeys.
Jimmy could hardly wait as, in his mind, there was nothing hotter than a sexy, mature Asian woman. And then there was his final reason for so desperately hoping the magazine was there. It was a long shot at best, actually more like impossible maybe, as such things could not exist, but still the old lady was convincing and seemed so sure of herself so maybe, just maybe...
Nearly three weeks ago, after his boss at the car wash decided to let him go home early since it was a slow night at work, Jimmy had wandered by a traveling fair/festival that was in town for the week. It was still early and his mother would probably be in her "mean drunk" stage right about now. He had a few bucks in his pocket so he thought he would kill an hour or two horsing around at the fair.
Once inside, Jimmy wandered around to the far back side of the fair and soon found himself standing in front of a garishly colored tent that advertised Fortunes Told, Dreams Realized.
Curious he went inside, where he was met by an old woman dressed in a costume from the sixteen hundreds maybe. The lady, who called herself Madame Kat, piqued his curiosity though, so even if it was bullshit, he plucked down his 7 dollars and decided to let her read his palm.
After reading his palm, Madame Kat announced, "Young man, your future is full of dark, forbidden dreams that may go unfulfilled," she said with a serious frown.
Jimmy shifted uneasily in the cheap, black folding chair as they sat across from each other at a battered old table. The old woman then broke into a sardonic smile before adding, "But then again maybe not... if you show just a little courage a reward may be at hand to make your dreams come true."
He was wondering just what the hell that meant, when all of a sudden a young, tough looking teenage boy came bursting past the tent flaps, and into the small room. Madame Kat seemed unfazed, while Jimmy nearly jumped out of his skin, at the young hoodlum's sudden appearance.
"Gimmie your money you old bitch or I will cut you!!" the punk barked while flashing a switchblade knife.
"But of course," Madame Kat said quite calmly to the kid. As she said this, surprisingly, her focus did not appear to be on the looming threat of the young punk with the knife, but instead on Jimmy. He noticed how rather oddly she was staring at him with a somewhat bemused look on the face as the drama of the attempted robbery was unfolding.
She coolly reached down under the table, producing a small cigar box that Jimmy could see was stuffed with cash. There seemed to be a various assortment of bills sticking out of all sides of the cigar box. Enough so where the young wanna be thug attention was quickly drawn to the cigar box stuffed with cash. The fact was he was paying very little heed to Jimmy. Madame Kat handed the box over to the robber with a look of expectation on her old haggard face. But her look was not directed at the threat the tough looking kid supposedly presented in the form of his menacing grin and evil looking knife, but instead at Jimmy.
"She expects me to do something and if I don't I am going to look like a chicken shit coward," Jimmy thinks to himself. He was many things but a coward was not one of them. Without really giving it a second thought he sprang up from his chair, and in one fluid motion turned and throw a punch at the kid. His punch found its mark. Doubtless helped supremely by the element of surprise, Jimmy's punch landed squarely on the left cheek of the thugs face. He staggered and fell as Jimmy, his adrenaline pumping now, rained several more blows on top of his head.
Meanwhile, Madame Kat went outside and was hollering for a security guard. Less than a minute later, the "would be" robber was being led away by two big burly security guards.
Madame Kat thanked Jimmy with a warm smile and then offered, as a small token of her gratitude, to make the fore mentioned dark forbidden dreams of his come true.
She handed him a small vial telling him it contained a powerful potion to make dreams come true, if only for a night. Her instructions were brief and to the point.
"Focus your entire mind and soul upon that of which you desire my dear boy. Think long and hard, construct the outlines of a perfect fantasy in your mind, and then let it flow to your heart. Once your heart longs for the fantasy so badly it actually pains you, swallow the potion down in one quick drink. Lay back in bed and relax letting your mind wander back to your fantasy. Keep your forbidden dream that you so yearn to dream that night simple as the potion will fill in all the necessary details for you. Soon you will feel your eyes getting heavy and sleep will come bringing with it an escape into a realm few ever have the joy of visiting."
With a slight gleam in her eye, the old lady had told Jimmy all this in one long non-stop diatribe, which left him wondering if the crazy old bat really believes this herself.
She finally pauses and looks at him seriously saying. "Do your trust Madame Kat Jimmie Turner."
"Y-yes... but how did you know my name I never told you."
She waves her hand distractedly saying "Madame Katchamund needs no formal introductions. Things come to me as they may. Now this thing comes to you. Powerfully wicked it is and rarer even than a four leaf clover my dear boy. Take it, trust it and your forbidden dreams shall be realized. This is your reward for being brave and helping me."
Jimmy did not come right out and say it but he was beginning to think this old lady was bat shit crazy. But yet, there was something about the ultra-sincere way she told him all this, that made him hopeful that there might be a kernel of truth in what she said. After all, she was spot on about two things. The first being Jimmy did indeed have dark forbidden dreams, and the second she did know his name without being told so just maybe...
As he drove home that night, the small vial of "dream potion" tucked away deep inside his jean's pocket, he wondered if he should test the potion right away. By the time he arrived home he had decided it would be best to wait a little bit anyway; like until the annual MILF issue of Hot Asian Honeys arrived.
The next few weeks went by slowly while he waited for his magazine to arrive. He had plenty of time to construct his perfect fantasy. It would, of course, involve a girl, no make that a woman, a mature woman. A woman that could be a nice substitute for his own worthless mother. Even before his father's untimely death, Jimmy's mother had been nothing to write home about but since the death of his father she had been utterly hopeless. As was Jimmy's luck with girls.
He was all the things girls said they wanted: sweet, sensitive, caring, and most of all romantic, but all that was trumped by the fact he lived at home with his drunken mother and was a high school loser. Oh yeah and he worked part-time in a car wash, which just set all the girls' hearts to fluttering, as did his puny sized 5 inch dick. Above all else poor Jimmy lacked confidence in great abundance.
Jimmie, as much as he tried, simply could not put that night at the fair out of his mind. He was desperately curious to try Madame Kat's magical potion. All he needed was his magazine to arrive. A magazine that contained all of his forbidden desires and dreams. And then maybe he would have a kind, caring and most sexy mom for once in his life, for that more than anything, was what his fantasy, his forbidden dream, would be about, if the damn potion worked.
He opens the mail box and feels his heart start to beat rapidly as he spies the plain brown wrapping. Once back inside his bedroom, he quickly showers and brushes his teeth, before settling down in his bed with the magazine in one hand and the vial of dream potion in the other.
He says a short prayer, ironically to a God he sure hates him, that Madame Kat is telling the truth, and that he would have a wild night of forbidden dreams waiting for him. Dreams fueled by the pictures of these hot Asian MILF's he was about to gaze so lovingly at. He briefly wondered if he might lose his virginity, finally, in his forbidden dream. Being a virgin still was a closely guarded secret of his.
Maybe if he wasn't so busy with school, work and taking care of his fat ugly mom, and his two bratty younger brothers, he might have had time to NOT be a virgin, despite his smallness down there. "I must remember to concentrate on being well endowed as part of my dream package," Jimmy keeps reminding himself as he was showering, and his puny dick was there in all its small glory.
His mind wanders for a moment before he begins to concentrate on the contents of the magazine. The fact his mom is so physically unappealing, and mean to boot, only makes him wish all the more fervently that one of these beautiful older women on the pages of this magazine would be his mom. His hot, sexy and sweet mommy that would seduce him, and give his most forbidden of dreams credence, if only for a night.
He thumbed to the table of contents wondering which one it would be. She should be perfect as possible to fuel the fires of his imagination. He must choose carefully. He decides he will just start at the beginning of the magazine and quickly thumb his way through all the pictures until one of them whispers, "I am the one."
There is some nice ladies for sure at the beginning of the magazine but starting on page 22, there was a pictorial of a mature Chinese woman named Lini Lu, which sends his heart trip hammering inside his chest. As Jimmy flipped through the eight pages of her photo spread, it became more and more evident that she was making a strong case to be the one he would dream of tonight.
On pages 25-26 there was two full page pictures of her that seal the deal. First on page 25, she was standing in a kitchen, a soft, pretty smile on her face, her dark almond shaped eyes have a look of mirth in them, her head is tilted to one side, almost like when someone looks at a cute puppy dog and says "Ahhhhhhhh."
Jimmy imagined Lini was looking at him, her very own son, instead of a puppy dog, and saying "Ahhh," while thinking what a cute, sweet boy he really was.
His cock starts to stir just looking at her exquisitely pretty and mature face. She looks to be in her early to mid-thirties but with Asian women, who always aged so damn well, you could never really tell. If anything she was probably older.
While her age may have been a mystery, there was something else that surely was not. That was her tits. It was no mystery they were fucking huge. This was self-evident despite the fact Hot Asian Honeys did not feature full frontal nudity. Implied nudity was their game as it was a soft core tease magazine that showed a lot of skin, but left just enough covered to leave their audience wanting more.
Lini was wearing a skin tight pink nightshirt that was practically see through. It looked to be at least one size too small, as her immense tits were obviously straining against the sheer pink material of the nightshirt. The shirt went down to just past the middle of her thighs, which were creamy white and near perfect. Also perfect, was her incredibility long dark and shiny hair that, as she tilted her head to one side, fell all the way down past her ass to about the middle of her calf.
"Jesus, I wish my mom looked like that," Jimmy thought as his eyes flickered up and down the photo before finally settling on those big tits of hers. Her dark nipples were clearly visible under the sheer pink material of her nightshirt and just begging to be stared at.
In his mind he dreamed that she was in the kitchen making him breakfast when she turned around to ask him a question. Maybe did he want his eggs over easy or hard? He notes how she emphasizes the word hard. Finally, he tears his eyes off page 25 and looks at page 26.
The next page is at least equal to, if not better, than the prior one. She is leaning back against the fridge while thrusting those large tits of hers out; seemingly for his eyes to enjoy. And enjoy them they do as her pink nightshirt is completely unbuttoned in this picture. Her shirt is hanging open as to expose a rather sizable portion of those giant tits of hers. But at the same time, the pink nightshirt was closed just enough to, by the barest of margins, to cover those delicious nipples of hers.
She has a subtle smile on her face as she is intently stares straight ahead, maybe watching her young son eat the breakfast she has so lovingly prepared just for him. Maybe she undid her shirt because she was hot, or maybe she just likes to show off for her son. Either way, it heaven for his eyes.
The dream of Lini being his mother has reached his heart and made it ache, just as Madame Kat had foretold. Now was the time. He wanted this woman to be his sweet dear mother, maybe more than anything he had ever wanted in this world. There was no need to search in further within the magazine. Lini was the one!!
"Imagine coming home from school every day to that beautiful creature!!" Jimmy thinks as his small cock literally throbs with untold hardness inside his boxers. He reaches over and scoops up the vial in one hand, and is about to down the potion in one large gulp, despite the fact he still harbors doubts that it will work.
No sooner had these doubts crept into his mind than his cell phone, laying on the nightstand next to the bed, begins to ring.
"Who the hell would be calling this late at night?" he thinks before quickly snatching up the phone. Glancing at the caller ID it says "MK."
Could it be her? But how? And what timing if it is. "H-hello" he answers his voice shaking with apprehension.
"Just a courtesy call Jimmy. I can't have you downing that vial with doubts on your mind."
"Jesus how did you know. I mean I was just... just about to... "
"Yes I know drink it down when I called. As I said Madame Kay knows what she knows and often just in time. Best not to question these things."
"The power of this woman must be immense," is the paramount thought that springs fourth in Jimmy's now feverish mind.
"My power is beyond your grasp young Jimmy. It is trust me on that. But let me make this quick as you are so very anxious to get to that Asian sweet treat you have on tonight's menu. So some advice to set your mind at ease. First, the dream you shall have won't be your typical disjointed, fuzzy weird feeling dream that most people usually have. It will be very vivid, very real. As real as reality I suppose." She pauses to let what she just said sink in to Jimmy knowing this is a lot to handle at once.
"Second, usually when you are dreaming people can be easily awoken and the dream disrupted or they sense somehow it's a dream and wake themselves up. Neither will be the case for you. I have checked your future and it's clear for the next nine hours which is how long you will sleep undisturbed." She pauses once again to let this new information settle into Jimmy's mind.
Both of these things had crossed Jimmy's mind, much as it seems Madame Kat knew it would. His mind now at ease he tells her to go on.
"Finally what is actually happening after you take the potion is not for you to understand or try to make sense of... It's our ancient secret but let's just say you are not so much as dreaming as visiting another realm, another plane of existence if you will. This realm will duplicate ours in a sense. You will be the same person there as you are here, but only in your new, ahh upgraded circumstances shall I say. Your memories of a lifetime lived there will be wholly intact. You will know by sheer instinct what to do, what to say, where everything is at, and so on... well you get my drift I would think as you are a most clever boy."
"I-I am." Jimmy is not used to hearing nice things being said about him.
"Yes I would think so. Clever enough to not toss my potion aside and write me off as a crack pot of an old lady," she lets out a soft cackle while saying this.
Jimmy hears all of this and, of course has more than a few questions, but he dares not ask any of them. He suspects that the old woman does not care to be questioned, so he simply says "Wow that is really awesome."
"OK I will grant one single question Jimmy."
He shakes his head again at her amazing powers of perception. He quickly decides to ask the one real burning question that had just crossed his mind, "When I am in this other realm, will I remember my life here. I mean will I know that I really belong here and not there?"
"Not an easy question to answer but I will do my best. You shall remember your life here much as one remembers a good movie or in your case a bad movie they were forced to watch over and over again. More I cannot say."



"OK." What more could he say. It all sounded so fantastic.
"Now be brave and take your potion, and then pick up that magazine of yours and concentrate on your new mother as she will be waiting for you on the other side. Be sweet, charming, but most of all be shy and innocent with her. As to this part, I have left you a bit of help. Check your nightstand drawer upon waking up over there."
"OK sure Madame Kat," he says hoping he will remember all this when he wakes up over there.
"And one final bit of advice. Study her bio page carefully. It's real and very truthful. You will be the one she speaks of in her bio that she adores so very much. You will understand once you read it what I am referring to." And with that the line went dead.
He sat there staring at the phone dumbfounded as to all Madame Kat had told him. Not wanting to disobey "doctor's orders" he does exactly as she says and quickly downs the sweet tasting potion in one swallow. He then picks up the magazine and thumbs back to Lini's bio page. His heart is flooded with anticipation to find out just who Lini adores. How could it be him? Is that even possible?
He sighs deeply, as he flips to her bio page. Regardless, he loved the bio section anyway, especially the interview section as the staff editors were seemingly experts at getting the girls to open up to them.
Lini's Bio:
Country of Origin: Taiwan Province / Place of Birth: Taipei
Date of Birth: November 11, 1975 (39 years old) Astrological Sign: Scorpio
Eye Color: Brown Hair Color: Black Height: 5 feet and 7 inches Weight: 121 lbs. Measurements: 38DD-23-35 Fake Boobs: Yes Favorite Color: Red or Pink
If you want to win Lini's heart you must be romantic. Red roses with red wine will put her in the mood for romance. Once you get her engine started you will be in for a wide ride because in Lini's own words "I absolutely adore sex and I am most certainly a wildcat in the bedroom." But the trick is getting her there! Without more than a few sweet, romantic gestures you don't stand a chance.
She is currently a single mother of one. In her words he is "the sweetest little boy in the world, his name is Jimmy and we have such a close loving relationship. I just adore him and he does me."
Oh by the way her sweet little boy is 18yrs old but that doesn't stop her from showering him with so much love and affection that according to her "he hates to be seen with me in public anymore." In her own words, "I shower the boy with so much TLC that he complains I am smothering him to death. But I feel in my heart, and a mother always knows these things, that deep down inside he loves be smothered by his mommy."
When we asked what her greatest asset was—physically- she promptly answered, with a bright smile, "Why my tits of course. But sadly I am yet to find a man who knows how to properly pamper them the way I like."
When we asked just what properly pampering them entailed she replied again with that warm killer smile of hers. "Men make the mistake of trying to go all in with my tits right away. Getting there is half the fun. Take it slow and easy. Worship them with your eyes first but only after I am most comfortable with you of course, and only then proceed carefully without trying to get your hands on them."
Since she seemed to like talking about her tits we pressed the matter further. "So you like a man not to be over aggressive in going after them magnificent tits of your Lini, is that what we are to understand?"
"Exactly, honestly I have never told anyone this before but my big secret is I simply love the shy, innocent type who I eventually have to take by the hand and actually guide them to my breasts so sweet innocent and shy they are. I loved being treated like a queen to be admired but not touched... that is until I can NOT stand it anymore and must have my breasts get the thorough loving and pampering I so desire."
That answer prompted us to ask, "What constitutes 'thorough loving and pampering' in your mind Lini."
She got this most mischievous look on her face before answering, "I wish to have my lover start slow by showering the entirety of my breasts with a virtual rainfall of the softest sweetest little kisses, licks and nibbles, which will melt my heart and fire my soul until the point where I simply demand, beg if necessary, that he starts sucking on them like there is no tomorrow."
She pauses to take a delicate sip of her water, (as for me I needed some cold water splashed in my face as her answer was that hot!!) and then adds the kicker. "Once he has sucked on them for what seems like forever and with such reckless abandon that it leaves us both breathless I wish him to take absolute and total control of the situation. I want him to... " She pauses then. "Hmm I better not say what I wish for next."
"Oh come on Lini... do tell... don't leave your adoring public and me for that matter hanging... what then."
"Well it's never happened but I wish him to take me up on my suggestion to take total control of the situation as I produce a set of soft and comfortable but very reliable fur lined wrist and ankle restraints. I want to be totally submissive to him and his hard cock as he crawls on top of me and begins to slowly fuck my tits. And as he does this I am driven wild with desire until I start begging him to fuck them harder and faster."
"And does he comply."
"What do you think?" She says smiling an innocent smile that totally is at odds with what we are talking about.
"And then."
She takes a deep sigh and fiddles with her fingernails. I didn't think she was going to answer but she does. "And then he cums all over my tits before sliding down between my open thighs and eats me out until I climax."
"That concluded our interview thankfully as I needed a cold shower.
Mark Langford
Senior Staff Editor, Hot Asian Honeys
Jimmy puts down the magazine. His heart is racing, along with his mind. "Jesus Christ... she has an 18 year old son named Jimmy that she simply adores. Could this mean that for the day he will be... Jimmy."
He lays back in the bed committing to memory everything he read in her bio as his eyes get heavy. Soon he is fast asleep, and very far away from his former dreary and hopeless life.
Sometime later his eyes flutter open, after a loud boom of thunder reverberates through the house. He hears rain hitting a roof. But it different, as it's not the metallic sound of rain pelting down on his own shitty trailer he normally hears, but instead a softer, more muffled sound.
He comes awake fully and also quickly realizes the bed he is sleeping in is much bigger, and more comfortable, than his own bed back home. He scans the dark room just as it's lit up by a flash of lightening and spies a lamp on the nightstand next to him. He quickly leans over and flips the light on.
He lets out a low whistle as this room has all the bells and whistles. Big flat screen TV, matching furniture, a nice desktop computer, an X-box and Wii gaming systems and even a nice lap top. "Wow" is all he could say as back home he had none of this stuff.
He remembers Madame Kat saying she had left him some help in the nightstand drawer. He reaches over and pulls the drawer out on the single nightstand next to his bed. In it he finds a plain white envelope with a note inside. Nervously, he begins to read the note.
Jimmy:
Welcome to your dream. I have additional advice for you. I will tell you what is about to happen up to a point so you can be prepared. Several nights ago you and your mother had an "incident". You have not really spoken since. The ugly tension has been building between you two. The details of this incident will come to you when she mentions it. Now this -this little incident that happened is the key to your night of fantasy. You must make a full confession as to what you felt about it as so shall she. And from there... your dream will be off and running so to speak but you must be the one to suggest talking about it and be more than willing to apologize for it.
Not long from now you shall hear a loud scream and crying coming from her bedroom. You must go to her and provide her comfort. From there she will lead you to the forbidden land.
When she disappears to the bathroom to get ready you come back to the room and retrieve the gifts I have left for you, to give to her. They will be waiting.
One more thing- this potion you just took will have the effect of giving you a most irresistible aura to your mother, which she will respond to in a most loving manner. But to help stimulate this affect upon her personality remember to be shy and sweet with her, while showering her with tons of compliments, love and affection. Between that and the sweet little gifts I have arranged for you to give her the rest of what happens between you two is simply the stuff of what wicked dreams are made of... but only if you follow what she wants in her bio page during that very candid interview she gave to Mr. Langston. Keep that in mind. Just so you don't forget I included a second copy of her bio in the bottom drawer. Study it long and careful while you wait for her.
Don't waste time wondering where or what has become of the real Jimmy. To Lini you shall appear to be her son in all things. As for the real Jimmy, let's just say he is asleep for the time being. You are borrowing his body may be the best way of putting it.
Mk
PS Plus as an added bonus, that which was once small is now big. Really big in fact.
Jimmy leans over and opens the bottom drawer of the nightstand. Sure enough he finds her bio page in the bottom drawer. He settles back into the bed to read it again while waiting for what Madame Kat told him would happen, but not before checking his shorts for "that which was once small." He smiles as indeed she is good to her promise. His cock, despite being in its relaxed state, is much bigger than he ever remembers it being. His smile grows wider.
Just reading her bio page is getting him hot and bothered. He checks his erect cock and sure enough... bigger in both length and girth. Excited, he hurriedly reads through her bio twice more, before he hears a loud scream come from down the hallway.
He jumps out of bed and rushes out into a dark hallway. He glances to his right as he hears another softer scream, and then sobbing coming from a closed door at the end of the hallway.
He hurries to the door and knocks softly, unsure if he should just barge in. There is no response so he knocks a bit louder.
"Jimmy is that you." He hears a soft silky voice say. Just the sound of her voice has caused his heart to flutter.
"Y-yes... Mom... I... I heard a scream."
"Yeah bad dream... I'm OK now you can go back to sleep."
"Mom I want to see you. Please let me in." Just as Madame Kat has said he doesn't have to really think about what to say. He just knows he must see her, must push the issue.
"Jimmy I said I am OK," her voice has a rough edge to it, but yet there is still an underlying softness to it that says something more. He must be brave so he pushes on the door and it opens. He pokes his head into the room. She is laying on a large king size bed. The room is dark except for a small lamp on the nightstand next to the bed. She pulls herself up into a sitting position clutching the sheets to her chest.
"Jimmy... "
He rushes over to her before she can say anything more.
"Mom your dream... was it bad... I mean really bad."
"Yes that I what I said. Probably due to that little incident we had the other day... I have not slept well since."
As soon as she mentions the incident the memory comes flooding back to him. It was a few nights ago and he needed to ask her something. He knocked on her bedroom door and he thought he heard her say come in. He walks into her room just as she is walking out of the attached bathroom. She is half dressed, wearing a pair of jeans and a pretty pink lace bra adorned with small ribbons. He remembers standing there staring at her, his mouth agape, as he was awe struck seeing his mom without a shirt on. Her boobs were huge, majestic even, and maybe best of all, he also notes how her pink bra was having quite a hard time containing them.
He remembers he said nothing, being so caught off guard by the sight of his half-naked mom. Then she snapped at him harshly, "Didn't you hear me... I said I was getting dressed... and you walk in anyway."
"Mom I thought you said come in." He starts to beat a hasty retreat from her room embarrassed now that she is thinking the worst. He wonders if maybe she thinks he walked in on purpose to try and catch her getting undressed.
"Well you already are here so what do you want!!" The tone of her voice is a bit harsh, but the look on her face is one of total bemusement. She has a wry smirk on her face that Jimmy remembers not knowing what to make of. Furthermore, she is making no attempt to hide her half nakedness to him.
He takes one last long look back at her, before fleeing the room, mumbling he would talk to her later. He fled down the hallway to his room and slammed the door shut. He remembers being very disappointed that he could not find the courage to stay and talk to her, which would have provided him with an opportunity to see more of her as she walked around in her pretty pink bra.
But he was just too shy, or maybe, too embarrassed thinking that she was mad at him for walking in on her, to hang around and try to ogle her some more.
Later on his suspicions of her being mad seem to be confirmed, as she was brusque and not particularly friendly with him for the remainder of the night, and even into the next day. In turn, this caused him to try and avoid her as much as possible.
The tension built between them as two days pass where they were barely civil to each other. Both thought the other was mad. All this came to Jimmy in a mere matter of seconds as if it had really happened to him.
"It did happen," he finds himself mumbling under his breath.
"Yes it did and it really upset me... your whole attitude that day and every day since. You hurt my feelings deeply Jimmy."
"I'm sorry... can we talk about it... can you give me a chance to, you know apologize maybe and make it up to you." He leans forward and a gives her a sudden hug. He feels her stiffen at first before relaxing. He pulls back reluctantly. They look at each other for a long moment before she begins to speak.
"Really that is what you want, talking about your feelings is not exactly your strong suit son. I mean you are so damn shy sometimes, I'm surprised."
She takes a deep breath, and seems to gather her thoughts, while he looks at her closely now for the first time, after he plops down on the edge of her bed. She is still clutching the sheet to her body. It looks like she has on a red night shirt, her long hair is piled on top of her head in a sloppy looking bun, her face is streaked with tears and with no makeup on she certainly does not look half as beautiful as she did in the magazine layout, but yet he can tell it's her.
"Honestly while that hug you just gave me maybe is a start for us I... well this dream I had was so bad it really shook me. It was about you... you were so mean in it and maybe because we have not been talking I'm thinking that was the real you in the dream."
"Mom I... we should really talk about the dream. You gotta give me a chance to defend myself."
"Well I am warning you I am feeling really vulnerable tonight and if you want to make me feel better... " She pauses rubbing her eyes with the back of her hand. He thinks maybe she is about to cry. She looks down, twisting her hands, before saying almost inaudibly, "It's going to take much more than a hug."
His cock stirs a bit inside his gym shorts as the implications of what maybe "much more than a hug" could entail. She is looking at him waiting for a response.
"Yes I want to talk Mom. And I truly want to do anything at all to make you forget about this bad dream and show you... " He pauses his mind whirling, searching for the right words to say.
"Show me what?"
"That I am your knight in shining armor and that our little incident in your bedroom is nothing to be concerned over as I have a confession to make about you know what happened the other day."
"Hmm well maybe I do too honey."
When she called him honey it nearly caused his heart to stop. He looks at her, and his heart is flooded with pure love. The love does not feel manufactured to suit the purposes of his dream, but instead feels real and genuine beyond anything he has ever experienced in his life. He feels a deep connection with her just as he would feel if this whole thing was real.
"So let's talk huh Mom... please... tonight... now." He is almost shocked to hear how desperate and pleading his own voice sounds.
She sighs heavily before telling him OK they will talk. She needs a few minutes to get ready though. To collect her thoughts and try and shake her bad dream. She tells him while she is getting ready in her bathroom for him to build a nice fire in the fireplace, and then they will talk while relaxing on the rug in front of the fire.
She hops up from the bed and crosses the room to the bathroom. After turning on a second bedside lamp, he turns to look at the bedroom. The bedroom is lavish, to say the least. The king size four poster bed is flanked, on either side, by two elegant nightstands. The four mahogany posts of the bed extend high up, the wood matching the nightstands. On the wall, next to the bathroom door, is a large mahogany dresser that also matches the night stand.
He looks around and marvels at his "new mom's" bedroom. It's such a change from his mother's bedroom back in the so called real world, with her mismatched, cheap, garage sale, broken ass night stands, lop-sided dresser and ugly stained twin mattress and box spring thrown carelessly on the floor without a frame. Not to mention, unlike his old mother's room, there is not a ton of filthy clothes strewn on the floor. Instead, Lini's room is immaculately clean. A pleasant change indeed!!
He glances to his right and notices, over in the corner is a mini bar. Next to that, covering the entirety of one wall, is a large stone fireplace. In front of the fireplace is a large luxurious white rug.
In a matter of minutes he has a fire started. He then suddenly remembers Madame Kat said something about him having gifts for her in his bedroom; that they would be waiting for him.
He rushes out of the room and down the hallway to his bedroom. Sure enough laying on the bed is two white boxes, one square and one oblong, plus an even smaller square white box. They were not here before. There is a note pinned to one of the boxes.
You have two dozen of the world's finest roses Jimmy. Once you take them back to the bedroom close your eyes for a moment and let your imagination go as to how to use them. In the other box, is another sweet little gift for your mother. Don't open the second box, but instead be just as surprised as her when she opens it. These little gifts are guaranteed to melt her heart. When she asks about where you got the money simply tell her you used all of your savings to buy this stuff for her. Oh and you might consider adding a little wine to the mix—you know to relax the both of you for the events that will shortly be unfolding.
MK
Jimmy scoops up the two bigger boxes, along with the smaller one, and hurries back to her room. Once inside he opens the oblong box and sees the beautiful red roses. He closes his eyes as she suggested asking himself, "how can I impress her the most with this pretty roses."
It came to him quickly. He glanced at the bathroom door hoping he would have enough time to prepare everything. Then he smiled to himself and relaxed. He would have enough time. Of course he would, after all, it was his dream and everything would go perfectly.



He opens up the first dozen roses and begins to tear the pretty red buds off of them. He scatters them in a jagged red path from the bathroom doorway to the rug in front of the fireplace. In the end, he was required to use all the roses except three. He leaves a single one at both the beginning of his path, and one at the end.
Then another thought comes to him as he decides to follow Madame Kat's advice to the T. He heads over to the bar and searches for a bottle of red wine. He quickly finds it and pours two glasses of wine. He places one at the end of the path of red rose buds, while placing the other at the beginning of his impromptu path. Across the top of each glass he carefully balances the long stemmed rose.
He looks at handiwork and smiles. "Pretty clever Jimmy," he mumbles to himself.
On the rug, he places the final red rose next to the square white box as he wonders what is inside of it. He then rushes out of the room back to his own bedroom where he takes the time to freshen up a bit, just knowing she won't come out before he returns.
He quickly combs his hair, brushes his teeth, throws on a fresh pair of jeans and a pair of boxers, along with a plain white tee shirt. Amazing enough, he knows where everything is in his room as if he lived there all of his life. He hurries back to her room ready for his night of dreams to begin.
He was just getting settled down on the white rug when she appears. This is just further confirmation that the night shall go perfectly, as it was almost like she waited for him to get back inside the room before coming out.
When she walks out he marvels at the change in her. It appears she has went all out to make herself beautiful for him. She has a full complement of make up on, making her face radiant with the beauty he remembers from her photo shoot. She also has let that long, gorgeous jet black hair down. It falls well past her ass, just as he remembers from the photo shoot.
Now she is a mirror image of the women, (could it be really her?) in the photo shoot from Asians Honey's. The biggest difference is she is not dressed sexy in the least, but instead has on an over-sized red night shirt that does little to reveal the awesome earthly delights that lay underneath.
Lini spots the path of rose buds and lets out a soft sigh as she clutches her hand to her heart. She spots Jimmy over on the rug and gives him a warm smile.
"Oh God honey I guess you really are going all out to make things up to me huh."
"I am."
"This." She reaches down and plucks the rose off the full wine glass, "For me?"
Jimmy nods his head.
"It's beautiful. I guess you remembered I have a weakness, a real weakness for roses."
"Yeah." Jimmy says quietly. He stares at her marveling at her beauty.
"And for wine. Red wine and red roses... hmm I think you are trying to tell me something sweetheart."
"Yeah... like I am sorry... and that I love you, a whole lot."
"Yes I can see. Only someone so filled with love, could construct such a pretty little path of rose buds. Wherever did you get the idea?"
"Hmm it just came to me."
She stands there admiring her rose, twisting it around in her hand, before bringing the wine glass to her lips. She pauses, looking at him over the upturned glass, she whispers, "And this for me too."
"Of course," he replies.
"Red wine, is my favorite, but be warned son wine makes me very warm and friendly."
"Really, well then the wine is most definitely for you."
"And what about you. Are you having any so you shall be equally warm and friendly with your mother?"
He holds up his wine glass and smiles. They both gulp down the wine in three large swallows, before she continues down the trail of rose buds that cuts across the light brown bedroom carpet, like a dark path of red beauty.
As she reaches the end she spots the second glass of wine, with the second pretty red rose balanced across it. She bends over to pick it up saying, "Two glasses of wine and two roses. This night could be special. I guess you must really want the full treatment of my... " She pauses and smiles at him mischievously "niceness tonight honey."
Then she spies the small white box resting just a few feet away next to the rug.
"Oh and I see... what a present for me?" She says sweetly picking up the small white box. She holds the rose up twirling it in her fingers before setting it down and saying, "This is all too much."
"If anything it's... it's not enough Mom. You deserve all this and more... for being such a great mom to me."
"Boy oh boy you are full of charm tonight and... more than a few surprises. I can hardly wait to see what my present might be."
"Yes but first... you have to finish your wine. I want you... yeah totally relaxed before you open the gift."
"You too then. Pour yourself another."
He heads over to the bar and pulls the wine bottle out and fills his glass once more. They sit down on the carpet and enjoy a little small talk, while sipping on the wine. After finishing her glass she is anxious to open her present.
She begins to open the box as Jimmy curiously leans forward anxious to see what he got her.
"Oh honey it's beautiful." She pulls a nightshirt that looks eerily familiar out of the box. "And pink my favorite color but... well I mean don't you think it might be a little too sexy for me."
Jimmy is filled with surprise, shock even, as amazingly enough what she has pulled from the box appears to be the exact sheer pink nightshirt that she was wearing in the modeling pictures that so turned him on.
He has no idea of how he is going to respond... until he does. The words just come tumbling out of him.
"Mom I remember years ago... before Dad left us, how you complained that he never bought you anything sexy. That it made you feel... you know not so desirable as a woman. And I guess I just remembered that and when I seen that on display at the mall... "
He pauses, trying to gauge her reaction. She has a half bemused smile on her face listening to his story. "And I remembered pink was your favorite color I thought... I don't know what the hell."
"Jimmy don't lie to me... not tonight. I think this night is shaping up to be very, very special but only if you can be brave enough to be completely honest with your mom."
"Mom I'm... I don't know what you are talking about. I'm not lying."
"Hmm, maybe you weren't lying, at least not until the end." She pauses while taking a large sip of her wine. "I don't think you thought 'what the hell' when you bought this... I think you were thinking of how good it would make me feel, you buying me this. I just think you are being too modest. I think you bought it for me because you hate the way your father treated me and are trying to make it up to me."
"Yes... I did hate the way he treated you and... you deserve to have nice things. Soooooo... "
"Yes this certainly is nice. Must have cost a fortune. All this the roses, the nightshirt."
"Maybe, I will never say... .hey open the other one." For the first time he notices a second, smaller gift box tucked away inside the box that contained her pink nightshirt.
She opens it and they both let out a small gasp of surprise.
Inside is a very expensive looking diamond necklace.
"My God Jimmy... " She is too chocked up to finish her sentence, but instead, reaches over and envelops him in a mighty bear hug that nearly takes his breath away while she starts to cry.
"Mom mom... you are killing me," he says squirming out of her hold.
"Do you like it?"
"The tears of joy are not a dead giveaway." She jumps up and heads to the bathroom. In front of the mirror she put it on and gasps once more.
"Jimmy come here and see how it looks on me."
He starts to walk over to the bathroom and then has a sudden thought pop into his head. He has been having lots of those "sudden thoughts" pop into his head tonight and wonders, curiously, if Madame Kat somehow is responsible. He can almost hear her soft cackling laughter as he reaches down and snatches up the pink nightshirt.
"It looks beautiful on you Mom," he says simply as she preens in front of the mirror this way and that, admiring her brand new shiny diamond necklace.
"Christ Jimmy all this... the roses, the nightshirt, and most especially this... Know I know it had to have cost you a small fortune sweetheart. Where did you get the money? Are you selling drugs or something!!?" She turns to him, her face full of motherly concern and caution.
"No way Mom... I... I emptied out my savings is all."
"Your savings. You mean your account at the bank you have been stashing money away since you were 13 to buy your first car. Your dream Mustang."
"Yeah."
"God honey you should not have done that. I mean that car is your dream."
Before he can stop himself, the words come flowing out once more without him having to think about them. "Mom you are my dream. Your happiness and seeing you smile is my dream. Nothing else matters."
"Oh baby... " She hugs him again and then begin showering him with light kisses on his neck whispering "God I love you so much. Your words touch my heart so... " She pulls back and strokes his face softly. "Deeply."
"I'm glad... Hey you want to try this on... see how it fits anyway. I wasn't sure of your size."
"Yeah good idea. I will try it on and it will give me a chance to compose myself. You know clean up some of this tears of joy that are ruining my makeup."
"Nothing can ruin that beautiful face of yours Mom."
"Is that the wine talking baby... if so you better go pour yourself another glass because you are melting my heart with your charm tonight."
She shuts the door quietly as he heads back over to the white rug. He too is marveling at his charm tonight, at his very smoothness, wondering where it all came from.
He settles himself down on the carpet and sips his wine. A smile spreads across his face thinking how perfectly things are going thus far. A gnawing fear is growing deep inside his stomach, though, as he simply does not know how to deal with "perfect."
A minute later she is calling him from the bathroom. The door is cracked just enough so he can partially see her face and nothing more.
"Honey the nightshirt is lovely."
"Can't I see how it looks on you Mom?" He asks trying to make his voice sound innocent with simple curiosity, instead of... rough with forbidden desire.
"Come here I don't want to have to shout across the room."
He cross the room and leans against the door jamb. She has keep the door almost completely shut, so he cannot see how the nightshirt looks on her.
"It's really tight on me and well... kind of revealing... and I would be afraid, honestly, to let you see me in it, especially since you got so grossed out the other day seeing me in my underwear."
"Mom I was not grossed out."
"You weren't. Sure could have fooled me the way you fled the room."
"I left... I didn't flee first of all and not because... I was grossed out or anything stupid like that. I left simply coz I thought you were mad and I had maybe embarrassed you by walking in on you... you know while you were half dressed is all."
"Well this is not the way I envisioned us having this conversation but I guess it's time for full confessions on both sides. That was a nice start for you so now it's maybe my turn."
She stares at him deeply as he realizes this is, quite possibly, the moment of truth.
"But remember since I am going to be really honest with you I expect the same in return when it's your turn to be honest again."
"Well why don't you open the door and come out and we can talk on the rug."
"No way son... I mean I can't let you see how I look in this until I know it won't cause you to like freak out... so we talk here... like this."
"Fine."
"So my confession is this. Jimmy you did embarrass me when you walked in while I was getting dressed. You have to understand your father he was rough on my self-esteem. He made me think my body was not so attractive especially my... " She pauses as her voice hitches a bit.
In that brief pause, Jimmy, by sheer instinct, again understands what is said here in the next few moments between them, will maybe decide the fate of his dream. He must be very careful and choose his words wisely. He prays the charm he has been blessed with tonight does not fail him now.
"Big old fake tits... " She is blinking back tears her voice coming out in a despairing whisper. "At least that is what he called them."
"Mom he was stupid and blind if he ever thought that."
"Really son you mean that. I hope so because when you seen me with my shirt off I got terrified and scared and thought you would have the same well... you know thoughts as your father about my... breasts and that is why I snapped at you and appeared mad."
"You weren't mad."
"No honey just scared of what you were thinking and when you left so quickly I just assumed the worst. That you were totally grossed out seeing me like that."
The moment of truth is here. His heart is racing. He remembers Madame Kat telling him he must make a full confession. He plunges ahead with his confession before the moment is lost.
"No Mom I only left because I felt guilty for... for staring at your breasts and thinking they were so," he pauses needing to choose his works carefully, "utterly beautiful."
"I think that might be the sweetest thing you have ever said to me baby. So I guess... " She opens the door the rest of the way allowing him to see how she looks in her new sheer pink nightshirt. "It will be ok... to let you see me."
Just as he suspected it looks to be an exact duplicate of the nightshirt in the sexy photos from the Hot Asian Honeys photo spread. And if he thought she looked hot in the magazine, now standing not a foot away from her, here in real life, she looks absolutely smoking hot.
His eyes get real big as he stares at his mother. She comes out of the bathroom now with a shy smile and says quietly, "Your kind words have given me the confidence to let you see how I look in your nice gift honey. I pray you are not disappointed."
"Oh... ahh not a-at all Mom."
"If you don't mind I would maybe like to leave your gift on... both gifts that is the beautiful necklace and my pretty pink nightshirt."
"Of course Mom that is why I got them for you to wear and enjoy." He wonders though, if she is enjoying wearing the nightshirt as much as he is enjoying seeing her in it.
She leads him over to the large rug where they sit down next to each other and begin to sip on two new fresh glasses of wine she has poured them. Jimmy's heart is racing as his eyes keep falling to those majestic tits of hers, so proudly on display under the sheer material of her tight pink nightshirt.
She finishes off her third glass of wine in one large swallow, while they engage in a bit of small talk. Soon their talk becomes deadly serious.
"Mom you are supposed to tell me about your dream. Remember."
"Oh yes the real bad one that you were so mean in. You sure you want to hear about it."
"Yes as I am really curious to see just how mean I was in your dream."
"Ok well if you insist, in my dream just like you did for real a few days ago you walked into my bedroom while I was getting undressed and this time instead of leaving the room right away you stood there laughing at me and then your Dad, well he liked appeared out of nowhere and joined in and you were both cracking crude jokes about my "big tits" and saying how ugly they were."
"Mom I... "
"Shh let me finish. I started to cry and yell stop it to the both of you... but you kept right on laughing and making jokes." She dabs at her eyes now as Jimmy wonders if she is going to cry. "I guess what made it so dramatic and emotionally damaging to me was that it was sorta like the incident between us the other day."
"Mom I did not laugh at you... or crack jokes the other day."
"No but you ran away which made me think the worse."
"I'm not running away now. And that little pink nightshirt of yours is a lot more... ahh revealing than your bra was the other day. So what does that tell you?"
"You tell me honey. Seriously, what does it mean? I think I have an idea... considering."
"Considering what?"
"Considering you can't seem to take your eyes off my tits," she says this with a bit of a smirk before laughing and adding as he starts to blush bright red, "Oh honey don't be embarrassed I'm just joking. Playing around you know."
Jimmy feels this once again is finally the moment of truth. If he chooses his words carefully he has the feeling it will lead to - something.
"But what if it's true Mom?"
"What that you can't take your eyes off my tits. I would be shocked, I guess."
"Jus coz Dad didn't like them you maybe think I am the same. I mean, well I think Dad was stark raving blind and stupid for making fun of your... breasts Mom. I mean so what if they are big." His eyes flicker down to the front of her nightshirt for about the tenth time since they have been sitting on the rug talking, before he adds, "Really big actually."
"Yeah really big and ugly. I think that is what you both called them in my dream and your father called them in real life."
"Well its real life now and... and if you want to know the truth of what I feel... " He pauses, butterflies in his stomach, wondering if she will encourage him to go on.
"I really do honey. Tell Mommy what you think baby." Her voice is dripping with tenderness.
"I think they are very, very beautiful Mom."
She smiles at him, as she raises up on her knees to face him while whispering, "I guess that is why your eyes... keep flickering down to them just about the whole time we have been talking huh. So really it's true?" There is a mischievous smile on her face when she says this that unnerves him just a bit.
"Mom... yes, I'm having a hard time looking at anything but your tits. Sorry." He starts to get up, preparing to flee the room in embarrassment as his natural born shyness reigns supreme even in his perfect dream.
"Hmm I thought so... " She moves over closer to him using one hand to gently push him back onto the large round pillow. She throws one leg over him. She is now straddling him with a warm, pretty smile on her face.
"You don't know how that warms my heart to hear that baby. I have been so insecure about them."
"I don't know why they look terrific Mom," he says nervously while she is trusting her chest out towards him. His hands are nervously pawing at the thick white rug. More than anything, he wants to reach out and grab those big tits of hers that she is teasing him with, but then he remembers with the utmost clarity what was written in her bio.
Honestly I have never told anyone this before but my big secret is I simply love the shy, innocent type who I eventually have to take by the hand and actually guide them to my breasts so sweet innocent and shy they are plus they are so unwilling to stop being a gentleman. I loved being treated like a queen to be admired but not touched... that is until I can NOT stand it anymore and must have my breasts get the thorough loving and pampering I so desire."
"You really think they are pretty huh baby. You're... not just saying that to make me feel better."
"N-no." His eyes are now practically glued to her boobs as they strain against the tight confines of her nightshirt. He simply loves the way the dark outline of her big round nipples is so clearly visible under the sheer pinkness of her nightshirt.
She tilts her head to one side and says very softly, almost so quietly that he cannot hear her, "I wonder if you might be thinking... hmm do they feel as nice as they look... is that what Mommy's shy little boy is thinking?"
Jimmy says nothing, but more importantly does nothing, instead he only continues to stare at her majestic tits with rapt wonder. He is honestly almost too nervous, or maybe too shy, to move a muscle. Probably both, truth be told.



She reaches out and takes his both hands in hers. His heart races again as he remembers what the bio said- honestly I have never told anyone this before but my big secret is I simply love the shy, innocent type who I eventually have to take by the hand and actually guide them to my breasts so sweet innocent and shy they are.
This is it!! He just knows she is going to slowly guide his hands to those big, beautiful tits of hers and invite him to play with them. His hard cock is on full alert for just such an eventuality.
But much to his disappointment, instead of guiding his hands to her tits, she laughs and says, "Oh honey I was just joking. I know you would never think such a naughty thing." She pulls him to his feet. "Would you care to slow dance with your Mom?"
The answer of course is a disappointed yes, as he much would have rather gotten his hands on those beautiful breasts of hers. He sighs thinking "Oh well there are much worse things in this world than dancing with my mother. Especially a mother who is hot as mine is."
A minute later they are holding each other tight, swaying softly to a romantic love ballad she has put on the CD player. She takes the time to put on a pair of 5 inch black spike heels which makes her quite a bit taller than him. But more importantly, it puts her chest practically at eye level with his face.
Whispered terms of endearment are exchanged softly between mother and son. He tells her how beautiful she is. She in turn reminds him what a handsome young man he has grown up to be. Handsome and well put together she says with a smile as she slowly pulls his tee shirt up and off of him.
"There that is better, I don't want you to get overheated when we are cuddling in front of the fire later sweetheart." she whispers scrapping her long nails across his bare chest. As he holds her in his arms his eyes are once again drawn to her chest much like a moth is drawn to a light. He simply cannot keep his eyes off of them especially now that they are practically in his face. He senses she knows this as she seems to arch her back as they dance thrusting those big, beautiful boobs of hers out at him.
So inviting is her implied invitation that he finds his hands, seemingly of their own power, beginning to move slowly upward across the soft pink material of her sheer nightgown.
They are heading to the forbidden territory of his mother's breasts, but just before they reach there... his hands stop just below the mighty twin peaks of her breasts. His innate shyness, once again takes over. He hears his mother sigh audibly before she breaks away from him. The song has come to an end.
She breaks away from him and walks slowly over to the small boom box CD player that sits atop the stone fireplace. The room goes silent as she turns the CD player off. The pure sexual tension now between the two of them is so thick you could cut it with a knife.
She turns to him a warm, gentle smile on her face. She then tilts her head to one side causing a memory to burn bright inside his brain. This was just about, minus the setting of course as they are in her bedroom instead of the kitchen, the exact pose he seen her in on page 25 of her photo spread. The exact picture that made him think she is the one he wants to dream of.
He remembers how, with her head tilted like that, it reminded him of someone looking at a real cute puppy dog and saying "Ahh." Almost on cue wit this very thought, he hears his mom say, "You know Jimmy you are so irresistibly cute that you remind me of a sweet little innocent puppy dog. It just makes me want to say Ahhh."
He nervously shuffles his feet not knowing what to say. His charm has deserted him, instead being replaced by an intense shyness that leaves him powerless to speak, let alone move.
"And your mother knows just exactly what her cute little puppy dog has been staring at all night with those sweet, little innocent eyes of his."
"S-she does," he finally manages to stammer out a couple words at least.
She leans back against the stone fireplace her arms relaxed at her sides. He loves, really loves, the way her big tits are straining mightily to be released from that pink nightshirt. She tilts her head to one side and whispers, "Yes she does and just maybe it's time Mommy stopped teasing her little boy and let him get a small glimpse of heaven." She slowly begins to unbutton her pink nightshirt.
This is better than he could have imagined. His heart races as she is undoing the buttons extra, extra slow, probably on purpose with the explicit idea of building the already heightened sexual tension between the two of them.
It worked like a charm as Jimmy's big cock is throbbing with an intense hardness he never knew possible.
Finally, the last button comes undone, and her shirt falls open just enough to see a good portion of his mother's immense tits, but not enough to get the full picture. This new pose, incredibly, was just the same as on page 26 of the pictorial he had worshipped with his eyes earlier.
Jimmy, bit by bit, moves closer to Lini. She holds her hands out to him with a quiet, patient expression on her face. Their hands clasp together. She leans her head back and thrusts out her chest to him as she murmurs, "Honey maybe you would like to help Mommy take her shirt off. Hmm I think maybe yes," she says breaking into a warm, inviting smile.
She places his hands softly on the flat plain of her well-toned stomach and ever so slowly leads them upwards. His cock grows even harder as his hands are guided upwards towards his mother's massive tits. She then stops and adjusts the course of his hands, pushing them to the edges of her nightshirt where she whispers, "Go on, help your mother out of her shirt baby." And then, his heart beating in his chest wildly, with her help, he slips the sexy pink nightshirt carefully off of her.
Finally, after such a long slow buildup her beautiful 38DD's in all their naked glory are revealed to his long expectant eyes. He stares at his mother's bare tits with wide-eyed innocence, which is exactly the reaction Lini is hoping for.
Jimmy takes a step back, awe struck by the sheer size and beauty of his mother's tits. He has a brief, thankfully very brief, flashback to his "other life" with his ugly, hog sized mother, and realizes he never wants to leave this dream.
Lina tits are spectacular as they jut out towards him like a pair of majestic mountains. She is leaning back, thrusting her chest forward for all it's worth, knowing her son is enjoying what he is gazing at so hungrily.
Wanton lust is filling her heart. Lini is more than ready to have Jimmy begin the process of thoroughly worshipping her tits with his young, eager, virgin mouth. But first she must be sure of one thing. She licks her lips nervously before asking the all-important question that will determine the fate of this night's adventure.
"Honey I have to ask you this... and you must tell me the truth, the absolute truth, regardless of... you thinking it might hurt my feelings."
"Ok." Jimmy says pausing in his wicked admiration of her bare tits to focus his attention on her face. She looks to be dead serious about this question she is getting ready to pose to him.
"Are you OK with my... breasts not being... you know real?" There the cat is out of the bag. She is prepared to study his reaction for any telltale signs he might be lying to spare her feelings.
Jimmy looks at his mother squarely in the face, takes a deep breath, and prepares to tell her the God's honest truth.
"Mom your tits are 100 percent real to me. As in real beautiful," his mind is racing as it seems he wants to pay his mother a dozen complements all at one. He takes a deep breath, trying to compose himself, before continuing, "They are stunning. Magnificent even and so big and so beautiful that... that I can barely find the words to describe how really, really nice they truly are." His charm has seemingly returned full force as Lini is starting to beam from ear to ear at her young son's enthusiastic, and in her mind, very truthful comments.
He moves closes to her, leans in to whisper his final complement in her ear, "Mom I think you have the most beautiful tits in the whole world. They are simply gorgeous... just like you." He then kisses her fully on the lips. The kiss lingers long and sweet as it breaks into several more long and heartfelt kisses.
Finally, he pulls back. They stare at each other deeply. Lini's eyes are blinking back tears.
"That is really how you feel honey. You mean all that?"
"I do."
She takes his hands in hers, looks down and then back up at him before saying softly, "Then why haven't you tried to touch them yet baby." Her heart is now filled with both desire and self-confidence, after her son's many kindly comments regarding her breasts.
Jimmy again tells the truth. "I... I am just not that aggressive Mom. Shy I guess maybe." He looks at her, the palms of his hand wet, before it's his turn to whisper, "Would you mind very much if... I touched them."
"You can touch them all you want," she replies back, her voice nearly breaking with uncontrollable pent up lust. "Here let me help you." She gathers his hands in hers, pausing first she allows the sexual tension between them to build to a virtual crescendo of out of control lust, before slowly guiding them to over breasts.
Jimmy begins fondling his mom's large, succulent breasts slowly at first, rubbing his hands all over them in a slow, circular motion. Slowly, as he gains confidence, he flicks his thumbs over her erect nipples making her hiss with passion.
"Oh... that's it play with your Mother's tits all you want sweetheart. You really like them huh."
"Oh God yes Mom." Jimmy replies as begins to squeeze them with a newly found confidence as its really quite obvious Lini is enjoying her son fondling her big tits.
He feels like a kid in a candy store, a very hungry kid at that with an uncontrollable sweet tooth, as he is having so much fun fondling his mother's tits. He concentrates on making her nipples snap to attention, liking the power he has over them as he continues to attack them using his fingers in a soft flicking motion. Her gentle sighs of pleasure are getting deeper and more... desperate. She wants more!!
"Enough of teasing your Mommy. Follow me," she commands him, her voice full of rough passion.
He follows her swaying ass. She is completely naked except for her 5 inch heels. They reach her large king sized bed and holding hands they playfully tumble down on to it. His mouth automatically goes right to her tits as she stretches out on her back allowing him total access to her gloriously enormous boobs.
He is just about ready to begin kissing and sucking on them-vigorously and without restraint- when he suddenly remembers her bio. He should follow it despite the untamed, wanton passion filling his heart. No, he must follow it as he remembers what he read so carefully at Madame Kat's behest.
"I wish to have my lover start slow by showering the entirety of my breasts with a virtual rainfall of the softest sweetest little kisses, licks and nibbles, which will melt my heart and fire my soul until the point where I simply demand, beg if necessary, that he starts sucking on them like there is no tomorrow."
So he pulls his mouth back, for just a moment, collecting himself for the task at hand. He then with the words from her bio ringing in his mind begins to very gently, very slowly, and very carefully, rain down a virtual shower of the softest, most delicate butterfly kisses all over his mom's tits.
Lini is in heaven as, surprisingly, her young, inexperienced son seems to know her little secret of just how to turn her on so very much. She begins to squirm all over the large bed as Jimmy's teasing kisses are turning her on to such a degree that it won't be long now before... she loses control.
Jimmy's tongue slowly snakes a long luscious line back and forth across the vast expanse of his mother's full-sized breasts, going from one to the other, before finally ending at one of her nipples. He lathers it deliberately with his tongue making Lini squirm and begin to clutch desperately at the back of his head, trying to force his face deeper against her tits. He pulls back and turns his attention to the other nipple, which he spends a long moment or two nibbling on so very gently causing his mother to moan with unearthly delight.
The begging is about to ensue. "Go on Jimmy, stop teasing me and suck on them baby... please honey... pleeeassse."
Jimmy lifts his head and smiles inwardly as he well remembers what comes next.
She pauses to take a delicate sip of her water, (as for me I needed some cold water splashed in my face as her answer was that hot!!) and then adds the kicker. "Once he has sucked on them for what seems like forever and with such reckless abandon that it leaves us both breathless I wish him to take absolute and total control of the situation. I want him to... " She pauses then. "Hmm I better not say what I wish for next."
Could it be true? Could she really ask him to put restraints on her? Well there is one way to find out. He must follow the bio and do his level best to comply with her wishes and suck on those lovely tits of hers... like there is no tomorrow. And sadly for him there will be no tomorrow as this is only a dream. He avoids such a bitter and distasteful thought as he lowers his mouth to her beautiful breasts, determined not to waste his chance, he falls upon his mother's breasts like a ravenous wolf.
He is sucking on her tender nipples, making her moan with a swelling desire to have more. His eager, young mouth flies back and forth between the mighty twin peaks of his mother's tits sucking, licking, nibbling on each to the point where he is so turned on he is dry humping her through his shorts.
Lini senses the time is right as she feels her son pushing his hard dick up and down against her as he lays on top of her sucking so greedily on her tits. She snakes a hand through his hair at the back of his head and pulls his face away from her tits.
Their eyes meet as he looks up at her disappointed, much like a dog who has had his food bowl yanked away from him in mid meal. "Sweetheart I have a... a special treat for you... if your interest... and Hmm I think you are the way you are humping me down there."
"W-what Mom... " Jimmy holds his breath hoping against hope that he bio rings true.
"Reach over inside my top drawer there," she gestures to the nightstand on the right side of the bed. "Inside you will find something in a black bag. Bring it out."
He does as he is told, reaching over and pulling the small black bag out of the nightstand drawer. At her behest he dumps the contents onto the bed. Its two sets of fur lined cuffs. One set for my wrists and one set for my ankles she says with an impish gleam in her eye.
Jimmy can barely contain himself as he puts the restraints on his naked mother. Per her instructions he stretches her four limbs out until she is handcuffed, spread-eagled, to the four corners of the large four poster bed.
He looks at her as he hops off the bed to remove his shorts. She has a wicked little smile on her face as she stares intently at him as he slowly lowers his boxers.
His large almost 7 inch cock springs forth from the tight confines of his boxers, like a tiger ready to pounce. All Jimmy can think about is the end part of her bio.
"Oh come on Lini... do tell... don't leave your adoring public and me for that matter hanging... what then."
"Well it's never happened but I wish him to take me up on my suggestion to take absolute and total control of the situation as I produce a set of soft and comfortable but very reliable fur lined wrist and ankle restraints. I want to be totally submissive to him and his hard cock as he crawls on top of me and begins to slowly fuck my tits. And as he does this I am driven wild with desire until I start begging him to fuck them harder and faster."
Jimmy has been secretly thinking about titty fucking his mother since this whole forbidden dream has started. Titty fucking is a bit of a fetish for the young man. Make that more than a bit, as its number one on his do to list.
Lini voice floats to him softly, rousing him out of his fanciful desires to fuck his mother's tits. What she tells him makes his heart trip hammer inside his chest.
"Sweetie would you like to put that big, hard cock of yours between your mom's tits huh baby... you think maybe you would like that."
Jimmy has lost the power of speech so overcome with absolute forbidden desire he is? He nods his head dumbly as he crawls up onto the bed and then on top of her.
"Come on snuggle that cock of yours in between your Mommy's big tits baby and do... what you have been dreaming of doing all night... that is fuck the hell out of them. First though you had better rub some baby oil all over them to make them nice and slick."
Again he nods yes dumbly still unable to find his tongue. He takes his time rubbing the oil on his mother's breasts, wanting to draw out the sexual tension building between them as long as possible. Every time he flicks his thumb across her sensitive nipples she shudders with pure forbidden delight.
"Stop teasing your mother and finish the job," she hisses at him her tender, sweet voice now so rough with forbidden desire he barely recognizes it anymore.
The job of applying the oil finally completed at her urging, he raises up for a moment over her to enjoy the view. He looks down and sees her looking up at him, so tightly bound spread-eagled to the bed. His eyes travel up and down her well tones body and finally come to rest on those big beautiful tits of hers. They are glistening now with the oil.
"You wanna fuck em so badly I bet huh sweetheart. Go on... crawl on top of me and do it... now," she demands hungrily to her son.
He complies with her wishes. He straddles his mother, (by now Jimmy is fully engrossed in his dream as Lini is not some fantasy character playing the role of his mother but in his heart of hearts he believes she really is his mom), his cock aching with pent up desire.
He begins to slowly, carefully push his hard cock between those majestic tits of hers. He uses his hands to squeeze them together so they fully envelop his achingly hard cock. He had never felt such immense and overwhelming pleasure ever in his young life.
Each soft thrust brings him closer to a most explosive climax to Act I of their forbidden play, while only serving to whet Lini's appetite for more. More than anything she wants to see her young son lose control and begin to fuck her tits like a madman.
Each time Jimmy spears his hardness up into the deep valley between his mother's glorious tits it pushes him one small step towards the first real orgasm of his young life. She wants to make it a memorable one as, because a mother just knows these things, she senses with never being told, that Jimmy has only come via his own hand. She is proud that her mighty tits will be the instrument of her young son's very first orgasm.
"Come on baby fuck em harder for Mommy please... "
She struggles against the cuffs that bind her. She so badly wants to grab his hips and help him thrust forward harder and harder.
Jimmy holds on to this slow and gentle fucking of his mother's tits as long as humanly possible. Maybe it lasts a half dozen or so strokes up and down, before the passion to do as she is now begging for to do overwhelms him.
"Fuck them baby... that's it harder son harder... cum all over your mom's tits honey... please for me... please baby... "
The bed begins to rock and roll as he is fucking them so hard now. He can't believe he is lasting this long. Of course, he has no way of knowing it but the dream potion Madame Kat gave him contained a sort of cum repressive that allows young men to last much, much longer than they normally would. Also it will help them get harder much quicker after finally coming. Madame Kat found no reason to spoil that little surprise for Jimmy, much to his delight now.



Jimmy is literally now slamming his aching cock as hard as he can up and in between his mother's tits. He is squeezing them together forming a tight tunnel of lovely tit flesh that feels absolutely exquisite.
Lini thrusts her chest up towards her son's huge cock (from her angle lying flat on the bed, looking down at it, it indeed looks to be huge) trying her best to induce him to cum as she once more pleads for him to do so...
"Come on sweetie fuck them harder and cum for your Mommy... please honey... pleeaasse... fuck them... that's it... ah-huh... yeah fuck them sweetheart... good boy... goooo...
She never got to finish her second good boy as Jimmy finally explodes a virtual geyser of cum all over his mother's breasts. He falls forward on top of her, his legs and arms shaking, his heart beating like wild. He buries his face into her neck still feeling the powerful aftereffects of his mighty orgasm.
After grabbing a wad of Kleenex from her nightstand to wipe up the pool of cum he left between her tits, his heartbeat slowly returns to normal. He then cuddles against him mother, his voracious appetite for her tits sated... for the moment.
She would hug him back, would if she could that is, but she is still strapped spread-eagled to the bed, so Jimmy must be content to snuggle his face against her neck, but not before he moves his lips close to her ear and whispers a simple "I love you Mom," into her ear.
"I love you too sweetie. Are we done... are you going to untie me." He rests against her for a short minute, his face snuggled deep into the neck. He notices how lovely her long, black hair smells. How nice and shiny it looks. His heart is beginning to feel... desire once more.
He pulls back from her, as he raises himself up on one arm. Their eyes meet. Peering down at her, so very helpless and naked, desire is starting to flow in his heart once more.
Lying spread-eagled and naked stretched out on the bed she is so utterly vulnerable... and beautiful. He is hardly done, not by a long shot, especially as his mind recalls the final bit of advice from her bio. "And then he cums all over my tits before sliding down between my open thighs and eats me out until I climax."
"No we ain't done and you are not getting free... not yet anyway." Lini gasps in mock horror and begins to playfully beg to be untied. He ignores her playful demands, before cutting them off completely by lowering his mouth to hers. They begin a long, slow and exceedingly passionate kiss. Their tongues slip out and intertwine like a pair of horny snakes. Jimmy never knew the "French style" of kissing could be so utterly delightful.
They exchange several even deeper, heartfelt kisses before his mouth slips down to her neck. He nibbles on it for a moment making her squirm, before his mouth slips down to the mountainous curves of her humongous breasts. He raises up for a moment to admire them once again as his eyes cannot seem to get enough of their beauty.
Neither can his mouth get enough either, as he lowers his face to her tits; he begins to shower them all over with dozens of small butterfly kisses, before moving onto her nipples and giving each of them the royal treatment with his tongue. Feeling her squirm under this relentless assault makes his cock come alive once more. Maybe as much from the absolute power he has now over her as anything. Power, Jimmy is quickly learning, is a most formidable aphrodisiac in and of itself.
Finally, he lets his mouth slide down off the tremendous slope of her mountainous breasts and onto the flat plain of her stomach. He circles the entirety of her tummy with dozens of slow and languid little kisses and licks of his tongue. He is carefully and ever slowly working his way south towards the fertile and forbidden valley that lies between his mom's thighs.
He reaches her thighs, kissing his way up one inner thigh and then the other stopping just short of the treasure that lies between. "Oh baby," she cries out softly, speaking for the first time, "stop... stop teasing me and eat your mother's pussy... come on now be a good boy."
He moves his mouth directly over her sweet smelling pussy, as he uses his hands to gently part her legs even more. "That's it baby... come one." Her voice is husky with desire as she squirms trying to push upwards and bring that sweet little mouth of his in contact with her aching pussy.
He pulls back away from her upward thrusts, loving the fact he is in total control. Instead of complying with her desperate demands to eat her out, he instead playfully begins to blow a soft stream of air onto her pussy.
This makes her mad with wicked desire. She squirms even more against the ties that bind her. His tongue snakes out and flickers ever so lightly against her tender pussy lips. He does this over and over again, causing his mother to first wriggle and then violently twist and turn against her bonds. His teasing is turning her into a wanton little whore who is literally begging now to be eaten out.
"Oh God Jimmy stop teasing Mommy and eat her fucking pussy out... Jesus do it now... please baby... stop teasing me... I want that mouth of yours so bad down there... come on don't... I can... can't take it anymore... pleaaaaaaaaaase."
Finally, determining she has been properly warmed up by his artful teasing he takes the plunge and buries his face deep inside him mother's pussy.
He has never eaten a woman's pussy before, but yet somehow, (more of Madame Kat's wicked genius he supposes) he knows exactly what to do. He finds her swollen clit and attacks it with his tongue causing her to buck and twist even more. He intermingles small flicks of his tongue, with soft nibbles and sweet little kisses all over her dripping wetness.
Over, under, sideways, down his tongue travels a wicked course over his mom's vagina, leaving no part of it untouched, which only serves to make her struggle ever the greater against her soft restraints.
Lini's moans are getting louder and louder with each passing flicker of his tongue against her clit. He pulls back, resting his tongue momentarily, sensing, correctly, that his mom was on the very edge of coming.
He lets the tension die down inside of her for just a moment. He had planned on bringing her just to the edge of climaxing, at least once anyways, and then pulling back, knowing that when he finally does go all the way her climax will be ever the more powerful for the waiting.
He works her tongue all over his mom's swollen clit, lapping at it like a cat laps at a bowl of milk. He then slowly brings one of his hands down, he had previously been using them both to knead her lovely tits like two large loaves of bread as he worked her cunt over, and ever so slowly shoves his index finger inside her dripping wet pussy. He feels her tense up as his finger slides into place and then moan even louder as he begins to finger fuck her while continuing to lap at her clit so sweetly with his expert tongue.
It does not take long now. Lina finally reaches the Promised Land. She is cumming. Hard. Violently even, as she bucks and strains against her hand cuffs. She lashes her head side to side, her long hair whipping about, moaning over and over again, "Oh God baby mother is coming... Yes... OH GOD YESSSSSS!!"
Lini's orgasm was maybe the most intense she ever had experienced in her life. It was so intense that it left her panting and out of breath. Jimmy moves up to her laying his head on her chest, listening to her heartbeat, before moving his lips to hers. They begin exchanging several sweet kisses proclaiming their love for one another.
He has let out of the handcuffs so they can hold each other tight as they exchange several soft kisses. The sweet moment of tenderness between them lasts a long time. They fall asleep in each other's arms.
Sometime later Jimmy is awoken by his cell phone. He comes slowly awake, maybe not wanting to wake up for fear of being thrust back so quickly into his old shitty life. By the insistent ringing of his phone simply can not be ignored.
He comes awake and lets out a deep sigh of relief. He is still in Lini's large comfortable bed. She is sound asleep next to him, totally oblivious to the ringing of his phone.
He stumbles around in the dark room searching for the source of the ringing before finally fishing the cell phone out of his jeans, which were still laying on the bedroom floor.
"Hello."
"Ready for another adventure Jimmy." Madame Kat voice asks him sweetly.
And of course he was.
TO BE CONTINUNED...
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Date Night
Jimmy beats a hasty retreat from his mom's bedroom, not wanting to wake her. He moves down the hallway to his own room to take Madame Kat's call.
The old lady wastes no time getting to the point as she asks Jimmy "was that not most enjoyable."
"Yes," he says tentatively, the ever pessimistic side of him waiting for the anvil to drop on his head.
"Would you care to partake in a second adventure?"
"Sure," he says, but without much conviction he is sure there must be some catch.
"All you must do is agree to perform a small favor for me when I bring you back to this realm. Can you promise me that?"
"What kind of favor?" Jimmy asks almost afraid to hear the answer as he is rapidly coming to understand just what a powerful being this old woman has turned out to be. Truthfully he's more than a little worried about establishing an on-going relationship with her. But on the other hand, what he just experienced with his "mom" Lini was so spectacular that how can he say no.
"Ahhhh nothing to special I would think. We can discuss the details when you come visit me later. Ok so do we have a deal, a bargain if you will, another adventure for the young man in return for a small favor whence you return?"
"Yes it's a deal." he says wondering if he just made a huge mistake.
"So on your new adventure is there a certain type of woman, a certain situation I should place you in this time."
"I want Lini again."
"Really you want to experience her once more. She must have been something as do you not believe variety is the spice of life. Would it not be better my boy to experience someone new?"
"I want Lini," Jimmy says firmly, almost petulantly, like a small child demanding candy.
"Fine Lini it shall be."
"Will she remember what happened before between us?"
"No as neither shall you. I think there can be nothing more exciting for a young man than his first sexual experience so I will allow you once again to experience that all blissful moment when you finally discover the joys of sex. Is that to your liking?"
"Yes, so what kind of adventure this time."
"You name it Jimmy. I can place you anywhere anytime, shape things the way I want at your predilection."
"Shit I don't know. I need time to think," he says his mind whirling with untold possibilities after what she just told him.
"Afraid time is not a luxury we have boy. I need my favor done sooner, rather than later so I must send you on your adventure quickly so you can come back to this realm and perform your favor."
"Yeah but I don't...I mean I'm not sure what I want."
"Ok well just give me a bare outline, something to go on and leave the rest to me."
"I don't know I just want to be with Lini again. I really liked her."
"Liked or loved."
"Loved," Jimmy says quietly without even having to even consider the question.
"Ok good. And you want her to be your mother once again."
"Yes."
"And what is the end game here."
"End game?"
"Yes what is it you want to ultimately happen between you two."
"I...I want to make love to her Madame Kat."
"Hmm make love to your mommy that is sweet. Yes that is sweet and very easy to arrange."
"It is?"
"Certainly, but as I said time is of the essence so we must cut this short. You must trust me as I shall put you in a situation with little Ms. Lini as your mother whereas the two of you will come together in a most passionate night of love making."
"I would like that."
"Oh and you shall my boy, trust me."
Madame Kat quickly outlined the barest of instructions for Jimmy to follow. He would go downstairs and turn on the TV and get comfortable. Soon he would get really sleepy and doze off. Upon being awoken, his fresh new dream/adventure would begin.
"Just go with the flow of events," Madame Kat assured him and everything will be all right. "But whatever you do, don't let your mother leave the house to go out tonight on her date. Do anything, say anything to prevent that, as if she goes out your adventure will be ruined."
The Madame made that final point quite clear. When he pushed for details why she demurred saying, "Just trust my advice, and don't let her leave, the rest will take care of itself."
"Fine I won't let her leave," he says but wondering just how he will go about doing that.
"That would be most wise, as it will be also most wise to follow your jealous heart in this matter," and with that parting comment the line goes dead.
On the way downstairs Jimmy can't be help to wonder about the old lady and her magic. What was she a witch or some sort? Did such things as witches with powerful magic still exist in the modern world?
Reaching the living room he finally decides it's a moot point as in who cares as long as he could exist in this world, at least for one more adventure anyway, he reassures himself as he reaches the spacious, well-appointed living room.
The large flat screen TV is already on; tuned to some college basketball game. The house is dark except for the soft glow of the set. He stretches out on a spacious, comfortable couch that sits across from the TV. Soon, just as she said he would, Jimmy is dozing.
A while later, how long exactly, he has no idea, but the game is still playing, he is awoken by someone shaking him softly.
"Jimmy honey...sweetie I'm heading out now."
Jimmy is slow to awaken. He turns in time to see his mother hurrying out of the living room, heading towards the stairs saying over her shoulder, "Shit I almost forgot my purse. I'm so nervous."
"Nervous about what Mom?" Jimmy calls after her.
She turns her head briefly, saying, "About my date tonight with Jack. It will be my first time out, you know since your shit ass father left me...us I mean," before she hurries back up the stairs.
"What you're going on a date?" he says chasing her up the stairs, suddenly fully awake and feeling more than a little jealous.
"Yes sweetie, I told you about my upcoming date last week," she says entering the bedroom.
"I thought you were kidding to make me jealous."
"Well did it work?" she says heading into the bedroom's attached bathroom.
Jimmy ignores her barb, mainly because he knows it's true, and plops down on the bed suddenly having an overwhelming urge to do anything, say anything, to keep her from going out.
"Mom I need to talk to you. It's important," he finally yells at the closed bathroom door.
"Hold on honey. I am changing my outfit. I will be right out."
Lini finally comes out of the bathroom looking very conservative in her appearance, much to his surprise, as he expected his mother to be looking hot and sexy considering she was heading out on a date.
She walks over to where he is sitting on the edge of her bed and says, "Well what do you think, it's a first date so I decided to go a bit conservative."
"More than a bit I would say Mom," Jimmy says. Her outfit could best be described as "business casual." She has on a dark navy blue skirt that comes down well past her knees, and a matching beige loose fitting blouse. It sorta looks like she is heading to a business meeting rather than a date.
"Hmm not impressed huh, I can see by the tone of your voice. I still look OK thought right son."
"Yeah just OK, I suppose."
"What, really just OK...I suppose. Is that all you have for me son. I thought you always told me how pretty I was. Not anymore huh. Maybe your too old now that your 18 to find your mother pretty."
"No Mom it's not that." Jimmy replies. He takes the time to critically appraise her appearance as she was talking, and really is not very impressed. Besides the totally non-attractive outfit, she appears to be wearing little or no makeup whatsoever, has her long, pretty hair pinned up an old lady bun like fashion, and maybe worst of all she is wearing a pair of thick black glasses that make her look like an old school teacher or something. But should her tell her all this?
"Well what is it then. The truth son. I need to hear the real truth before I head out on this date looking hideous."
"Mother you don't look hideous. That would be impossible even on your worst day but what is up with those glasses."
"Oh this is an old pair I had laying around. Like a clumsy fool I broke the other pair yesterday and in a case of perfect timing I cannot for the life of me find my contacts. My new glasses or my replacement contacts won't be ready until Tuesday so I had to dig these out of storage. Yeah I know they are not quite flattering, but anyways enough of that. What you said earlier about me not ever being able to look hideous..." She smiles warmly at him as she reaches out and brushes the side of his face with her hand lightly, 'That was kinda nice of you to say."
"It's only the truth." He answers simply not sure if she is being sarcastic or serious with her comment.
"So how do I really look? Can you sum it up in a few words hon?"
He thinks a moment before saying, praying it does not hurt her feelings, "Hmm professional what with the conservative way you are dressed, those glasses and your hair pinned up."
"Perfect as that is the exact look I am going for. I want to impress this man first with my intellect. As for the beauty part that can wait I think."
"Well that is smart I guess, yeah make sure he likes you for you and not for just being beautiful, but before you go." Jimmy says nervously as he has no earthly idea of the best way, or maybe anyway for that matter, to keep his mother from going out. Can we still talk for a minute?"
"Sure but make it quick sweetie as I don't want to be late."
He has no idea what he was going to say until the words come pouring out. "Mom look I really can't explain but I think this whole date thing is a real bad idea. Can't you stay home and hang out with me tonight."
"Jimmy I have had this planned for weeks. I have had a rough time you know with my self-esteem after your dad left me, and well I deserve a night out. I deserve to be wined and dined. Besides you know I have lacked confidence in myself after all the mean things your Dad said to me before he ran away with that younger woman, now finally I am getting a chance and you want me to turn it down."
"Yeah but..." how can he argue as everything she just said is true?
"Yeah but what!!" She snaps at him, maybe a little more harshly than she meant. "Tell me why exactly should I hang out with you. Are you going to wine and dine me, show me a good time. I want some love and affection, tonight maybe even some romance."
"What, you can't get all that with me?" he says playfully.
"Seriously right. You are going to wine and dine me and show me romance, me your mother. The thought probably wants to make you puke."
"Not hardly mom. If I had the money I would love to take you out, wine and dine you, show you a good time."
"Even a romantic time?" she says with a sly smile.
"Y-yes if that is what you wanted. But of course I don't have much money to spend on you for any fancy restaurant like, I'm sure your hot shot date Jack is taking you to."
"It's not about the money, it's about the company, the mood honey. If you really wanted to wine and dine me, and if you used your imagination you could do it right here at home with a couple of TV dinners if the mood was right and the company."
"But I'm not the right company for you, probably anyways," he says looking at her thoughtfully.
"Nor am I for you son," she shoots right back.
"They both give each other a long stare, before Jimmy breaks the ice saying quietly, "I think you would be the perfect company Mom. If..." He takes a deep breath and then the plunge, hoping she doesn't laugh too much at his suggestion, "You were to break your date with Jack I would do my best, my absolute best to make up for the wining and dining you think you would be losing with Jack."
"And what of the romance and affection. Are you going to make up for that too?"
He breaks into a sheepishly smile, "Hmm I might, I mean I could, if you would let me."
"Like you would want to."
"Honestly I would love to."
She smiles at him darkly, seeming to turn something over in her mind, before she heads over to her purse, retrieves her phone, looks at him saying, "You sure about this."
"Absolutely."
"Fine son, I'm going to call your bluff. Last chance to back out."
"Not backing out Mom."
She dials a number on her phone; he listens as she leaves a brief message, he assumes for Jack, saying she has come down with a terrible headache and won't be able to keep their date for this evening. She apologizes and hangs up and then stares at him saying, "Your move."
"Really a headache Mom. What kind of excuse it that. He will know its bullshit."
"So what do you care as long as it frees me up to hang out with you, just like you wanted. So as I said your move now hotshot, and it had better be a good one."
Jimmy panics a bit as now that he has got her to cancel her date how is he going to play this.
"Ahh mom I really don't have much money. Well actually I'm kinda broke."
"So I guess we are staying home for our date huh. Well I'm hungry so you are least going to feed me right."
"Yes of course, I could order a pizza or Chinese."
"Yeah with what, remember you are broke."
"I'm not that broke."
"Fine order us Chinese, you know what I like, oh and I hope you are in a mood to share a bit of wine with your mother tonight as I was quite sure Jack would have been getting us a most expensive bottle of wine to enjoy with our dinner."
"Mom I can't afford to buy an expensive bottle of wine, and besides even if I could I'm not old enough to buy it on my own anyway."
"I know that, and that is why you are going to break out the very expensive and I hope very good bottle of wine I got as a gift on my last birthday from Marcy. I have been saving it for a special occasion. Lower cabinet in the dining room, right side, the good glasses are right next to it."
"Looks like we are having wine with our dinner then."
"Yes, both of us, I know you probably aren't much of a wine drinker but just try it with me OK."
"Sure Mom, anything for you. This is your night."
"Good remember that, plus remember the mood, the atmosphere is very important to me, considering what I am losing by not going to that fancy restaurant with Jack."
"Yeah I know, in other words you don't want to eat your dinner on the kitchen counter top..."
"Or in front of the TV while you pay more attention to some stupid game more than me."
"Ok fine. No kitchen no TV. I have an idea maybe."
"I hope so. Now I am going to once again change by outfit as I can see you were less than impressed by my, what did you call it, professional appearance. And I suggest son you put on some decent clothes yourself. Maybe the new pair of jeans I bought you and a nice dress shirt, cologne would be nice, a shower even. I will be a lot longer than you so just knock on my door when you are ready."
"Great," he says hurrying back to his room, his brain on fire with ideas to make this stay at home date night with his mother as best as possible for her. The ideas, unknown to him since he had no memory of their earlier conversation, are being planted by the devious Madame Kat.
Regardless of how they got there, Jimmy feels he owes it to his mother to make up for the romance she was losing tonight to spend with him, therefore he will simply open his heart to her, as he has never before, and see to it that her night is filled with romance and affection after all. He can only hope she will be receptive to the romantic gestures he has in mind for her tonight.
It's just past 7 on this cold, windy winter's evening, when he arrives home with the food and some roses he picked up at the flower shop. He spends about 10 minutes rushing around, setting the dining room table, with a complete set of their good silverware, a full glass of wine at each setting, and finally ten of the roses placed in her good vase, along with several candles, both placed in the middle of the small dining room table.
He even brings his small CD player from his room upstairs and sets it inconspicuously over in one of the dining room's dark corners. He puts in one of his mother's favorite CD's full of soft romantic ballads, and turns the music on low.
Everything set, he rushes upstairs, flowers in hand, to brush his teeth one last time, apply a bit more cologne, check his hair, and then hopefully she will be ready to start their nice little date.
He is nervous for some unknown reason, almost as if this was a real date, which of course it was not. They were both only calling it a date in jest, as was it all in jest her wanting him to "romance" her. He is sure she just wants him to be nice, maybe wine and dine her a bit and everything will be cool.
He patiently waits after knocking on her bedroom door. His nerves still on edge, he twists the final two pink roses of the dozen her bought in his hands, while shuffling his feet. The door opens partway, and he sees half of her earlier "professional attire" is gone as her dark navy blue skirt has been replaced by a pair of stylish jeans.
"For me?" she says with a bemused look on her now pretty face which has a full complement of makeup on. He smiles back at her liking the way she decided put on makeup for their "date", but disappointed she still is wearing those hideous glasses and has her hair up in that insipid bun style.
Setting his disappointment aside he quickly replies, "Yes a pretty rose for a pretty lady." He is fretful that she may think him too corny with his stupid words and silly little flower. Confident he is not, even as she beams at him.
"I never knew you were such a sweet little charmer," she says taking the roses from his hand, and disappearing into her bedroom as she tells him she will be right down after she slips on her shoes and changes her blouse. "Oh and you shall be happy to note that I found my contacts so the glasses I was wearing earlier are no longer necessary."
"Thank God as they make you look like an old school teacher."
"Shut up smartass they weren't that bad," she says disappearing into her bedroom leaving him standing there staring at her nice, well-trimmed ass as he can't help but to notice just how very tight her stylish jeans fit her.
"Now if she will only let her hair down," he thinks as he heads downstairs. He waits at the table for her nervously, after lighting the last of the half dozen candles he has placed on the table, realizing he could be making a total fool of himself he if goes too far with his romantic little gestures for her.
A little voice in the back of his head comes to his defense saying, "Or you could knock it right out of the park too. Considering she is in a mood to drink wine and you know how sweet, soft, and silly she gets when drinking. She may very well simply melt into your arms due to your "over the top" romantic little gestures."
Jimmy decides to, maybe for once in his life, try and be optimistic and not fear the worse. His silent musings are soon interrupted by the vision of beauty he sees walking into the dimly lit dining room.
The shoes she causally mentioned she needed to slip on are anything but casual, as he hears them click across the tiled dining room floor. She is wearing a pair of 5 inch black spike heels that cause her to bounce up and down as she strides over to the table.
Bounce is indeed the key word as he notices, straight away, how her huge tits, trapped in the tight white sleeveless V-neck sweater she has replaced her blouse with, bounce up and down as she struts confidentially across the dining room floor towards him.
He tries not to stare, but the lure of her beauty is too much as he hears the seductive click of her heels approaching. She pauses right in front of him, as he sits anxiously at the dining room table. Looking at him with a bright smile, she causally swipes a hand through her long hair, which is now flowing well past her ass in a wave of gorgeous beauty.



Jimmie is, of course, delighted that she let down her hair as he hears her say, her voice taking on that teasing quality he has come to know and love so well, "Well son I hope you don't think my new sweater is also 'too professional'."
He glances briefly at the sweater and is lost. Besides besides being super tight, he notices her sweater boasts a beautiful open knit crocheted look that is practically see through!! A fact he can't help but to notice as he stares at her chest helplessly and notices the dark outline of her nipples.
"No Mom, your sweater is nice," he manages to mumble.
The singular thought, "Jesus she is not even wearing a bra!!" in 8 inch headlines, blares in his head making him nervously look away, but not before he mumbles how fantastic she looks.
He chances another look as she begins to move away from him to the other side of the table. He eyes become shamelessly stuck on her chest, but who could blame him, what with the way those huge tits of hers bounce up and down as she struts around the dining room table examining it with a critical eye.
He prays she doesn't notice the way he is staring so helplessly at her chest. He also prays she can't read his mind or she would find him wondering just what it would be like to slowly, carefully begin to undo those small pearl white buttons on the front of her pretty sweater, thus revealing the mighty treasures hidden beneath.
But if she does notice, she gives no indication as of such, instead only flashing her warmest smile as she stares at the flickering candles.
"I don't know what is melting my heart more, the soft romantic music you are playing for me or the way you went all out to create the perfect atmosphere for me," she says softly while waving her hand in the air over the table before adding, "You know what a sucker I am for romantic settings like this."
He only smiles at her, while quietly pointing one finger to the other side of the table. She follows his finger and finally spots the large white stuffed bear he has placed on the chair opposite of him. It is holding a large pink stuffed heart in between its paws. On the heart written in neat cursive is I Bear my heart 2 U.
"Baby that is so sweet. I'm a bit shocked you remembered my affinity for stuffed bears and sweet messages."
"And pink roses," he says directing her attention over to the middle of the table where the rest of the pink roses are sitting in their vase.
"Roses with our dinner, boy you thought of everything," she says bringing one hand to her ample chest.
"Tried," he says shrugging his shoulders.
"Baby you should not have. They are beautiful," she sighs picking out the small white card attached to the side of the vase.
She looks at him blinking back tears.
"Read it," he says anxiously.
She begins to read it out loud causing the shy Jimmy to blush.
"Although I want you by my side morning, noon, and night, ahh but tonight... yes sweet tonight, this enchanted night do I most especially want you!!"
"I...I made it up myself, pretty corny huh Mom."
"No baby, not corny sweet." She crosses over to him, reaches out and strokes the side of his face lightly as a single tear drop rolls down her face, "Honey your words, Oh God they touch me deeply you know."
"Well as I said, I want to show you that you aren't losing anything in the romantic department by staying home with your boring old son tonight anyway," he says lightly laughing out of sheer nervousness.
"So far you are off to a flying start I would say," she says moving the bear over to the spare chair that is wedged in the corner next to the table.
"I will go get the food as I got it warming in the oven. Enjoy the wine," he says gesturing towards her glass.
"Oh thanks baby," she says picking it up and taking a rather large swallow from it trying to calm her racing heart.
In the kitchen Jimmy hurriedly prepares two plates for them, hoping he truly is off to the flying start she said he is. This is there first real night alone for them since his father left them five months ago.
For the first 4 months, in order to help catch up on the mass of bills Jimmy's dad has stuck her with, she had been working long brutal hours at the hospital where she was a massage therapist.
In addition, his overbearing grandmother, on her side, had moved in with them shortly after his dad left, to help during the transition period, so between that and Lini working so many long hours they had virtually no time alone together.
Finally, his grandmother went back to China, and his mom got a night off to go on her fucking date, which caused his young heart to seethe with jealousy for the last three days, which of course had led to all this.
Their first night alone in forever, her breaking her date with Jack, yes it all made the need for this night to be extra special for them, but especially for her, all the more important.
Little did he know, as he brings the two plates of food from the kitchen into the dining room, thanks in part to the special magic of one Madame Kat, how special this night was shaping up to be for the both of them.
They enjoy a quiet dinner, making small talk as they eat the surprisingly delicious food from the new Chinese restaurant just around the corner from their house, while sipping on generous amounts of the equally delicious red wine.
The dinner is uneventful except for one minor issue Jimmy is having. As they sat across from each other, talking, laughing, joking, enjoying their food, sipping on the nice red wine, Jimmy was finding it harder and harder to keep his mind focused on the conversation.
Instead, his attention was being constantly drawn to her beautiful full red lips, seeming to shine in the soft glow of the candle light, her large hoop diamond earrings that glittered in the candle light, and then, of course, her absolutely gorgeous jet black hair that fell all the way down past her sweet ass in a glorious avalanche of beauty.
But even more distracting was the way he found his eyes being constantly pulled downwards by the mighty beauty of those awesome bra-less tits.
He just could not help but to feel his eyes flicking downward to stare helplessly at those two large boulders hiding under the tight confines of her pretty white sweater; but he most especially found the sight of her nipples, poking so alluring out from under the crotchet material of her sweater to be impossible not to stare at.
To sum it up in as few words as possible, Jimmy had never seen his mother looking so fucking hot as she was looking tonight, and it was all for...him!!
The different kind of buzz he is getting from sipping on the red wine does not make it any easier to control his eyes or his thoughts. The kick from drinking wine he is fast learning is a much more mellow and relaxed kick, than from the jolt her gets from the whiskey and beer he normally drinks with his buddies. Instead of feeling aggressive and quick to anger, like he would be if drinking beer or especially whiskey, he instead feels mellow.
But its more than just a mellow feeling he has on this enchanted night as their date wears on he is beginning to develop extremely warm feelings towards his gorgeous mother. If he dared to admit it, he might actually say he was feeling more than a little romantic towards her.
Plans, sweet romantic plans, are starting to form in the young man's mind as he enjoys the company of the one woman he loves more than any other in the whole wide world. And the one woman he should never ever start to feel romantic about, but he is...his mother.
Lini complements him again and again on the soft, tender atmosphere he has created with the quiet music, soft lighting, and most especially, his wonderful gifts of the roses and the stuffed bear that he gave her. With this in mind, Lini decides this would be a good night to get a very pleasant buzz on.
In other words, she wants to get drunk. Stupid drunk that is. After all she deserves it as hard as she has worked over the past few months, plus it can be kinda of a celebration for them, of her finally getting rid of her miserable ex-husband.
Just as he was admiring her beauty, she too was casually admiring how handsome he looked tonight in the new Levi's, and his light blue button up dress shirt. Plus he is wearing her favorite cologne, which was a birthday present just last week when he turned 18.
So it's no surprise maybe that since he is being so devilishly charming tonight, while looking so cute and handsome, that her heart is melting by the second. The wine she was lapping up at an increasingly vigorous pace would only serve to enhance these warm feelings she was already having for her son.
Wine for Lini, was simply the ultimate aphrodisiac, especially when enjoyed with the right company, which tonight Jimmy surely was the right company, and under the right circumstances, which surely were more than perfect, thanks to the candle lit dinner they were enjoying, along with the quiet music.
Before the night was through, if she kept drinking at this pace, and he kept up his sweet romantic attack upon her heart, then surely her heart would melt and she would...want more than maybe her son would be willing to provide. Wine in vast quantities, tended to, among all other things, make Lini as horny as a randy wildcat.
She knows she should try to control herself, but after everything she had endured over the past 18 years in her horrible marriage she is ready to cut loose, and if in doing so she drags her son along to someplace that might be most forbidden, then she will simply cross that bridge when it comes.
That bridge draws closer as after dinner he shyly asks her if she would care to slow dance. She graciously accepts his extended hand as he leads her to the living room. At his insistence they bring the candelabras into the living room, turning off all the lights, so they can dance in the soft candle light, a sweet romantic gesture that she compliments him on graciously.
As they slowly come together she smiles at him sweetly saying, "Dinner by candlelight, dancing by candlelight, my, my you really are making your mother not miss her date one bit tonight Jimmy. Thanks."
She then gives him a quick kiss, full on the lips, that causes a million little firecrackers to explode in his heart.
Jimmy has never slow danced before so he lets her lead, which she is more than happy to do. In her five inch heels, Lini who was already a bit taller than him at 5'7" compared to his 5' 4", now towers over him. When she slides her arms up his neck towards the end of the song, snuggling in close to him, he could not help but to notice how her tremendous tits were nearly at eye level with his face. He never wanted the song to end, but it did.
When another slow ballad started up she asked quietly if they could please dance a second song. His answer was an easy yes.
Shortly into the song, as his eyes bounced from her pretty face to her big, beautiful tits, she leaned into him, whispering in his ear, "I'm so very curious Jimmy just why you were so intent on keeping me home tonight huh?"
"I don't know. I just didn't want you going out with this...this Jack character," he tells her honestly.
She stops dancing, breaking into a broad smile, "You were jealous. I don't fucking believe it. Jealous. My son is jealous of his mother going out on a date."
"Jealous, no way! He fires back. "Maybe I just wanted to spend some time with you is all, OK."
"Really, not jealous. The more you deny it the clearer it becomes. Not even a little jealous huh honey." She smiles at him again while holding her thumb and index finger about an inch apart, "Not even a small amount of jealousy can be found in that cold uncaring heart of yours for your attractive mother." She winks at him as a teasing little smile comes over her face, leaving him to wonder is she really serious or not.
"Can't we just dance Mom, and not talk," he mutters to her.
"Sure baby, we can do that. Here come closer and let me hold you tight, so tight I will squeeze that bad old jealousy out of you."
And hold him tight she does as they sway to the soft music in blessed silence. The truth is she had hit nailed it totally when she accused him of being jealous, but just because it's true doesn't mean he has to admit to it anyway.
As their second sweet, slow dance progresses, the magic between them only becomes stronger, as his ability to keep his eyes off her tits becomes weaker. This simple inability to keep his eyes off her tits, combined with her, purposefully maybe, pushing them up against his chest so invitingly as they gently swayed to the music has given him a major erection that he was at odds with the ability to control.
And then just to make matters worse as the song continued she began to slowly push herself up against him down there as she hooked her fingers into his belt loops, and pulled him so very close up against her as they danced. He was sure she would notice, and most likely be horrified by the hard monster inside his pants. After all what mother would not, but if she did she said nothing.
The slow song finally mercifully ends, and he promptly excuses himself to use the restroom. Safely inside, he splashes cold water on his face begging his poor aching cock to relax. Finally, after gaining some semblance of control he emerges from the bathroom to find her sitting on the living room couch with a soft smirk on her face as she sips on yet another glass of wine.
"So honey is everything under control," she says boldly staring at his crotch as he approaches her. She had indeed noticed his hardness down there and it had not in the least bit grossed her out, but instead set her poor heart on fire with forbidden desire. Desire she had no intention of acting on though at least not now.
"So honey what comes after dinner and dancing," she purrs to him as he looks at her and sees her gaze seems to have settled upon the front of his jeans. He suddenly suspects she knew exactly why he fled to the bathroom and starts to blush.
When she gives no indication that she had noticed anything amiss, at least verbally, he begins to relax just a bit, until that is he realizes he has absolutely no idea what comes after dinner and dancing. He had not planned things out that far.
When he says nothing, instead nervously crossing the room to pour himself a glass of wine, hoping it will fire his imagination, she looks at him sternly and says, "Surely you must have some grand finale planned for tonight baby as it would be a real..." She pauses at him, giving him a warm smile, before continuing, "Real shame if you did not after this long, slow and most intense buildup of our little, stay at home date."
Stalling for time as he hastily drinks his wine, looking for inspiration in sheer drunkenness, he says, "Yeah well maybe I have something planned Mom, but I thinking if I should really go through with it."
"Hmm can you give me a hint maybe," she says again with that sly smirk like she knows something, but is willing, for the time being anyways, to keep it to herself.
Then it dawns on him; the very expensive trump card he has hidden away back deep inside his closet. This trump card, cost him just over 3,300 dollars, including tax. Just last week, he had made the last of the ten three hundred and thirty dollar payments on it. He had brought it home and hid it away deep in his messy closet with plans on giving it to her on her upcoming b-day next month.
His mind whirls. Sure it would be a most wonderful birthday present for her, but what it not be so much more special if he gave it to her...just because. On her birthday she would be naturally expecting some sort of gift from him, but not tonight.
Tonight it would totally catch her off guard, and he could always go out and buy a little something or the other for her birthday later on. He still had about six weeks anyways at it was towards the latter half of next month. But sadly though, his worrisome nature causes him to think somehow it will blow up in his face if he does something so very impulsive. As usual, he is undecided on what to do.
"Come on Jimmy I know you, I can see the wheels turning in your head, you have something planned. Probably worried it will blow up in your face huh. Well, stop worrying sweetie, this night has been perfect so far and I see no reason why it shall not continue that way."
"Ok Mom," he replies as her words have filled his heart with the quiet confidence needed to push ahead with playing his trump card.
"Just give me a few minutes to...ahh prepare things. I will call you when things are ready."
"Fine I will be relaxing in the kitchen, sipping on my wine, you just holler when things are ready."
So before he can change his mind, he rushes upstairs, deciding with an unusually stout heart to blow her away by playing his trump card along with a couple of "lesser cards" to boot.
The lesser cards are nothing to sneeze at either he thinks as he rushes into his bedroom. His asshole dad, when he was moving out, ignoring his mother's loud objections, had taken the large square white plush rug that used to lay in front of the fireplace in the living room. His mother loved that rug and that is why he took it. It was just the kind of dick guy that he was.
And then to add injury to insult, he ripped out the gas burning fireplace, knowing she used to love to sit and cuddle with him in front of it on cold winter evenings, leaving a gaping hole in the wall there.
Well, Jimmy was no handy man so he could not repair the damage to the fireplace for her, but had an idea that maybe might not be too bad as a sorta of substitute for the missing fireplace on this cold winter's evening.
The last time he visited him, while rooting around out in the garage looking for some beer to steal for him and his buddies later that night, he came across the rug buried in a pile of junk. He quickly retrieved it, hiding it in the trunk of his car, along with the large box of candles he also found that his father, once again just to spite her, had taken from the house when he left. The candles were very special, he knew to his mother as they had been a gift from her grandmother right before she passed away.
Lini simply loved candles and Jimmy, quite proud of himself, safely tucked them away also in his car, with the idea of giving them back to her, along with the rug, on her birthday. Now his feverish mind is working overtime as he plans on wowing her with the necklace, the candles, and the white rug all at once.
Oh and as a bit of icing on the cake, hopefully if the spirit moves him, he plans on quickly writing a love letter of sorts to his mother in his bedroom while she waits for him downstairs. He is a fairly well accomplished writer and can only hope the way she looks so amazingly beautiful tonight will fill his heart with many soft and romantic things to say to her. God knows she needs to hear all this after the rotten way she was treated for all those long years by his asshole father.
Inside his bedroom, after he quickly gathers the rug, the box of candles, and the black velvet jewelry case containing the diamond necklace, all together he plops down at his small desk in the corner of his room, and making a momentous decision, he decides to spill the contents of his heart to her in one long breath-taking letter.
He closes his eyes and thinks of her; thinks of all the wonderful memories they had shared, despite always having to keep a wary eye out for his father. He thinks of how much he loves her, how much pain she has endured by not leaving his father so he would not have to grow up in a broken home, and finally how very beautiful she looks tonight. The words begin to flow like magic from his heart through the pen and onto the paper.



"Not bad, but did I go too far?" he whispers to himself ten minutes later as he carefully folds the letter of his soft musing about his mother, along with some dark forbidden memories and carefully tapes it onto the jewelry case, but not before he gives it a moment or two of consideration that maybe he should just rip the letter up and bury his thoughts and memories forever. It would certainly be safer that way, but the wine has left him feeling both bold and reckless so he bravely tapes the letter to the box.
As he dashes downstairs, planning on asking her to hide up in her bedroom while he prepares the living room, he again says a short prayer wishing fervently he doesn't make a fool out of himself with what he has planned.
He finds her sitting at the kitchen table waiting patiently for him to be done, sipping on her wine. Maybe she is doing more than sipping he sees as the bottle which has been a bit over half full when he started his preparations is now nearly empty.
"Oh hi honey, I was beginning to wonder if you forgot about me," she says as he enters the room.
"Never Mom. Can you do me a favor? Go up to your room for a few minutes I will come get you when things are ready."
She happily agrees as she makes her way up the stairs on unsteady feet, drunkenly excited from both the wine, and that her son is going to such elaborate lengths, just for her.
Back downstairs he lays out the white rug flat in its old accustomed spot in front of what used to be the fireplace, and then quickly moves her favorite large round pillow chair over to the center of the rug, knowing she used to love to relax against it as she curled up in front of the fire.
Tonight, he can only hope she will be satisfied with the substitute he has planned for the fire. He takes the nearly two dozen of the large pillar candles out of the box and stacks them one by one, next to each other inside the gaping hole of the fireplace. He then lights them all, feverishly wishing she will appreciate the substitute fireplace he has created for her.
She only burned them on the most special of occasions, maybe once or twice in the last five years or so since her grandmother had given them to her, so he could only hope that after she sees that he has lighted them she will consider this evening worthy of burning her candles.
"Stupid...she will love you just for returning them to her." Jimmy quietly chastises himself as he prepares things.
He then takes the literally dozens of smaller tea light candles that was also inside the box and arranges them in a circle around the rug. After quickly lighting all the candles and killing the rest of the lights inside the house, he dashes upstairs, his mind in overdrive, to get her.
Jimmy knocks quietly on her door. She emerges from her room and before she can start asking questions, he quickly grabs her hand, politely asking her to be quiet as he leads her down the dark hallway. The house is pitch black upstairs so they move slowly, carefully down the hall to the stairs, hand in hand.
They thread their way through the dark kitchen, and over to the stairs that lead downstairs to the family room. At the top of the stairs she spots the soft glow of candles and her heart starts to race.
As they make their way down the stairs to the family room, she first spots the white rug, her favorite white rug, laid out in front of the fireplace, and then the dozens of blazing pillar candles, which she immediately recognizes as the ones Jimmy's dad stole from her. Her poor heart nearly stops, such is her surprise.
Thanks to it be so deathly quiet in the house, he hears her say serenely under her breath, "Oh God Jimmy you certainly have out done yourself this time."
Looking at him solemnly with a heart that won't stop racing, she says quietly "How did you find my rug and my candles honey?
"I just did some snooping over at dad's house, and then I took back what rightly belongs to you."
"To us honey and he will kill you when he finds out..." She pauses and looks at him seriously hoping he understands just how bad his father's anger can be before adding, "You understand this baby?"
"So what..." he starts to say his voice angry with defiance, before quickly deciding he would not like his hatred for his father ruin this night. "As long as I could make you happy for just this one night. Like I promised so you don't feel cheated for not going out tonight I could care less what he does to me."
"Jesus Jimmy you are blowing me away with all this. Can we go sit on the rug now?"
"First I have something to give you. Here over on the couch."
He takes her hand and leads her over to the couch. They sit down side by side as she looks at him expectantly.
"Now close your eyes Mommy. I want to make you happy," he says quietly as he looks at her noticing for the first time, with maybe equal parts disappointment and relief that she has put a bra on under that pretty crocheted sweater of hers.
Lini heart races as it been so very long since she heard that old catch phrase of his, "close your eyes I want to make you happy mommy."
He used to say that all the time when he was little, and then would give her a little gift of sorts. Sometimes a flower he picked in the back yard, sometimes a piece of her favorite candy, sometimes a sweet romantic poem he wrote for her, or sometimes just a hug and a kiss. It was all so very special and sweet, but of course, as the years passed he sadly outgrew it.
But now here he was, once more saying it, making her heart race. She feels a small box being gently placed in her hands once her eyes are tightly shut.
"Now open them mommy and see what your little boy got you," Jimmy says mimicking the words he used to say to her those many long years ago.
She opens her eyes and sees the black velvet jewelry case with the attached white note to it.
"Should I read your note first?"
"The gift first, then the note."
She slowly opens the box, and just as she suspected, she sees its most spectacular. Pulling her gift carefully from the black velvet that it rests on, she peers at it closer and sees it's something that, from time to time, she has sure she has mentioned to Jimmy that she has always dreamed of owning- a super nice, (nice being expensive) diamond necklace.
The necklace is a thing of sheer beauty as Lini smiles brightly at Jimmy, her heart beating rapidly. The 18k gold necklace has three diamond studded heart shaped pendants intertwined with one another. She moves it closer to the light of the candles and watches the diamonds glitter softly, just as her heart is glittering softly with love for him.
She carefully hooks it around the back of her neck, hardly being able to contain her excitement as she can only imagine how very expensive this necklace must have been and how he must have been saving his money forever to get this for her...just for her!!
She then turns her attention to the letter and begins to silently read it as he watches with bated breath.
Mommy:
I hope you like your gift. The brilliance of each diamond can only be matched by the brilliance of my love for you. A love so powerful that I would do anything to see you smile, to see you laugh, to just be happy that is. I watched with an agonized and most jealous heart the horrible way dad treated you all those years. I prayed for his death time and time again, so you could be released from that lonely prison he created for you.
As a young boy, I used to dream of me being the brave knight, you the beautiful queen, and him the wicked ugly dragon. And of course in my dream the brave knight slays the dragon and wins the hand of the queen. Alas the dreams of a young child are silly no.
As I got older my dreams of you got...darker, filled with teen angst over the most beautiful and alluring woman in the world, my mother. Of my dreams as a teenager I dare not speak of the details for they were both dark and wicked mom and filled me with a tremendous amount of guilt. I only mention this now as a reminder, in case you begin to doubt your absolute beauty, that at least one person, me, thinks you are the most beautiful woman in the world.
I used to tell you how utterly beautiful you were all the time when I was young, sweet and innocent, and of course once I got older I thought doing so would make you feel uncomfortable so I stopped telling you, while all the time knowing it was still true in my heart. Tonight, I decided to release my pent up feelings for you that I have suppressed for years, hoping against hope that they do not make you feel too terribly uncomfortable.
I know your self-esteem took a major hit when dad left you for a younger woman, you thought prettier, nay sexier even than yourself, but his loss is my gain. Your mature beauty blows away his new wife's ugly young beauty any day of the week. You need to hear these things as I suspect you question your attractiveness as you get older, but there is no question mother, like a fine wine you're only becoming more beautiful with every passing year.
I know one night can't ever hope to make up for the lifetime of neglect you suffered at the hands of dad, but I can try can I not? I can try to give you one night so special that it burns its way through a lifetime of bitter and ugly memories suffered at the hands of that man. I hope you have enjoyed our night together, that I have not made so much of a fool of myself. All this that I have done tonight is nothing more than a long overdue glorious tribute to your spectacular beauty and my undying love for such beauty.
All in all, if nothing else this night should serve as a reminder of the complete and hopeless love I have for you. Forever and forever and forever again and again I love my mommy. Nothing could be truer.
Finally, I want to share the memories I have of you, some created tonight, some created many long years ago. Yes they are memories worth remembering forever as you are the best and most beautiful mother in the whole wide world.
I shall never forget tonight, as we danced, the soft way you welcomed me back into your warm, loving embrace. Nor could I ever hope to forget the clean smell of your long beautiful hair so luxurious in pure beauty that it nearly takes my breath away. The dazzling way you made yourself look so beautiful tonight...just for me...makes my heart sing and shall never be forgotten.
But it is the distant memories that burn the brightest for me. When I was so young and so sweet and so very innocent, and we would spend cold winter nights alone in front of the fire. Our extra-long cuddling and kissing sessions, while dad was away always neglectful of your needs, while snuggling under a blanket on a dark and stormy night is a memory that is so distant yet so painfully bright that I could never hope to forget it.
But it was the way you would clutch me so tight to your warm bosom making me feel like there, snuggled against your chest, I was in the safest place in the world, is what I remember so very fondly and dare I say- miss so very desperately. Honestly, absolutely more than anything in this world, nothing made me feel more loved, more secure, than during a long, slow cuddling session with you in front of the fire on a cold winter evenings.
Dare I confess of having particularly dark memories, of when I was young that seems more like fantasy now thinking back on it, of us cuddled in front of the fire alone and many times, with the help of your gentle hands, I remember feeling my head sliding ever so slowly downward until my tiny face rested gently upon your chest. More than once I remember you removing your top saying gently, "Do you mind if mommy takes off her shirt as it's kinda hot in front of the fire and under the blanket."
Without waiting for an answer, as you surely knew I did not mind, I watched with awe as you revealed to my hungry eyes that gorgeous chest of yours. As I fondly recall, you seemed to always wearing a particularly colorful sexy lace bra those evening that set my young mind on fire.
Then you begin to slowly, softly play with my hair as you positioned yourself so my little face would be resting firmly between those big, beautiful breasts of yours as I stared at them in wonder, marveling at their pure beauty.
Did all this truly happen or is it some sorta of weird distorted fantasy of mine. A fantasy that to this day still burns bright in my heart. Could I remember such things so long ago as reality or was it just imagined fantasy on my part?
Could I truly remember your whispered words of encouragement as you would slowly undo your bra inviting me to suckle upon your lovely breasts? Even as I was much, much past the age to be breast fed. Again I ask—did all that happen or is it as such just some wishful thinking on my part of a memory that never happened.
Can you be brave and tell me or does bringing this up now, when I am older only cause us both embarrassment. I promised to bare my heart and soul to you, no more secrets so there you have it...me completely exposed to you mommy.
In my defense, if I have made you feel uncomfortable, all I can say is- I love you and I'm sorry. Sorry that I have fallen so madly in love with the most stunning, most alluring, and most gorgeous creature on this fair earth of ours...my mother.
Love,
Jimmy
The words in his letter rip into her heart with it raw powerful emotion causing large tears to begin to well in her eyes. Tears that she fights desperately, if only not to ruin the makeup she had just finished touching up while alone upstairs.
She looks at him and sees him nervously twisting his hands together, probably wondering if he went too far.
"Your words touch me deeply honey as does your gift of the very pretty diamond necklace and I think we should continue our talk over in front of the old fireplace, relaxing on my rug, in front of the candles, both which you so bravely rescued from the evil dragon."
She leans over and kisses the side of his face, a simple kiss, yet one that sends shivers up and down his spine. "You know this may sound silly but of all the things you said in your letter what touched me most was one simple word baby..." She pauses and looks at him seriously so he understands she is not at all joking, teasing or kidding like she is so apt to do with him.
"What word is that Mom?" He asks surely knowing the answer must be the word "love".
"The one simple word you opened your letter with Jimmy...Mommy."
"Really why?" he asks surprised that such a simple word could hold such power. She stands up holding out her hand to him. He takes it and allows himself to be led over to the rug in front of the fireplace. On the way over she fills both of their wine glasses up once more.
He somehow feels as they settle down side by side on the rug, giving her the necklace, along with the letter was his final act of "control" tonight as from now on it would be her leading the way.
"You used to call me that all the time when you were just a baby, and then a little boy, and then even sometimes into your young teens and it..." She pauses, takes his hands into hers, before going on. "It just that I always felt that our love was strongest when you thought of me as "mommy" which would make me think of you once again as my sweet, adorable baby boy who loved his mommy so very much and so very desperately. I know it sounds silly and stupid huh?"
"No not at all. I...I mean calling you Mommy brings back wonderful loving memories for me to."
"All you have done tonight, especially the bringing back the 'close your eyes, I want to make you happy,' game has brought back such a powerful flood of wonderful memories..." She reaches out and strokes the side of his face gently, "Memories that you obviously have not forgotten either. Memories that can only be reinforced if you maybe could be so brave and call me nothing but Mommy for the balance of this most wonderful dream evening of ours."
She looks at him, blinking back tears again, so he knows she is deadly serious. "I can do that call you Mommy if you wish."
"I do. You know I think it's only fair since you opened up to me so completely in your letter, and tonight for that matter that I do the same for you. I have a confession to make sweetheart. You must promise to listen with an open heart and be real truthful in your responses. OK."
"Yes of course," he says anxiously wondering what confession she was planning on making. He watches as she greedily gulps down her wine wondering if she is planning on purposely getting drunk in order to easier make her little confession.
"You know your part of the letter where you tell of being the brave knight and wanting to rescue me from your daddy when you were young..."
"Stupid silly fantasy huh?" He says a bit embarrassed.
"I think not as it turned out to be truer than you could have imagined."
She leans forward, while reaching out to clutch his hands, and brings her mouth to his ear. What she tells him next seems unbelievable.
"Last year before we split up your daddy insisted I get a boob reduction. He even made the fucking appointment for me with the doctor and drove me there. I had no choice. But once inside alone with the doctor..." she pulls back and looks at him raising her voice now.
"I told him I didn't want a boob reduction, but instead I wanted to make them bigger. I was a 38DD at that time, and in case you didn't know..." a mischievous smile comes across her face as she continues, "38 DD's are already pretty big, right honey?"
She says this with the sole purpose of wanting to draw him in completely to her confession as a prelude as to what she hopes will happen next. She pauses, waiting for him to answer.
"Yeah real big I think."
"So I told myself just to piss off your father I would make them bigger. I told the doctor to increase my cup size from double D to double E."
"Jesus mom they must be huge now." Jimmy says not really meaning to say it aloud, but it just kinda slipped out.
"Yes they are. Your daddy was mad enough to file for divorce. It was the first time I ever defied him. I guess it was the final straw."
"Is that why you did it, I mean just to make him mad?"
"No I had another reason honey. A more compelling reason if I'm going to be real honest..." She pauses, a dramatic pause if you will, allowing the tension to build before answering with a simple word, "You."
"Me?"
"Yes I...well by that time you were 17 and noticing girls and such, and I was starting to get maybe a little jealous. And I noticed, one day when I was cleaning in your room I found your little porn stash, you know by accident. I was curious to see what kinda girls interested you and I noticed you seemed to have a thing for mature Asian women with..." She pauses before laying down her trump card, "really big tits. I remembered smiling to myself thinking I fit the bill perfectly."
Jimmy blushes bright red now. He fidgets nervously, wringing his hands a bit as she has hit the nail right on the head.
"Your blushing tells me I am exactly right sweetie."
"Yeah but still I'm not sure I understand?"
"Not surprisingly as I barely understood myself that day when I defied your father and told the doctor to make them bigger. All I can figure is maybe I felt the need to compete with the girls in your little porn stash so I made them bigger. So you see being that led to your father leaving me you did rescue me in a sense."
"I did huh."
"Yes you did baby. Your little big tit fetish was the key to my freedom so as a reward I think maybe..." She stops, looks at him with a bold and reckless smile on her face and says, "You should be the first person I show my new and improved bigger tits off to, but don't worry Mommy is wearing a bra under her sweater now."



And with that she casually begins to pull the sweater up and over her head. After pulling the sweater free, she shakes her long hair back into place letting the sweater slip to the rug as if it was no big deal.
Jimmy stares in awe at the majestic beauty of her chest. This has turned out to be like some kind of mad exhilarating dream of sorts.
"So are they really big just as you imagined?"
"Yes Mommy," he says in the barest of whispers.
"Jesus her bra looks simply gorgeous on her," Jimmy thinks as his eyes become stuck on his mom's big tits. The aqua blue lace bra she is wearing looks to be having a mighty difficult time containing those huge tits of hers, Jimmy notes as he looks at them with growing desire.
Only his mother knew blue, aqua blue to be specific, was his favorite color. Did she really go put this on while waiting for him upstairs in her bedroom with that fact in mind? The thought causes his heart to skip a beat as the implications are unimaginable.
This pretty bra of his mother's, covering what he can only imagine to be the most beautiful tits in the world, may be the absolute prettiest thing he has ever beheld in his young life.
Staring at her in that fabulous bra causes his cock to reach epic proportions of hardness. He shifts uncomfortably, trying to release the tension down there. The truth is Jimmy has a bit of a bra fetish as he just loves the way a pretty older woman with big tits looks in a sexy bra.
"So do you like how your Mommy's bra looks on her honey," she purrs fishing for the complement she so desperately wants to hear. She too is also acutely aware of her son's little bra fetish as she used to constantly find her old Victoria Secret catalogs, full of pictures of pretty models in bras of course, she thought she had thrown out, hidden away in his room when he was a young teen.
"It looks so beautiful on you, that it takes my breath away. I can't believe you are letting me see you, with your shirt off."
"Hasn't that been a dream of yours for some time now son; to see your mommy without her shirt on? Be brave and tell me the truth sweetheart."
"Very much so," he says shyly.
"I figured as much sweetie. You know mommy's sometimes have a sixth sense about such things. Of course, all during our little date tonight I didn't need much of a sixth sense to tell me you were having an extremely hard time taking your eyes off my tits."
He starts to blush fiercely, but she only laughs at him before saying teasingly, "Didn't think I noticed huh Jimmy."
"I'm sorry Mommy I didn't mean to be staring. Are you upset?"
"Oh baby..." she says reaching out stroking the side of his face saying sweetly, "Your mommy would have been upset only if she didn't catch you staring at her tits."
"Really?" He asks finding it hard to believe her answer.
"Really baby. So does seeing me like this, does it reinforce that memory from so many long years ago that we shall be discussing in a minute. Right after you take your shirt off for me that is."
"Y-you want me to take my shirt off too Mommy."
After draining the last of her wine, instead of waiting for him to answer she reaches out and begins to unbutton his shirt. Lini is pretty much totally whacked out of her mind now on the wine; whacked and yet still perfectly in control as she reaches out and begins to unbutton her son's dress shirt.
As she slowly unbuttons it she can't help to think how crazy this night has turned out to be. "This whole thing is totally nuts," Lini thinks to herself as she continues to carefully unbutton his shirt. "And real, real dangerous Lini," a small little voice in her head whispers. But the wine makes that voice of reason very easy to ignore as Jimmy's over the top romantic gestures tonight have swept her love starved heart away. Tonight anything seems possible.
She has no intention of stopping, unless he does something to stop her, which considering how she is now slipping, with no hint of resistance on his part, his shirt slowly off his well-toned, and very muscular chest, seems highly unlikely.
She pulls back, folding his shirt neatly before placing it carefully off to the side, and looks at him as he sits there embarrassed at being shirtless in front of her. Jimmy, for his part, doesn't know what to say or do, or how even to react to what is happening. It all seems so surreal.
Lini gets up slowly from the rug, a new plan forming slowly in her mind, and moves gracefully across the room to the small stereo in the corner. Jimmy's eyes track her the whole way, loving the way her huge tits, entrapped in her tight bra, bounce up and down as she struts across the floor.
Soft music fills the living room. She crosses the room towards him, stops in front of the couch, leaning on it for support, while saying, "Before we spend some time cuddling and discussing distant memories, I think it would be sweet if the brave knight asked his queen for a dance."
Jimmy gets slowly to his feet; walks over to her, his heart racing. "Would the queen bless her favorite knight with a dance? It would be my honor if she would." He says bowing slightly, trying his best to sound elegant as he holds his hand out to her.
She smiles at him, her heart filling with love and deep forbidden lust for her son as he is so perfectly playing his role, just for her. It can't be easy for an 18 year old man to so indulge his mother with silly role playing games, especially one where at times he must call her "Mommy". The fact, he is so eagerly doing so only makes her love him all the more.
They come together, wrapping their arms around each other and begin to softly sway to the music, just as they did earlier in the night.
But this time, things are so much more dramatic between them. Slow dancing earlier, while fully clothed, bares little comparison to their slow dancing now both shirtless.
Lini is softly exploring the idea, being alone in this dark romantic candle lit living room, swaying softly to the music, both shirtless, that anything could happen between them.
She moves in close to him, pushing her large breasts up softly against his bare chest. The feeling of her soft bra against his bare chest is incredible, causing his already hard cock to jerk to new untold heights of hardness. He wonders if she realizes what she is doing to him, down there, as she begins to slowly rub her chest against his in soft semi-circles. No matter, it feels like heaven the soft material of her pretty lace bra against his bare skin.
She brings her mouth to his ear whispering, "So is what I said earlier, about the brave knight staring at the queen's tits during our date tonight, is it really true or did you just agree to it to make your queen feel better."
She pulls back from him, stroking the side of his face lightly, smiling at him quizzically, before adding, "Come on don't be shy tell your queen my bravest of knights."
"Y-yes your royal majesty. I was staring at them. That is the God honest truth. Are you mad?"
Lini deciding she likes the way this "royal fantasy" is going so she decides to stick with it for a minute.
"No the queen is not angry, but you do understand brave knight that to stare at the queen's chest could be considered a royal offense...punishable by death."
"Death to witness such beauty as contained by the queen's ample bosom would be well worth it I pray tell."
"Hmm my knight has a silver tongue I see." Lini says with a wicked smile as she pulls him closer, mushing her boobs against his chest as they continue to sway to the soft music.
Snuggled up close to him, holding him even tighter, as one slow romantic song blends into another, there is a moment of silence as they continue to sway to the sweet sounds of a romantic ballad both lost in this forbidden fantasy of theirs.
"You know as much as I love dancing with my brave knight I'm afraid we are going to have to take a short break and let me rest a minute. I am starting to feel dizzy, too much of the royal wine I think. Maybe we should go get comfortable in front of the fire and start our little stroll down memory lane."
He makes no objections as she leads him over to the large fur rug; pulls him down gently with her. He waits with bated breath for what will come next.
Then she hits him with the ultimate question. "You know sweetheart I was wondering if maybe you could tell me something."
"Sure what is your desire my queen or is it mommy now."
"Hmm back to Mommy I think. I love both of little role playing games so much I can't decide which one to stick with."
"Maybe this will let you decide. You by some odd quirk of fate could somehow cease being queen, but no matter what fate bestows us you shall always and forever be my most beautiful mommy. That is forever."
"Oh sweetheart your words again touch me so deeply." Coming quickly to a decision she announces, "So Mommy it shall be then. You have convinced me. Now can you do something else for me honey?"
"Of course, anything."
"Can you be real honest and tell me why..." she looks at him seriously as their eyes lock, "You were so intently staring at your mommy's chest all night during our date and even now."
He wonders if he should be honest, if he can, in fact be so honest about such secret feelings as he holds for his mother's majestically big beautiful tits, but once he opens his mouth to respond, and begins to talk, the honestly she so wants, comes easier than expected.
He drops his voice, trying to sound both sweet and innocent, "Mommy, that should be obvious. I mean you...you only have just about the biggest, most beautiful boobs I have ever seen."
"Honey that is so sweet. Your daddy hated them you know."
"Well dad was a fucking idiot coz they are beautiful Mommy."
"Really baby, you absolutely mean that," she says slowly taking his hands into hers.
"I do."
"Tell me, do you remember how on cold winter's nights even as you got older and older I often shared the most sacred thing a mother can share with her baby boy. Do you know what that is hon? I think your letter makes it obvious that you remember," she says as she leans against the large pillow chair smiling at him softly.
Confessing to memories in a letter is one thing, but face to face in person, he finds is much harder to confess so he says nothing.
She thrusts her chest out towards him inviting him to say that single word she so desperately wants to hear for it will unlock the gate to both of their hidden secret desires.
"Go on baby say it, be brave for mommy," she whispers pulling him closer.
Finally he swallows hard, wanting to show her he is indeed brave quietly answers with those single two words that set both their hearts on fire, "Her boobs."
"Yes baby. That is correct. Mommy shared her boobs with her baby boy, even though you were much past the age I should have even considered such a thing."
"How old was I?"
"Hmm how old? Let's just say you were past the age where I should have been more forceful in denying you Mommy's treasures..."
She then takes a deep sigh saying, "Oh shit who I'm I kidding, I did my best to encourage you to come play in Mommy's treasure chest...if you know what I mean."
"I think I might. I thought my memories of those nights long ago might have been just pure made up fantasy on my part," he tells her in a voice that barely works as he is in such shock from hearing this full confession of hers.
"Let's take a stroll down memory lane," she says picking up the bottle of wine and refilling both of their glasses while saying softly, "This will only help."
She drains half her glass in one fell swoop. Wanting to match her he also kills nearly half of his glass as he shifts his body from one position to the next trying to control the mighty erection he has gotten from helplessly staring at his mom as she sits there talking to him so causally in just her jeans and bra.
The whole thing is like some sort of mad fantasy as she starts to talk again. "When you were a new born 8 minutes old, when you were 8 hours old I eagerly shared by boobs with my baby as any good mommy would do. When you were 8 days old, 8 months old, I of course still did the same...but then when you got older my sharing should have stopped but it didn't."
"Why?" he finally asks the million dollar question. She takes a small sip of her wine, looking at him seriously wondering if he has any idea where she is leading him.
"When you passed the age where you no longer needed to be breast fed I became sad and lonely for it was only when you were so eagerly sucking on your mommy's tits that I felt truly loved and needed. My relationship with your father was growing by that time worse and worse every day. I was alone and afraid...you were my only hope, my only love, my salvation."
She takes a deep breath. "So not wanting to give up that feeling of love I felt so strongly when you were nursing I continued to allow you full access to my breasts even as you grew older."
"I remember. I think..."
"Shh say nothing baby. Let me get my full confession out before you respond. I eagerly practiced with you what is known as "comfort feedings". That is I allowed you to suckle on my tits not for feeding but for comfort."
Jimmy looks at her in stark disbelief barely being able to believe what he was hearing, but it all must be truth, especially since it does confirm them long ago fuzzy memories of his mother and her big tits.
"Like when you had a hard time falling asleep at night, or maybe when you were crying and hurt. I knew it was maybe wrong to allow you to continue doing this even as you got to an age where maybe it was a little ahh...inappropriate, but the truth was we both enjoyed it so very much that even as you got older I didn't want to stop."
She takes another long sip of her wine, nearly finishing it off before she hits him with the coup de grace. "The truth is honey, I let my baby boy play with his mommy's big boobies whenever his little heart desired and..."
Now she finishes her wine in one last gulp as Jimmy senses something deep and forbidden is passing between them. "That was quite often. Yes you simply loved playing with your mommy's boobies little boy. Sometimes I wish..."
She stops afraid to say what is really on her mind hoping he will push her.
"What. Tell me what is it you wish for?"
"Well two things. One became true and one could never come true. The first is for you father to leave us so we could be alone and enjoy, that is explore our love for each other to the..." She pauses again letting the tension build that already at nearer breaking, "fullest extent. And the second well let's just say I knew the physical closeness we once enjoyed would slowly disappear as you got older so I wished for something simple like..." She drops her voice to a mere whisper, "The touch of your skin to mine, the feel of your eyes upon my body, oh joyful yearnings do such things create...for it is your love, the love of my precious little baby boy that sustains me, now and forever, never grow up and stop loving mommy with such fierce determination and such utter loyalty that is makes my heart sing with joy."
"That was nice Mommy."
"Ahh I heard that somewhere and memorized it. I'm not a romantic poet like you. But it sums up well what is in my heart."
"Really Mommy so you never ever want me to grow up."
"Hmm..." she looks at him with a sly smile that speaks volumes. "Maybe someday, just not tonight. Tonight I want to experience that fierce and loyal love you once showed me all the time when we were alone. Like now."
She pauses, their eyes meet and something, they both sense it, passes between them. Their truest feelings, finally spoken, has caused a boundary to be crossed.
"Can you do that for mommy, please baby boy, forget everything but your love for me, your burning desire to be my cutest sweetest little boy and allow yourself to be pampered with so much love and affection that it will take your breath away. For me -can you do that?"
"Y-yes, I can. I will, for you, anything for you." He tells her quietly after only a moment's hesitation.
Breathlessly they look at each other, before each finishes the wine in their respective glasses, wanting to experience the sheer bliss of total drunkenness. But not as an escape, but as a pathway to something deeper and much more meaningful than mere words.
"My motherly instincts are whispering to me honey."
"What are they saying?"
"That my baby boy needs to be cuddled by his mother."
She leans back against the pillow chair, pulling him against her. They settle down against each other with Jimmy resting his head softly on her shoulder as she begins to run her fingers through his long hair, twisting and tugging on it like he used to love so much.
He still does, as he murmurs to her, "Mmm that feels so good."
"Does it baby, you know your mommy will do anything, anything at all, to make her little boy feel so good."
The veiled sexual reference is not lost to him as his poor heart skips a beat at the mere suggestion that she is willing to do "anything" to make him feel good.
She wraps her arms around him tightly from behind as she whispers again and again in his ear sweet little terms of endearments. Soon the soft way she is cuddling him turns into a very nice neck and shoulder massage.
It suddenly occurs to her, maybe now that she has tapped into rekindling the deep love that a mother and baby feel for one other, by suggesting they cuddle, she needs to tap into something else, even deeper and darker. She needs to exploit the raw sexual desire she is sure her son possess for her, and then combine the two somehow.
She feels him beginning to melt into her arms as he lets out a deep sigh and closes his eyes. She is worried that he might actually pass out from all the wine he has drank this fateful night, and that would be a disaster because she wants much, much more than for him to pass out in her arms while she cuddles him. This worry causes her to push the envelope as she is determined to keep him awake and interested.
She moves her mouth to his ear, as her hands continue to work their magic all along his neck and shoulders, whispering softly, "Honey do you remember how we used to do more than just cuddle under the blankets on those cold winter nights."
"Kinda of I think. Maybe did we kiss a little bit," he says hesitantly.
"More than a little. I think you should let Mommy reinforce those memories that burn so bright for her, but are a dim ancient memory that you can barely recall because you were so young."
"I would like that." He says hoping against hope for what he has so yearned for all during those years of teenage angst where he had such deep and dark fantasies about her.
Lini begins to shower his neck and shoulders with soft kisses, hoping he continues to relax in her arms. He does- encouraging her to move things along so she turns her attentions to his ears and cheeks, raining soft kiss upon soft kiss down on them in a light and delicate manner that causes Jimmy's erection to make another appearance inside his jeans.
But it's not only the kisses that is making him hard, it's also the way she seems to be purposely rubbing her boobs back and forth across his bare back as she kisses him so lightly, so delicately.
The softness of that aqua blue lace bra is driving Jimmy mad with desire as her kisses, after she gently turns his face towards hers, have found his forehead, then the tip of his nose, each cheek, and then finally his lips.
Her kisses are both soft and sweet, delicate and light, once again causing the fireworks in his heart to explode. Lini is taking things slow, not wanting to push too far, too fast, so she pulls back after several light kisses on his lips.



They stare deeply in each others eyes as he turns on his side to face her. She reaches over and grabs the bottle of wine and refills both of their glasses sensing the endgame is upon them.
"This is nice huh baby, cuddling with your mommy while exchanging sweet little kisses. I never knew how much I missed this. We used to cuddle all the time you know, but always there was the threat of your daddy finding out. It cast a pall over the whole thing," she says shaking her head sadly.
"But now he is gone and never coming back right?"
"Yes never. I only have room in my heart for you sweetie for my precious little Jimmy." She reaches out and strokes the side of his face gently. "What you told me earlier about my looks. It left me breathless, especially about me being the most stunning, most alluring, and most gorgeous creature on this fair earth of ours. Jesus Jimmy where...where do you come up with this stuff."
"I have more," he says smiling at her. "I left out. Afraid it might be going too far."
"Really I would like to hear."
Jimmy takes a large drink of the wicked wine, screwing up his courage, "Mommy you are beautiful in a way that makes the word beautiful blush, you put the 'x' in exquisite. Your beauty makes the sky sad, and even the stars cry with jealousy. I have always felt that way."
"Oh honey..." She reaches out and grasps his hands tightly in hers. "Do you really know how desperate I was to hear such words? I always suspected you held a deep secret attraction for me but I never knew how deep and how very powerful that attraction was until tonight."
"Is that all right, being so attracted to you Mommy?" he asks her quietly.
"Oh it's perfectly alright love, and without your father around to play hall monitor, you can take your time and explore that deep attraction you have for your mommy to your heart's content sweetheart."
"How should I do that?" he asks shyly.
She doesn't answer right off, instead letting the tension build as she takes another longer sip of wine, nodding her head towards his glass indicating he should do the same.
Jimmy taking her cue drains nearly half of his glass in one long swallow, loving the way it makes him feel so relaxed and confident.
"Well you can start by showing your mommy the true meaning of your sweet words of attraction that set her heart on fire are more than mere words."
He says nothing as his heart nearly leaps in this throat. Her subtle suggestion can only mean one thing. The time for him merely telling her how gorgeous she is is over—now it's time to show her, to let his actions speak for themselves.
He pulls her closer as he moves his lips to hers. Their mouths come slowly together. They exchange several long sweet kisses before, wickedly, he feels her tongue, like a thief in the night, slipping into his mouth. She swirls it around exploring, praying he does not pull back in horror.
Instead, he responds as she hopes shyly letting his tongue out of its moorings and into the sea of her luscious mouth. They spend several long breathless moments with each of their tongues surveying the entirety of each others mouths, the pretense of any sweet innocence lost.
She guides his hands to her bare belly, where he begins to slowly rub her stomach, loving the silky smoothness of her skin. He finds her tummy to be almost completely devoid of fat. It's firm, taut, and utterly sexy.
But not nearly as sexy as the thought of what looms over the flat plain of his mother's sexy stomach. For just north of her tummy rises the majestic mountains that are her huge tits. Huge tits he would love to explore with his hands, but simply lacks the courage to do so on his own.
Several more long and meaningful kisses are exchanged before she breaks them off whispering, "Now little boy let's get down to some real special cuddling that only mommies and their precious little babies can experience."
She reaches out, grabbing her wine glass and drains the balance of it; working her courage up to a maximum peak for what must come next.
She turns back on to her side, gives him a soft smile before pulling him down into her arms, using gentle pressure to snuggle his face down and into the forbidden valley between her large breasts.
She arches her back, forcing her tits firmly against his face, while she strokes his hair with soft cloying fingers, all the while snuggling him deeper and tighter into her magnificent bosom.
"You are now in the safest place in the world Jimmy, snuggled softly in between your Mommy's breasts," she whispers in his ear. "Do you feel my love, my affection for you, my uncontrollable need to pamper my sweetest baby boy?"
"Oh God yes Mommy," he says while burying his face deeper in the glorious warmth of his mother's tits. As he snuggles his face deeper in between the soft, resplendent cups of his Mommy's beautiful bra, he becomes lost, loving the way the silky lace material feels against his bare cheeks. He has one abiding thought: this is what heaven must feel like.
He rests his face between her breasts for a few short moments, wondering what must happen next, before she slowly rises up, pushing him gently off of her.
"Cuddling is nice, but I sense my baby boy wants more." she says a sly smile crossing her face. "My motherly instincts are whispering to me again honey."
"What are they saying this time?" he says sensing they are on the cusp of some forbidden fantasy.
"That my baby wants to..." She smiles at him ruefully, playing the scene out, letting the tension build to an almost unbearable level, before finishing her thought, "Play with his Mommy's big boobs."
Upon hearing this, a surge of excitement, the likes of which he has never known in his young life, fills his heart, and captures his soul.
"Y-yes Mommy I w-would," he finally manages to stammer out.
"I thought as much, the way you have been eyeing them all night it's really no surprise, but being you're so sweet, innocent and above all else shy, I guess it's up to your mommy to lead you to the promised land huh?"
She pushes him back against the large round pillow, and then turning around settles herself down in front of him, laying with her back flush against his bare chest. She reaches behind her, tugging, pulling, and stroking his hair playfully, before her hands slip down finding his.
She guides his nervous hands around to the front of her body and places them on her tummy. She removes her hands wondering what he might do on his own.
He begins to glide his hands all over her bare tummy, slowly ever so slowly with each passing circle they glide higher, until finally they are just inches below the majestic twin peaks of her breasts.
Sensing he will need encouragement to take that final step she turns slightly towards him whispering, "Go on baby, don't be shy, you can touch them if you want."
This encourages him to go right up to the very base of her breasts; right up to the very edge of her pretty lace bra, where his hands pause. She smiles to herself, enjoying her son's innate shyness, but even as she enjoys it, it's driving her absolutely wild with mad desire.
"Here let Mommy help you." She takes his hands into hers, and slowly pushes them up and onto the very fullness of her large breasts. His heart races with excitement, as he begins to carefully, slowly move his hands all around and over her tits, in soft semi-circles, simply loving the way her tits feel through the silkily smoothness of her bra.
She lets out a soft sigh as she sinks against him whispering, "You have been dreaming of this for so long huh baby?"
"Yes. Is...is that OK. I mean are you mad for me having such naughty thoughts."
"God no honey. I have been dreaming of this myself. Of you playing with your Mommy's tits...Yes for so long baby."
"You have?" he says now encouraged enough to begin to feel her tits with increasing passion. He starts to fondle them, a hand on each, more firmly.
He continues to run his hands all over them, squeezing, fondling, and playfully stroking them to his utter delight. Lini leans back thrusting her chest out allowing him maximum access as a new yearning desire is beginning to take shape in her wicked heart.
Finally, the desire becomes too much and it's time to lead him to where she knows he so desperately wants to go. She turns around and brings her lips to his. They began a long slow series of desperate kisses, tongues wickedly pushing against each other, that only ends when she once again guides his face down into the deep valley between her gloriously large tits.
Jimmy, swept away, by the forbidden passion that has exploded in his heart, kisses his way down into that luscious valley. He showers every bare inch of her exposed skin with kisses as he works his way down. He brings his hands up and begins pawing at him Mommy's tits with reckless abandon, before pulling away to catch his breath.
They eyes lock for a moment, before he whispers, "God Mommy your boobs are so big and beautiful."
"Yes and you are so very hungry for them aren't you baby."
Before he can answer she reaches out and draws him into the warm embrace of her bosom once more as he begins to slowly kiss the bare skin revealed between those majestic aqua blue cups of hers.
He watches with rapturous attention as her bra slowly slips away revealing inch by inch of his mommy's big, beautiful tits. She uses her hand on the back of his head, exerting gentle pressure to guide his hungry mouth upwards as more and more of her breasts are slowly revealed as the pretty bra slips off ever so slowly. He begins a mad series of slow, gentle kisses that cover the entire landscape of her mountainous breasts before finally reaching the summit—her grand, exquisite, and very erect nipples.
He takes each taunt nipple delicately into his mouth, closing his eyes as she begins to cradle him in her arms, as if he was a small babe, stroking his hair, whispering for him to "go ahead sweet baby, suck on your mommy's nipples."
He obligates her, and himself, and does as she wants, sucking on each one in turn so sweetly, so delicately, so deliciously that soon Lini is squirming as she cradles his head in her arms, arching her back trying to force more of her taunt nipple into his mouth.
Time loses all meaning as she cradles her "18 year old baby" in her arms much as she did so very long ago. He is innocent sucking is starting to turn into something more wicked as he is exerting his manhood upon her.
Lini soon finds herself flat on her back on the soft fur rug, her huge tits jutting upwards at him, as he is taking a moment to catch his breath. An absolute firm resolve to forever sate his ravenous appetite for his mommy's big tits overtakes Jimmy as falls upon them like a hungry wolf.
He begins to kiss them all over, no longer sweet and delicate, but with kisses full of eager young passionate that only teenage boys know. She is suddenly frightened by all his passion, as she had not prepared for anything more than a few light kisses maybe exchanged between them, which would lead to him sweetly and innocently playing with her tits, which in turn would led to a long slow and very sweet suckling session as she fantasied about him, once again, being her baby boy, so full of love and tenderness for his mommy.
But now here she is, flat on her back, his mouth flying from one breast to the other, showering them with wet, rapacious kisses that are growing in both heated passion and pure animal aggression.
She suddenly wants to be in control again so she tells him to stop; tries to wriggle out from under him, while pushing him off of her. He responds by dropping the full weight of his body upon her as he, seemingly possessed with super human strength now fueled by his mad lust, uses his hands to trap her wrists against the carpet.
He applies just enough force, not to hurt her, but to make her struggles useless as he literally slaughters her tits with his mouth sucking on them so madly that it takes Lini's breath away. All sense of innocence is lost as Jimmy's releases a frenzied storm of uncontrollable fury upon his mother.
He begins to push on her down there, humping his lower body against hers as he sucks on her tits with such a wrath that she is nearly in tears. She feels how large, how very, very large he is through his tight jeans. How large and how indecently hard as he pushes his body against her over and over.
His hips grind away as Jimmy, his cock throbbing with a hardness so intense that it is actually beginning to hurt, simply can't help himself.
He raises up from her, panting like some kind of crazed dog, taking the scene in with wild eyes. She is laying there on the beautiful white carpet, surrounded by the soft glow of candle light. Her bare naked big tits glisten with his saliva as her chest heaves up and down; his eyes slide down her naked chest, across her bare belly and to her jeans.
He suddenly wants that buried treasure between her legs so badly that he loses all sense of decency and decorum. He can't control himself any longer, nor does he want to as he reaches down and claws at her jeans, trying to literally rip them off her body.
But he doesn't bargain how very tight they, nor does her struggles to stop him help matters. Deciding that having them half way down will be good enough he jerks on them- hard- finally getting them down and off her hips.
"Stop baby stop...this is not what I want!!" She cries, begging, pleading as she bats at his hands that are wrenching her jeans down and off her hips.
"No, but it's what I want you teasing little Asian bitch." Jimmy barks at her- his actions, his mind, and most especially his passions racing out of control. "Now turn over on your fours you fucking cunt!!"
Emboldened with a strength that he never knew he had, her struggles only inflaming his passion to take her, he snakes one hand through her long hair using it against her. He pulls on it her hair hard, making her yelp with surprise and pain, as he flips her easily onto her fours.
He raises up on his knees moving himself behind her as he yanks his own jeans and boxers down just as she turns around to stare at him, as she rests on her knees and elbows, with eyes that grow big with fear...and pure excitement.
She sees her son yank down his jeans and boxers and watches, her heart literally exploding in her chest, as his huge fully erect, throbbing 8 inch cock is released from the tight confines of his too small boxers.
"Oh God baby no...Please. Stop." She cries out knowing it's too late but still her motherly instincts to control him cannot be denied their trying.
"You have been teasing me all night...Mommy...and now you will get what you deserve." He says the word "Mommy" with such spite and malice that it makes her scared for what must happen next.
He rips aside the pretty matching lace aqua bra thong she is wearing as he viciously thrusts his cock forward towards her pussy. But he is young, inexperienced, and very much a virgin, so his aim is not so good. His cock does not slide inside her wet pussy but just below it.
Yes despite all that has transpired, despite her pleas to stop, somewhere deep, deep down inside Lini is incredibly turned on by this wicked turn of events. By her young son taking her by force. A part of her, a deep dark part that is slowly making itself known, is begging to be fucked...good and hard.
But this is completely offset by the rational side of her that is not drowned in alcohol. This is going further and faster than she had expected, and worse still she is no longer in control. After years and years of young sexual teenage angst for his pretty mother, Lini is being swept away by Jimmy's passionate fury that is being released upon her. She suddenly knows he has no plans on stopping. She had not planned on this, but instead had only planned on maybe a few light kisses, some soft suckling on her tits, and then falling asleep with him cuddled in her arms.
Her sweet romantic notions, albeit naughty ones yes, have now taken a dark twist and she is desperate to regain control. Jimmy jabs his hard dick repeatedly into her backside, trying desperately and with a sense of growing embarrassment to find her pussy. In frustration he releases her hair allowing Lini to turn her head around and say to him as the tears spill out of her eyes, "Please baby you...you don't want to lose your virginity this way."
Jimmy sees the tears spilling out of his beautiful mother's face as she looks up at him, and his heart immediately softens, unlike his cock which is still rock hard. Lini realizes that her son needs a release and quickly takes matters into her own hands as she reaches back and grabs her son's nearly 8 inch cock and starts to stroke it up and down softly as she speaks to him soothingly.
"Come on baby let Mommy help you release." She raises up onto her knees spitting on her right hand to "lube it up", knowing what must be done.
Jimmy is too embarrassed by his inability to stick his cock in his mommy's pussy to resist. He curses his lack of experience and now is starting to feel guilty for the rough way he treated her. He starts to apologize when she whispers for him to be quiet and let her take control.
Any latent feelings of guilt are quickly replaced by pure lust as she uses her wet saliva soaked hand to rub his cock to new heights of hardness. "Don't worry sweetie, Mommy won't leave you with this," she coos to him.
She thrusts her tremendous tits out at the same time Jimmy, riding an immense wave of forbidden lush, pushes his hips forward. His big cock is nearly swallowed alive by her tits as it slips in between them.
He starts to pump up and down as her hand slips off his cock. Lini uses both of her hands to push her tits together forming a tight tunnel of lovely tit flesh that engulfs her son's cock in such a sensational feeling of pure pleasure that it only takes three or four thrusts before his cock explodes in a geyser of cum.
They collapse against each other tumbling down onto the soft white rug as Jimmy, the guilt from both attacking her physically and verbally returning to him full force, starts to apologize profusely to her.
Lini shushes him up, kissing his tears away as she pulls him against her telling him to relax and close his eyes. She just holds him for a long moment or two, holding him tight, allowing his fears about the rough way he treated her to subside.
"I think maybe we should sleep down here, inside this enchanted circle of lights."
"You mean together?"
"Yes silly together. Now why don't you go over and grab some blankets from the hall closet while I go upstairs and clean up this gooey mess you left all over my tits."
Jimmy is more than a little happy that she doesn't seem mad over what just happened. He rushes off to retrieve the blankets, after slipping back on his boxers and shorts, from the hall closet wondering if there night of forbidden passion is over, or just getting started.
A few minutes later, Lini comes back down, fully dressed once more, much to his disappointment and they lay under the blankets next to the candles on the fireplace mantle.
Jimmy tries to stay awake, but between being softly cuddled in her arms and all the wine he has consumed tonight it's a losing battle. He is soon fast asleep in her arms.
Sometime later, Lini wakes him up and leads her still half asleep son up to her bedroom. She tucks him in to the bed, safe and sound, and then retreats to her bathroom to prepare for Act II of the night's festivities.
She smiles softly to herself as she imagines Jimmy thinks their night is over, but little does he know it's just beginning as what has just happened has released a passionate lustful beast within Lini's heart that must be sated.



The half-asleep Jimmy fights to stay awake waiting for her to return to bed. He has romantic notions of falling asleep in her arms after profusely declaring his undying love to her over and over. He is surprised, and very much relieved, that she does not seem overly upset by his wild attack upon her. He was even more surprised when, as they climbed the stairs, in a soft whispered plea that almost sounded desperate in its urging, when she invited him to sleep with her that night. He is hopeful, wondering if sleep was all that was on the menu.
He does his best to stay awake, but it's to no avail and in the process of waiting for her in slips off into a deep sleep. Sometime later he fills himself being awaken by a series of soft kisses and even softer words by his mother.
His eyes flicker open and for a moment or two he believes he is dreaming. The bedroom, which previously had been dark, is now bathed in soft candles light. His mother's voice, sweet and soft, is coming from next to him in the bed.
"Wake up hon. It's time for you to maybe go back to your own bed."
He rubs his eyes saying, "Can't I sleep here, with you."
She strokes the side of his face, after softly turning his face to look at her. She is sitting on the edge of the bed wearing a pretty white satin robe, "Is that all you want to do is sleep Jimmy. Maybe you might attack me again," she says with a sly smile.
The guilt once more comes rushing back to him over the way he treated her so roughly downstairs earlier that evening. "I promise to be good," he says lamely as it's all he can really think to say in his defense.
"Really you won't lay a hand on me baby," she says standing up as she slowly starts to undo her robe.
The robe flutters softly to the floor. What she is wearing causes his cock to instantly come alive. His mother is wearing a halter stretch white lace teddy with plunging neckline that allows her massive tits to spill out on all sides of it.
"You like your mother's pajamas sweetheart. Here look at the back..." she says turning around. The back has a large part of the white lace material that should be covering her ass cut out in a beautiful heart shaped design.
"Hmm you like yes..."
"Yes. Jesus you look beautiful. Like an angel sent from heaven."
"Yes and if I allow you to sleep with me tonight you shall treat me like an angel promise. No more aggressive attacks. You have that out of your system right hon?"
"Yes. I shall be good to you. Promise."
"Good then go into my bathroom. Brush your teeth, rinse your mouth out and then come back to bed."
Jimmy does as she requests hurrying, hopeful that she is just not using those sexy "pajama" to tease him.
He enters the bedroom and sees her sitting on the edge of the bed looking utterly beautiful. He cock stiffen in his boxers as she stands up holding her hands out to him.
They come together, holding hands as she whispers to him, "That was quite a display of aggression you put on downstairs Jimmy."
"I'm sorry Mom. I didn't ..."
"Shh just promise you will be gentler, slower with me when the time comes. Can you do that?" She kisses him gently. "Please... baby... for... mommy." She accents each word with a soft kiss.
"Yes." He says breathlessly kissing her back as they fall back onto the bed together, arms wrapped around each other. They get under the sheets and start snuggling softly in each others arms while exchanging sweet kisses, each lasting longer than the prior.
This time he goes slow. He lets her lead, feeling her push his face down onto her chest. He spends a good five minutes kissing the entirety of her bare chest revealed by the skimpy white lace teddy.
He then finds himself on his back, as she hovers over him, leaning forward letting those huge tits fall in his face. He begins to lick up and down, all around the deep exposed valley of her cleavage, before thankfully she yanks the teddy open allowing her bare tits to flop into his face.
He suckles on them, being mindful to go slow this time, as her moans grow louder. Now it's her hands clawing desperately at his boxers, ripping them off as she takes control. She pulls the sheet back revealing the fullness of his gloriously manhood.
She lets out a sigh, before falling upon it with her lips and mouth. She slowly takes all eight inches into her mouth, sucking on it with delicious fervor. She stops after a short time though as its only a prelude to what she really wants.
She falls onto her back, pulling him on top of her, whispering, "Come on baby Mommy wants you inside of her...now."
She reaches down and carefully guides his throbbing cock into her wet hole as Jimmy finally loses his cherry.
"Go slow baby. Make sweet love to your Mother," she whispers as their lips find each other and they begin a long, slow passionate kiss, while he pumps up and into her, trying to match her, as she bounces slowly up and down on the bed with him.
"Oh God hon you feel so big, so hard inside me. That's it ...make love to your mommy. Oh Jesus yes like that."
Jimmy goes slow at first, but soon nature takes over and he finds himself gripping the headboard above her, hips thrusting downwards with increasingly growing force. She doesn't seem to mind as her moans only increase in intensity.
He raises up onto his arms and pauses for a moment. He was maybe about to cum so he waits for the moment to pass. He stares down at her. Her magnificent tits jutting upwards, her pretty face turned sideways against the pillow, her eyes shut tight.
It's a lonely scene he beholds, only made lovelier as he begins to thrust into her slow and hard. The force of his thrust causes those huge tits of her to jump and jiggle, which turns him on more than anything ever has in his young life.
Soon he has no other purpose in life, but to thrust his cock deep inside of her hard enough to make her tits bounce. To this end, his slow hard thrusts begin to pick up in intensity and speed as does her moans of pure pleasure, as does the way her tits jiggle when he slams into her over and over.
Harder and harder he begins to "make love" to her. His youthful energy takes over and he is soon fucking her as if there is no tomorrow. Her huge tits are bouncing up and down as she begins to cry aloud, "Oh baby Mommy...Mommy is cummming!!" she cries her head thrashing from side to side, her long hair whipping about.
One, two, three more mighty thrusts and such an intense orgasm washes over him where he loses all muscular control; his arms that had been supporting him give way and he goes crashing down upon her, his body shaking from the intense orgasm that he just experienced.
After soft exclamations of undying love for one another they are both soon fast asleep- his face once again, guided by her cloying hands, resting in the safest place in the world.
He is not sure, but he thinks when he falls asleep, just like so many long years ago, he did so with her tit in his eager mouth. It's all a blur to him, thinking back upon it later on.
But not to Lini, as she smiles contently before falling asleep, just as she had planned all along, knowing that is exactly the way their night ended.
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The father suddenly found himself sitting in his kitchen apparently waiting for something, or was it someone. He glanced at the clock on the wall. From the soft moonlight streaming in through the window he could barely make out the time. It was an hour or so shy of midnight on this cold and stormy Halloween night.
What day was it Saturday? No wait. Sunday maybe... He was not sure. He shook his head trying to bring his thoughts into focus and then decided for whatever reason that the day was not important. What was important, and he knew this deep down inside his tortured soul was it was the anniversary of his death. Four years ago on a cold stormy Halloween night, much like this one, the cancer he had been battling for the last 15 months had finally come in all its ugly glory to claim his life.
As he rests in the kitchen quietly, waiting for his senses to come alive, waiting for the pain of his awakening to subside, Ellie comes bounding into the kitchen followed closely by his wife. They were both talking and giggling.
He had been sitting in the far corner slumped in one of the kitchen chairs. The girls will not notice him, of that he has made certain, as he has made himself a part of the dark shadows that reside in the corner.
Ellie flips on the small light above the sink and turns to Missy saying something he cannot quite catch. Ellie had just turned 20, but despite her advanced age now, she was still just as cute and adorable as always. Ellie was just so sweet, so innocent, and oh so adorably cute and cuddly that she would make even the sweetest of puppy dogs look menacing in comparison.
Ellie, named after her grandmother on her father's side, was the product of a mixed marriage. The father was a handsome Caucasian man in his own right, but when standing next to his gorgeous African-American wife he was hardly noticed at all.
Ellie hit the genetics lottery as she adapted the finest traits from both her mother's and father's races. Her unblemished skin seemed to be coated with brown sugar as she had a complexion that was a near perfect combination of dark and light. Indeed, her light ebony skin glowed with dark beauty, only adding to the extreme beauty of her picturesque face.
The show stopper for young Ellie was her big dreamy eyes, full of sweetness and innocence topped by long feather- like languorous eyelashes. These eyes, with their dark stunning beauty, held such power that when she turned them on her daddy, not once did they ever fail to melt his heart.
In addition to her fawn like eyes, Ellie was blessed with a pert little nose and full sensual blossom-pink lips that, due to several factors, had yet to be tasted by others outside of her immediate family.
Her delicate smile, which came easily especially when in the presence of her daddy, had a spellbinding quality to it that was accented by her perfectly shaped dazzling white teeth.
Her long dark hair, which much to her daddy's chagrin, she kept more often than not pinned up, when let loose fell, in a cascade of dark beauty just past her shoulders.
There was precious little that was not perfect about Ellie physically, and that included her well sculpted figure. She was small, at only 5' 3" and 117 pounds, but was well put together; her nicely sized 32 B breasts, and gorgeous perfectly shaped ass, which was neither soft and squishy, nor hard and solid, but somewhere balanced perfectly in between, garnered her much attention.
She worked out constantly and was proud of her well-toned abs and legs, which she loved to show off as she tended to wear chic, shredded clothes in a mutinous way, which showed off a maximum amount of skin. She also seemed to regard underwear, bras in particular, as the enemy. She rarely wore them even as she became older and more developed.
Her favorite tops were shredded half tee shirts that would barely cover those perky little breasts of hers. She liked her tee shirts to be light colored so they would better show off her dark ebony skin. Light colored and skin tight, which allowed for the fact she never wore a bra, while running around the house in her little half tees, to be amply noted.
She more often than not coupled her half tee shirts with a pair of tight daisy duke shorts, or a short little mini skirt, depending on her mood. During the summer, she spent long hours working on tanning her already dark skin laying out by the pool in a variety of multicolored bikinis. Ellie, in short, was a show off, but yet she did it in such a sweet innocuous way that it did not seem that way somehow.
Her father took careful note of the way his daughter dressed, proud yet dismayed all at once. Proud because he had a confident daughter who was not afraid to flaunt her God given beauty, which was the way the father thought it should be, despite his quiet misgivings that maybe she flaunted it a bit too much, especially around him. The dismay came when Ellie was in a "flaunting mood" he simply could not keep his eyes off her young, nubile body.
Many that knew her, but only from a distance, thought Ellie was a bit of a cock tease, more so maybe because her personality which always seemed to be cheerful, bubbly, and most ladylike, also tended to be teasing and fun loving.
But anyone that knew her well understood that Ellie, above all else, was sweet and innocent. They also understood she was a look, but don't touch type of girl, and if that was being a cock tease, well so be it.
Ellie as the age of 20 was still a virgin, as pure and innocent as freshly fallen snow. She had yet to be touched by a boy, or a girl, for that matter; had yet to be even so much as kissed by anyone except her parents. She was extremely naïve and innocent when it came to all things relating to sex.
Ellie, as an only child, was the love and light of her very over-protective parents, in particular her mother. Sadly her mother had been killed in a fatal car accident shortly after Ellie turned 13, which only caused her father to be even more overly protective of his only child.
He sent her to an exclusive, private all girls Catholic school were Ellie was an all A student and one of the nuns favorites. She was actually studying to become a nun herself as a simple, uncomplicated life held great appeal to the young girl. She had not reached a final decision yet, but the idea of becoming a servant of the church was definitely something she was seriously considering.
As a result she never dated, even if her daddy would have let her, which he would not have, nor took much of an interest in boys in general.
She had very much decided, if she was going to give up a life of simple chastity it would have to be for the near perfect man, rather than settle for someone less than perfect, and in young Ellie's mind there was only one near perfect man—her daddy.
But was there someone out there like her daddy, sweet, charming, intelligent, handsome, romantic...could there be? She was determined to wait and see and wanted to be unknown to man if she was to meet her ultimate prince charming.
After the mother died in a tragic car accident, Ellie and the daddy became incredibly close for a good little while as they were both lost in mourning for the woman they both so dearly loved. Then sometime after Ellie turned 15, her daddy met her, Missy, the blonde bitch goddess from hell. Met and married her that is.
Ahh yes, Missy and Ellie—a study in contrasts. Missy was your typical California bleached bomb bimbo. She was 5" 5", 129 pounds and had size 32 E tits along with a well-shaped set of legs and a super sweet ass. Her skinny size 22 waist made her large, enhanced boobs look gigantic. The father cared little they weren't 100 percent real; hell he paid for them. What mattered was the best plastic surgeon in all of Southern California had done his job well. Yes, Missy's boobs may have been fake, but they looked fantastic.
Her bleached blonde hair fell to her shoulders, which worked well with her unblemished complexion which was tanned to a deep golden bronze from hours of worshiping the sun in a wide variety of skimpy bikinis. At the age of 24, she was what one might refer to as a trophy wife.
The platinum blonde, with the big baby blue eyes and enormous breasts, stopped just about everyone who met her dead in their tracks, including the father. His many friends laughed when the father married her. They whispered behind his back, "He's 53 and she's 24, it will never last. She only married for money. "
He was rich, lonely and vulnerable; in other words just the type of man Missy was looking for. He was just lucky enough to have met Missy at a local charity fund raising event and they immediately hit it off. Three months later they were married.
He did not care what others thought as long as Missy and Ellie accepted each other which apparently, as he watched them come into the kitchen holding hands, they were finally doing.
For the longest time, even up to the very bitter end in fact, Ellie and Missy fought like cats and dogs. The father's only hope was that as Ellie got older, things would start to get a bit better as maybe Ellie would begin to view Missy as less a threat to her relationship with her daddy, and more as a friend and fellow confidant she could share mother/daughter secrets with.
The father was wary of the quiet periods between his pretty wife and lovely daughter though, wondering always if their getting along would last, as in the past there were a few times they seemed to be getting along famously, but then some thing or the other would cause one of them to get upset and their whole budding stepmother-stepdaughter relationship would come crashing down.
Now the father, whenever Missy and Ellie seemed to be getting along, instead of getting overly excited, took a wait and see attitude. Unfortunately, his waiting for Ellie and Missy to finally fully accept each other, was interrupted by a grim diagnosis of lung cancer, too far along to do anything but wait for the inevitable, which came a little less than a year later. The 15 year old Ellie was crushed to hear of her father's death sentence, and then crushed again when her prayers to God to save him went unheeded.
During this waiting period to die, the father became dismayed as he watched his wife and l daughter fight like cats and dogs again to see which one of them could provide him with the most comfort during his long slow descent to death. He died a sad, broken man, but not before he extracted from Ellie, what at the time she perceived, as a rather strange promise.
On his deathbed he made the 16 year old Ellie take a vow of chastity for at least four years. When she asked why he simply responded that he wanted her to wait for him. When Ellie asked what that meant, the father growing weaker by the second mumbled, "Just wait Ellie, f-four years...you should be pure, unknown to man if I am to return...Promise."
He then he slipped into unconsciousness and shortly afterwards and died. Ellie was left to ponder his puzzling request, although she thought granting it might not be too difficult, since she had already determined herself to wait until that perfect man, her prince charming came along, before ever having sexual relations.
Now she just decided not to really look, to keep to herself for the next four years, just as she had promised her daddy. She knew one did not break a death bed promise without great peril.
Slowly over the years after the death of the father, Ellie and Missy started to get closer. While the death of her father, deeply saddened her it also made her mature as no longer was her daddy around to baby her and take care of her every whim. True to her word she kept her vow of chastity unwilling to break her promise to him despite her blossoming beauty and the many suitors that came with it.
A big cause of their new found closeness was one simple act Missy performed upon the father's death. He had split all his assets down the middle, 50/50 between Missy and Ellie. They were rumored whispers that Missy was actually happy over his death now that she was going to be quite well off with her 50 percent cut. There were also rumored whispers she was going after all of her husband's estate. Something about him changing his will right before his death making her sole beneficiary, which of course would leave poor little Ellie out in the cold.
These rumored whispers, like many rumors, had no basis in fact. It was all just idle gossip, but still it got back to Ellie who was very hurt and now scared. She had been just starting to warm up to her step mother when all this happened.
Ellie finally confronted Missy about the rumors who responded by, in a most unexpected twist of events, ordering the estate lawyer to transfer her 50 percent in its entirety to Ellie. She would take nothing.
This touched Ellie's heart deeply and it was then a real bond began to form between the two women. Shortly, after doing this Ellie came home from school one day to find Missy packing her things up.
"What are you doing Missy?"
"Why moving out of course. I no longer have any claims to this house and the estate lawyer said I should leave."
"What he just wants to throw you out like that."
"I guess."
"Well what if I want you to stay."
"It's your house hon and since you are past the age of 16 and are entitled to be on your own if you so choose."
Ellie invited her to stay. At first, Missy demurred, saying she didn't want to be a burden. Ellie broke down and cried saying she couldn't stay in this big house all alone. Missy stayed promising to be the best friend as possible to Ellie if that is what she wanted. From that day forward, like flowers in the spring, their relationship began to blossom.
The father was now seeing this "blossoming" as he watched while the two girls begin to whisper and giggle to each other. He wished he could hear what they were saying.
"Hey why are we like whispering anyway Missy, we are alone remember in this big old house, like who is going to hear us."
"Are you sure?" Missy replies with a secret smile on her pretty face, that Ellie fails to detect. Then she adds, her voice still barely above a whisper. "Because sometimes I feel like he is here still watching over us."
"That is just wishful thinking. We are alone."
Missy turns away from her step daughter to retrieve a pair of wine glasses from one of the upper cabinets. A simple act done as much to hide a knowing smile, as to get the wine glasses.
"Poor little adorable Ellie if only she knew the truth as I have come to know it about her father," Missy thinks to herself as she sits the wine glasses down on the counter top, followed closely by a new bottle of expensive red wine.
"Hmm wine. What is the occasion Missy?" Ellie asks.
"Well it's trick or treat night right, so I figure we owe ourselves a little treat maybe," she says with a warm smile. "Besides this wine is your daddy's favorite. We were drunk on it the first time we made love."
"Too much information," Ellie says holding up her hand while suppressing a giggle.
"Oh come on Ellie don't be such a little prude when it comes to sex. After all you are 20 years old now and..."
"I'm not a prude!!" Ellie says interrupting her.
Missy fills two wine glasses up, holding one out to Ellie.
"No thanks I don't drink."
"No sex, no drinking see you are a prudish little girl. Very much so. Boy when I was 20 like you. I ...well better not say." Missy says happily draining half of her glass in one long swallow.
"Who says I don't have sex Missy. I might. I mean, I have guys who are interested in me. Besides, like you said, I am only 20 years old, I still have time to experience things."
"And well you should baby, considering how absolutely gorgeous you really are, but we both know you are still very much a virgin. A very pure and innocent virgin who I bet has not even been kissed yet"
Ellie blushes a bit at her stepmother's complement as she eyes the full glass of red wine still sitting on the kitchen counter in front of her.
"Well so what..." Ellie says defensively, and then makes an impulsive decision, and snatches up the wine glass and takes a hearty drink from it.
"That's better but if we are going to get drunk together on this fateful All Hallow Eve's night then we should go downstairs to the living room where we can get comfortable."
"What you wanna get drunk with me Missy. I have never been drunk before you know. I might act like a fool."
"That is the beauty of it hon. If I get drunk too I probably A- won't notice or B- will be too busy acting like a fool myself to care."
Ellie laughs saying, "Well if you put it like that why not. Besides getting drunk with you beats the alternative I had planned. But I am surprised you don't have a date or some fancy party to attend."
"No, no plans for me, but tell me what might have been your plans." Missy says as they head out of the kitchen, down the short dark hallway towards the living room.
"Going to bed early, lonely and depressed because today is the day...the four year anniversary."
"Yes I know," Missy says sighing heavily, "you think I could forget."
They walk into the dark living room and Missy settles down on the couch as Ellie turns on the small lamp on the end table for light.
"Ellie sweetheart can we talk about that. I mean about your daddy for just a moment. Sit here..." Missy pats the couch next to her. Ellie plops down next to her stepmother sensing that maybe this talk there about to have is important, since neither one of them talk of him much as it's just too painful.
"I was wondering sweetie ahh both of us spent a bit of time alone with him that last night before he passed. When you were alone did you make him any kind of promise?"
"What do you mean?" Ellie say narrowing her eyes as the memory of that weird promise she to remain pure and innocent while waiting for his return, comes back to him.
"Hmm, like did he ask you to do something? Promise him something maybe."
"Both actually."
"Can you tell me?"
"I ...well I think it's supposed to be a secret Missy."
Missy looks at Ellie with those big baby blues as she says softly, "Look we are friends now, can't we share a secret or two honey. I mean I have a secret that I would like to share with you, but only if you are willing to open up to me a bit Ellie."
"I want to open up to you Missy but..." Ellie pauses and then turns away shyly. She has issues with getting close to people, maybe as a result of both her mother and father dying on her while she was still young.
"Maybe it would be easier if you stopped calling me Missy and starting calling me ..." Missy pauses knowing this first bridge she is about to cross is so very important. She reaches out and takes one of Ellie's soft delicate hands into hers and squeezes it tight before adding "Mom."
Missy notices how Ellie almost at once stiffens when she draws her hand into hers, but doesn't try to pull back. Somewhat of a good sign anyway, she muses to herself.
"I would like that. I owe it to you anyway since the way you have taken care of me so well these past few years. Like I was you own daughter."
"You are my daughter honey. And just so you know. I don't care about how different we are, the difference in our skin color, I don't care all the fights we had over the years, I don't care about none of that when I think of you I think of you as my daughter, not step daughter mind you, but just my daughter. Plain and simple. I feel that close to you."
"You do?" Ellie says relaxing her hand in Missy's.
"Very much so. And I am hoping you could think of me as your mother without that stupid step adjective in front of it. I want to be your mother more than anything else in this world."



She sighs deeply and now takes Ellie's other hand also, turns her slightly on the couch so they are facing each other. "I promised your daddy that on his deathbed among other things and as I'm sure you know deathbed promises are sacred things hon."
"Yes they are." Ellie says drawing her hands out of Missy's, maybe not ready to commit to be so close yet. Instead, she takes two or three small delicate sips of her wine before she says, "I made one myself and since you opened up to me about wanting to be my mom I will share with my mom."
"I wish you would."
"You might think it strange but my daddy asked me to...to wait for him while staying pure and innocent."
"Hmm not strange at all honey. Me and your daddy had a long talk about you before he died and he... Well damn honey, I don't want to scare you honey."
"Mom tell me. I have the feeling you know something. I tried to ask him why, what it meant exactly...wait for him, but he couldn't response and just sort of slipped away. I..." Ellie shakes her head unable to continue, as a tear or two escapes, trickling slowly down her pretty cheeks.
Missy slowly, carefully gathers Ellie into her arms, hugging her tight. Ellie feels the warmth, the incredible undeniable warmth emitting from this woman who she considered a mortal enemy for so long, but now is warming up to more and more with every passing day; tonight maybe with every passing minute.
Missy brings her mouth to Ellie's ear and begins to whisper. "Hon your daddy, we made plans so someday he could come back to you, but only if you stayed innocent and pure like he asked. Like you promised."
Ellie pulls back, blinking back the tears, confused at what her stepmother is saying. "I don't understand come back what do you mean."
"Come back to you. In first spirit form, and then later in flesh and blood if only for one night. Would you accept that?"
"Of course Mom but..."
"Shh let me explain, but first it matters none if you can't answer this question the right way. That is very truthfully."
"Ok ask then." Ellie says her heart racing as this is all so weird, just like that final promise she made to him on his deathbed.
"Have you been pure and innocent this last four years and even before then Ellie. Are you in fact as pure and innocent as freshly fallen snow when it comes to being with someone?"
"Being with someone? You mean like sex."
"Yes like sex or like just being intimate. Close physically, even just hugs or kisses with someone would ruin things."
Ellie stares at her stepmother for a long moment, before answering slow, "Nothing is ruined. I have waited for him, pure and innocence just as he asked. It seemed so important to him, and like you said deathbed promises are sacred. Even before my promise there was nothing and nobody I was close to but mom and dad."
"I too made the same solemn promise to him," Missy says looking at Ellie solemnly.
"You did really. That is why maybe I never seen you go out on dates. Why you just work and take care of me all the time. Because..."
"Exactly and now the waiting is over. He has been watching us. Seeing if we would be true to him. I can sense it, can't you? It's been four years, four longs years since you mature from a young naïve girl of 16 to the true 20 year old beauty you are now. Still naïve yes, but more beautiful than ever and you remember that is how long he asked you to wait right?"
"Yes, I guess it has now that you mention it. Four years. Geez a long time. But you know, it's eerie and I thought of saying something to you but then it just seemed so silly." Ellie lowers her voice to almost a whisper as she leans toward Missy on the couch, "I really get the feeling I'm being watched when I'm getting undressed, or taking a shower, a bath...or laying out by the pool in my bikini."
"Not surprising. Death is drawn to the beauty of life Ellie and you are beautiful."
"Mom stop..."
"Why do you have the hard time with the truth little girl." Missy says lightly brushing her hand through Ellie's hair. "Or maybe you just need to hear it from your daddy once more."
"Mom stop teasing."
"I'm not. We can bring him back. Bring him to us."
"How."
"Well we would start with a séance."
"I thought that séance's were just a bunch of you know mumbo jumbo Mom. They don't really work."
"That is often true, but not because they don't work in general it's because the person doing the séance is not ahh skilled enough to make it work. Now if anyone can make a séance work the way it is supposed to that would be a powerfully wicked witch maybe," Missy tells Ellie with a twinkle in her eye.
"Oh well too bad we just don't have one of them laying around then."
"Oh but we do dear."
"Right, who?"
"Me."
Ellie looks at her stepmother with total disbelief as she exclaims loudly, "Get out of here, Missy...I mean Mom, you ain't no witch."
"I am, a little demonstration maybe is in order." Missy tells her with a cocky smile. She waves her hand in the air and suddenly there is a small bouquet of pretty red roses in her hand, which she presents to Ellie with a flourish.
"Wow that is like..."
"Magic yes I know. But we have no time to go over my resume in detail honey. Do you want to contact your father and see if he will come play with us tonight on All Hallows Eve when the world of the dead is closest to ours?"
"Yea a séance would be cool mom. But maybe could you show me another magic trick first." Ellie says excitedly before she takes another sip of wine, wondering if maybe she is just not drunk.
"Look hon we really don't have time for me to show off, if we are going to do this we should hurry upstairs and both prepare ourselves for the séance. As we are getting ready I can show you a thing or two maybe."
They both hurry upstairs Ellie, carrying her bouquet of roses that her stepmother produced out of thin air, both nervous and excited about the prospects of contacting her dead father, but even more so by her stepmother being a witch.
Ellie follows Missy into the master bedroom and then into the large bathroom attached to it. Missy shuts the door quietly and then critically examines Ellie telling her a few changes are in order.
"Changes what kind of changes?"
"Your daddy has a bit of a perversion my dear for slutty looking little girls that still look somehow sweet and innocent. I think I can achieve that look with you."
"Mom is that really necessary. I like the way I look," Ellie responds glancing at herself in the mirror. Her hair is pulled up, she has little or no makeup on, and is dressed in a pair of simple jeans with a black over-sized sweatshirt. She had been depressed tonight, on this anniversary of her daddy's death and her manner of dress had showed as such. Missy with her wonderful magic though was about to change all that.
"Look Ellie time is of the essence here. All Hallows Eve is waning. You must trust me and follow my instructions to the tee without question if we want to have a chance to contact your daddy."
Missy steps back and places both of her hands on Ellie's arms, looking at her seriously, before finally saying, "Can you do that for me?"
"Yes." Ellie says simply, making a firm determination to go along with this, whatever this may be, as she feels somehow, someway Missy is telling her the truth about being able to contact her father.
"Good here have another sip of that glorious red wine I poured you earlier, to help you relax my dear." Missy says rummaging around in the drawer for her makeup kit.
"But Mom, I left my glass downstairs."
"Nonsense it's right there." Missy says with a twinkle in her eye as a glass of wine, suddenly pops onto the counter top seemingly out of thin air. Ellie is about to ask what the hell, but thinks better of it as Missy gives her a dark look as she pulls her makeup kit out of the drawer and places it on the counter between them.
Instead of questioning, Ellie takes several sips of the now full glass of wine as Missy goes to work fixing her up. She first undoes the hair ties that were holding Ellie's hair up. Her long black hair now falls back over her shoulders in a beautiful wave.
"That is much better, your daddy doesn't like your hair being up you know. Now what else," Missy says looking at her in the mirror before adding, "Hmm I know, some blonde highlights or streaks even, would make you look a bit more slutty I would think Ellie." Missy says running her fingers through her hair.
Ellie is about to comment on how they don't have time to color her hair with streaks or highlights, if time is truly of the essence tonight, when Missy runs her fingers through her hair lightly once more while chanting something in a strange language she has never heard before.
Missy, sensing Ellie's curiosity, tells her the language is Old Latin.
Suddenly, Ellie's dark hair is filled with soft blonde streaks that blend perfectly with her naturally beautiful ebony hair. Missy beams at Ellie in the mirror proud to be able to show off her mad witching skills for her young stepdaughter.
"Now for your make up, its needs to be a bit more ahh cheap and slutty looking, don't you think Ellie. I mean you do want to look like a perfect little slut for your daddy right sweetie as that will increase the chances of him being lured to us."
Ellie says yes quietly, still stunned at her stepmother's amazing powers. Missy spends the next few minutes turning her sweet little innocent looking step daughter into a tramp, as she cakes on plenty of makeup, too much probably for a girl already as pretty as Ellie, but the end result is just what Missy is hoping for. Ellie with her eye lashes now thick and black, her eye shadow a gaudy blueish color, and her lip stick a bright cocksucker red now looks both cheap and slutty.
The makeup done, Missy now stares at Ellie for a long moment, seemingly turning something over in her mind. Ellie notices how her gaze seems to be pointed directly at her chest as she wonders what Missy could be thinking.
"Hmm yes maybe that could work after all." Missy finally says. "Ok then I think I can remember the wording to the spell. Relax, close your eyes and in a moment you will feel a sharp pain in your chest but it won't last long. Open your eyes when I tell you."
Ellie again does what she is told and closes her eyes as she faces the mirror. She hears Missy saying something again using the Old Latin, a spell of some sort she assumes. Then she does feel a sharp pain in her chest that lasts for maybe 3-4 seconds.
Finally, Missy tells her to open her eyes. Ellie opens her eyes and sees something amazing. Her loose fitting sweatshirt now appears to be concealing two rather large bulges underneath it.
"My God Missy are...are they real." Ellie whispers as she stares at her chest in the mirror.
"Very much so. Of course they are nowhere near as large as mine, but then again I think a nice pair of 34DD's is nothing to be ashamed of."
"It's...it's not." A shocked Ellie stammers. "Jesus Mom I was only a 32B before."
"Yes I know hon, a very nice 32B at that but well you daddy happens to have a bit of a bit tit fetish, I mean look at me after all."
"Yeah I know Mom your tits are like huge."
"Are you complaining of that hon."
"No not all. I like them," before she adds impulsively, the wine making her brave with her words, "A lot."
"Well we will just have to see about that later on hon, wait here while I go conjure you up something nice to wear."
Just a minute or so later, Missy pops her head into the bathroom telling Ellie her outfit if waiting for her in her bedroom. Missy instructs Ellie not to add or change anything to what she has picked out for her in any way, and to be sure to wear the white satin robe over her outfit, before meeting her downstairs in the living room.
Ellie heads off to room curiously wondering what her magic item Missy conjured up for her to wear. She imagines, considering what she did with her makeup and how she made her small tits so much bigger, that the outfit she will be wearing will show off her new and improved tits along with being both cheap and slutty.
Five minutes later, Ellie, her suspicions being proved right about what Missy conjured her up to wear, makes her way down to the living room. Missy is sitting on the couch waiting for her sipping on a glass of wine. As she makes her way over to the couch she notices the living room seems to be in the grips of a deep chill.
Settling down next to her mother on the couch, Ellie pulls the pretty white satin robe tighter around her body trying to ward off the chill that has settled over the living room. Missy is wearing a satin robe herself, but hers is pure midnight black, in stark contrast to Ellie's pure white one. Ellie curiously wonders what outfit her stepmother might be wearing underneath that midnight black robe of hers.
Ellie takes a big gulp from a fresh wine glass filled to the rim once more that Missy shoves in her hand as soon as she sat down next to her. Ellie is quickly developing a taste for this delicious red wine, liking the way it makes her feel all warm and fuzzy.
"Are you ready to begin our séance baby girl?"
"Yes." Ellie says and from this point forward things start to slowly spin out of control for the shy, innocent, 20 year old virgin.
'We shall do it right here on the couch. Here take my hands Ellie."
"Mom don't we have to sit at a table or something holding hands."
"Oh that is all a bunch of mumbo jumbo Hollywood movie crap honey. Trust me I can bring your daddy to this very room without all that unnecessary drama. Just follow my instructions exactly honey because I warn you dead spirits are quick to anger understand."
"Yes," Ellie says feeling a quiet chill of excitement settle over her.
"Your daddy will communicate, at first anyway, through me to you, and then later maybe if you are lucky he will talk to you directly. It will be like you are hearing his voice inside your head baby, or maybe he will just speak aloud, it all depends on his mood, on the atmosphere, but regardless of which we he chooses to speak to you honey this is very important if he tells you to do something you must without question do it. Will you be OK with that?"
"Yes Mom. I mean no matter what you shall protect me right."
"Like a mother bear protects her cubs hon. Trust me. Ready to begin?"
"Yes."
Missy starts chanting in Old Latin as the house is suddenly plunged into complete darkness, all except for the sudden glow from a roaring fire in the old fireplace, which had not been used for years to Ellie's knowledge, but which suddenly leaps to life.
In addition, both of the candelabras that Ellie had noticed earlier, one each on the two end tables that flank either side of the couch, suddenly also come alive, their small flames dancing and giving off an eerie light.
In the deathly silence of the old house only the snap, crackle and pop of wood burning in the fireplace can be heard, along with the soft chanting that is coming from Missy.
Ellie looks around at the deep shadows of the living room and then back to her stepmother, who has her head back and her eyes shut as she continues to quietly chant in her creepy Old Latin. Ellie listens and waits; her heart thumping in her chest.
A short minute or two later, Missy stops chanting and opens her eyes saying to Ellie, as she waits with bated breath, "He wants you to stand up sweetheart."
"H-he is here Mom." Ellie quietly asks as she starts to stand up.
"He is near, but not ready to show himself. He needs to test you first."
"Test me..." Ellie starts to inquire what that could mean, but then falls silent when Missy gives her a stern look.
"Put these on." Missy orders her, producing a tan colored shoe box from somewhere behind her.
Ellie opens the shoe box, and quickly slips on the new shoes. Her heart again begins to thump wildly in her chest as Ellie sees the shoes match her overall look quite perfectly; that is they are quite slutty looking. Ellie now is wearing a pair of 6 inch spike black heel highs adorned with rows of small metallic studs.
"Is he here?" She asks standing in front of her stepmother, but despite the fact she is now wearing slutty six inch heels, which should help her feel tall, instead Ellie only feels very small and vulnerable in the silent darkness of the living room.
"He is right there," Missy points to one of the far dark corners of the living room.
Ellie turns her head quickly, and does see what appears to be a dark shape sitting quietly. She remembers there is an old wicker chair wedged into that corner as her heart nearly explodes in her chest as she simply cannot believe what is happening.
Ellie feels like running, such is her sudden fear, but a gentle touch of Missy's hand on her arm quiets her nerves. That is until Missy says to her, "If you want to lure your daddy from the shadows hon, you must take off that pretty robe of yours and show him what I picked out for his slutty little daughter to wear for tonight's festivities."
Ellie, keeping in mind what Missy said earlier about obeying her, shyly tugs at the knot holding her robe shut, and then stops, looking at Missy with eyes filled with sudden fright. Despite the wine, and her mother's strict instructions for her to obey her orders, Ellie's innate shyness starts to get the better of her.
Her shyness comes mainly from knowing what she is wearing underneath, and Ellie, despite being a consummate showoff at times, has never had the occasion to allow anyone to see her in her underwear before.
An impatient Missy decides to take charge saying, "I know my little girl is shy about showing off what I picked out for you, but trust me I am sure it will look fantastic on your sweetie. So c'mon, be a good girl now and take your robe off for us please baby."
"Ok but I ..." Ellie decides to make a small confession, "I just never let anyone see me in my underwear before Mom."
"It's ok, come here a bit closer..." Missy says taking Ellie's hands into hers and guiding her over to where she stands right in front of Missy as she scoots to the edge of the couch.
"If you are too shy, let me take your robe off for you." Missy now carefully reaches out and tugs at the knot of the white sash that holds her robe shut.
The knot comes undone. Ellie sighs audibly as she feels her mother's warm hands slip inside the robe and up her bare arms to her shoulders, where she slowly, carefully slips the robe off of her.
Ellie's gown falls off her shoulders and flutters softly to the floor, revealing the sexy white lace strapless bra and matching panty set Missy conjured up for her stepdaughter.
"Come on sweetie show me the back. Please, pretty please." Missy tells her sweetly.
Ellie giggles like a school girl before she does a quick twirl, revealing to her step mom just how skimpy the thong she conjured up for her is in the back. The wine, along with Missy sweet pleadings, seems to have made her forget her natural shyness, if only for a brief moment anyway.
Both the bra and white lace thong panties, standing out in stark contrast to her dark skin, just as Missy knew they would, look absolutely adorable on Ellie. The father watches from his silent hideaway deep in the shadows. His cock comes even more awake seeing his gorgeous little girl in such a state of undress. The father smiles to himself relishing the idea there is life "down there" even after four long years of a cold, lonely death.
Ellie blushes shyly, feeling her step mother's eyes crawling all over her, especially her chest. Curiously, she wonders just what her step mother is thinking as she stares at her young step-daughter so she goes fishing by saying sweetly, "I don't wear bras much, but I think I like this one. It's look really cute on me huh Mom," she says coyly.



"Oh sweetheart you look so adorable in your new underwear. I... well I hope you don't mind me saying this, but that strapless bra looks absolutely gorgeous on you hon," Missy purrs at her daughter. "I think I did really well in conjuring this up for my darling little daughter..."
Missy pauses now and directs her gaze squarely on Ellie's immense tits adding, "Who from the looks of things is not so very little anymore. I am sure your daddy is more than a little impressed sweetheart."
Ellie indeed hopes so as she warily looks around her. The darkness of the living room seems to be creeping closer. She moves towards the warmth and what she thinks is the protection of her stepmother as she casts yet another furtive look into that dark corner where earlier she had seen the shape sitting in the old wicker chair.
Her eye catches a movement. A swirling in the shadows that seems to be forming into a shape. "Could it be him really, her daddy." Ellie wonders silently. She wants to believe, but as of yet is not fully ready to give credence that the dark shape in the shadows is her daddy.
Ellie attention is drawn away from staring into the corner as her stepmother whispers to her. "Your Daddy has suggested before he comes to play with us he requires proof."
"Proof of wha..." Ellie question dies on her lips as just then a soft, low voice, her daddy's voice!!, starts to whisper in her brain. Missy only smiles at her wryly sensing her daddy is speaking to her now.
"Remember sweetie what daddy told you about your new stepmother. How vulnerable she is if you..."
"I think I do remember Daddy." Ellie says silently to that eerie, yet unmistakable voice, of her daddy's.
"Good then waste no time is showing me the proof that I need that you truly love your mommy. Be sweet and innocent yet, bold and affectionate with her Ellie. Shower her with kisses, love and mostly especially affection. Only then can I show myself."
The memory comes flooding back into her brain, like it was yesterday she had the conversation with her daddy, while in reality it was years ago. The way to Missy's heart, her daddy told her one quiet evening shortly after he married Missy, after Ellie had been whining about Missy being cold, stone-hardhearted bitch, was to play the role of sweet, innocent, little girl for her. Her daddy assured Ellie that her new stepmother would eat that up and become putty in her hands.
Her Daddy had confided that Missy had a deep dark secret. Years ago, when she was in her late teens, Missy had a riding accident; she was thrown from her horse, and then trampled by the horse following hers, almost killing her. But she was both young and strong, so she ended up surviving her injuries with little or no permanent damage, except for the sad reality that the doctors told her. Missy's uterus had been severely damaged and she would never be able to bear children.
So if Ellie was both sweet and innocent with her, in a most sincere and heartfelt manner, it would appeal to Missy's unfulfilled motherly instincts that left such a gaping hole in her heart. Then her daddy added, "If you ever have a moment where you are alone and feeling vulnerable and scared turn to her for comfort while calling her 'Mommy' and you will find what a truly loving and sweet person your stepmother can be honey," her daddy further explained to Ellie.
Well poor Ellie was certainly feeling more than a little vulnerable, and at least a tad scared, as she recalled this conversation like it was yesterday so she figures she has nothing to lose if she takes her daddy's advice, even if said advice shockingly comes from beyond the grave.
When Ellie, eyes glazed over momentarily as she recalled the conversation, is quietly brought back to reality by Missy's soft touch on her bare arm she nearly jumps.
"Sorry love, were you thinking of him."
"Yes."
"Let me guess Ellie he requires proof of our love."
"Y-yes...but how did you know."
"I didn't really, it was just an educated guess. I knew how it bothered him our not getting along."
"Yes but we get along fine now, don't we? Now that I am older."
"Yeah, you're 20 so old, so mature...right." Missy says sarcastically before turning serious and adding, "But yes we do get along better, but sadly, he has not had a chance to witness our growing fondness for each other. Now would be the time to show him, don't you think."
"Yes but how?"
"Hmm still cold sweetie?" Missy says noting the fact Ellie's nipples are practically poking a hole through her tight strapless bra. It's a sight that makes Missy lick her lips in quiet anticipation of what she will hope come later.
"Yes very much so."
"And when little girls, even little girls that are not so little any more like you at the age of 20, well regardless when they are cold they like to be..." Missy's voice has dropped to a whisper, as she looks over at the roaring fire with its large square white rug stretched out in front of it, offering a quiet invitation.
"Cuddled." Ellie whispers back.
"By their..."
"Mommy's" Ellie says, deciding to take the leap and follow her daddy's advice, as a sly smile breaks out on Missy's face.
"So go ahead and ask me sweetheart, in a louder voice, so your daddy can hear, and..." Her voice drops to a low whisper, "call me Mommy from now on. I think he would like that as I would."
Ellie casts a quick glance over in the dark corner where, once again, she sees a rapid swirling in the shadows, that causes goosebumps to raise all along her bare arms. Looking back at her mother she bats her pretty eyes at her and says, using her sweetest, softest, and most innocent little girl voice, "Mommy I'm cold can we maybe go snuggle in front of the fire."
"Really Ellie you want to snuggle up next to your mean old stepmother." Missy says playfully back while batting her large baby blue eyes right back at her daughter.
"Yes Mommy, Please, pretty please."
Missy gets up, almost smirking Ellie notes, and extends a hand to Ellie who slowly takes it. Missy leads her over to the white rug in front of the fireplace, where somehow now, more of Missy's magic Ellie supposes, there is a large blood red floor pillow sitting in the middle of the rug.
Missy settles herself down against the pillow as Ellie sinks to the soft rug on her knees. The moment seems surreal to Ellie as her step mommy, the witch, gathers her quietly into her arms and snuggles her tightly.
They hold each other for a moment or two, neither saying a word, as Ellie wonders what might come next. She feels Missy warm breath on her neck and then a soft whisper in her ear.
"Your daddy bless his heart, never wanted nothing more than to see his two girls getting along, and as for me I wanted nothing more ever than this chance I have right now to hold you in my arms and whisper sweet nothings in your ear baby girl."
"I think your baby girl would like that." Ellie whispers back, feeling Missy run her fingers through her soft dark hair.
"Would she now, would she like to her how much Mommy loves her baby girl, because she truly does..." Missy accents this with a soft kiss on Ellie's ear lobe making her squirm a bit, "And how much she has always dreamed of having someone so adorably cute and cuddly like you baby Ellie to hold in her arms."
"Oh Mommy I..." Ellie twists out of Missy's grasp, now sitting up on her knees so she can look Missy straight in the eye, as she continues, her voice dripping with sweetness, "Love you too, so much. And there is something else I have always wanted to tell you but I guess I have been just too shy to do so. Maybe even now."
"I have the perfect cure for shyness sweetie..." Missy leans over and grabs a full glass of wine, which magically had just appeared in arms reach, "Here drink this down, all of it, and it will help loosen that shy little tongue of yours."
"All of it? But Mommy..." Ellie says noting the glass is full and she is worried about getting sick.
"Don't worry little girl, this is very special wine. It's so tailored so you can get really drunk off of it, but not at all sick to your stomach. It's my own special witch's brew you might say," Missy says with a laugh.
"Oh well in that case," Ellie suddenly feeling a very overwhelming need to please her mommy drains the whole glass quickly. The buzz from the wine is instant, making Ellie suddenly feel very safe and secure, and not the least bit shy. In fact, she feels just the opposite; that is she feels quite bold and aggressive.
"So tell me what you were going to say."
"Just how beautiful you are Mommy. And that maybe you..." Ellie pauses, remembering her daddy's advice about kisses, love and affection, before adding, "Would like to share some sweet little kisses with your little girl as we cuddle."
"Really sweetie you would share kisses with your mommy."
"I would love to." Ellie says throwing caution to the wind.
Missy smiles at her stepdaughter warmly, using her witch's instinct to glean that Ellie is not lying just to please her daddy, but instead truly means what she is saying.
Missy pulls her daughter into her arms as she slips her right hand around the middle of her back, snuggling her tight. Now here in her mother's arms, half naked that chill is more acute than ever, most likely caused by Ellie still wondering just what may or may not have been lurking in the shadows of that dark corner. Could that really been her daddy. Adding to her chill is a very acute feeling that she is being watched by a pair of hungry and aggressive eyes.
Or maybe the chill comes the way Missy's long, sharp fingernails are tracing soft semi circles around her shoulders and upper back, and with each passing circular movement her mother's fingers are falling lower and lower.
They are soon lingering on the back of her bra strap as Missy starts to shower Ellie with the lightest and sweetest of kisses all over first one cheek and then another, whispering sweet little terms of endearment the whole time.
Ellie's heart races as she feels Missy's fingers slip lightly under her where her bra fastens in the back; she starts to pull on it, twist it, seemingly testing the clasp for weakness?
The young sweet Ellie is suddenly sure her stepmother is about to undo her bra as her kisses now find their way down to her vulnerable neck. The thought fills her young heart with untold excitement, along with a fair amount of dread, but then maybe a bit of disappointment soon follows as she feels Missy' hands slip away, her bra still safely done up. She is not sure if she is more disappointed or relieved at this point.
Her mother's sharp finger nails trace small patterns all over Ellie's back sending chills up and down her spine. "I have dreamed of this for so long Ellie of holding you in my arms cuddling you, like you were my very own sweet little baby."
"But I am your very own sweet little baby Mommy. Cold baby that is. Can I have some more of that wine as it warms me up if only for a minute?"
"Of course," Missy says reaching for the glasses of wine she had moved just to the left of where they were cuddling. Both girls take a nice long sip from their respective wine glasses before Ellie shivering says, "Mommy why is it so cold in here. Isn't the heater working?"
"It's cold because I cast a little coldness spell while you were upstairs hon as your daddy likes things chilly. Plus honestly I thought it would induce you to cuddle with me for warmth."
Ellie is impressed with Missy casting a coldness spell just so she would be encouraged to cuddle with her. She is also quite jealous though of that black satin robe that Missy has so snugly wrapped around her body.
"Aren't you cold too Mommy?" Ellie asks looking jealousy once again at Missy black satin robe before adding, "Maybe not since you still are lucky to have your robe on."
"I would suggest you put your robe back on but I have a feeling that your daddy would not care so much for that idea. I think he is having a most wonderful time staring at his half naked little girl. Can't you feel his hungry eyes on you hon?"
"Y-yes." Ellie says starting to shiver all the more as Missy confirms her earlier suspicions.
"Maybe Mommy should let her little girl share her robe. You are small enough I think and..."Missy gets up on her knees now, while turning to face Ellie, "This robe just big enough where I could open it up and if you snuggle really tight next to me I could probably wrap it around you."
"That sounds like a wonderful idea Mommy, but won't daddy get upset since you will be sorta of you know covering my body up."
"Not if you show him, how much you appreciate your mommy sharing her robe with you by showering her with lots and lots of sweet little kisses." Missy says as their eyes meet and something deep and dark pass between the two girls.
"I would very much show you Mommy what a warm, loving and very appreciative little girl I am if you would be so kind and let me snuggle up to you under your warm robe."
"Hmm..." Missy starts to say as a mischievous smile starts to spread slowly over her face, just as she starts to tug on the thick black sash that holds her robe shut, "Maybe I should show my little girl first what mommy is wearing under her robe before she decides for sure."
"Yes you should." Ellie says her curiosity growing by leaps and bounds now as to just what kind of sexy outfit her stepmother may be wearing under her midnight black robe.
Ellie's eyes are fixated on her step-mother as she slowly tugs on the knotted sash. The knot comes undone. The robe starts to fall open, further and further until, much to Ellie's shock she sees her stepmother is completely naked under her robe.
Ellie stares in disbelief as Missy's huge tits are exposed in all their naked glory to her hungry eyes. She has lost the power of speech as Missy sits there on her knees, holding her robe open so very invitingly to her young daughter.
"Well now that you see Mommy has nothing under her robe..." Missy pauses reaches out and strokes the side of Ellie's face before adding in a soft whisper, "Do you still want to snuggle up next to her huh?"
"Yes Mommy more than ever I do." Ellie says licking her lips involuntarily as her eyes become fixated on Missy's big, beautiful tits.
Missy reaches out and pulls Ellie softly into her embrace, snuggling her under the robe as they fall back against the large blood red pillow. Ellie feels the satin robe being wrapped around her body as Missy brings her mouth to Ellie's ear whispering, "Now as you promised show Mommy what a sweet loving and most affectionate little girl you really are Ellie."
Ellie snuggles her face up against Missy cheek and then begins to lace it with kiss after sweet kiss. Ellie feels the warmth of her step mommy's naked body pressed up against her like some kind of wicked heating pad that is simply melting her heart and her inhibitions away.
Ellie pulls back slightly from Missy, first averting her eyes, before unable to resist she looks down at the two huge globes of creamy white tit flesh being pressed against her dark ebony skin. Missy tits are incredibly warm and firm against her as Ellie feels her heart racing.
Ellie, with great effort tears her eyes from Missy's beautiful tits, and looks back up at her, batting her pretty dark eyes seductively at her step-mother, trying to be extra flirtatious while screwing up her courage. Her gaze finally settles deep into Missy's big blue eyes.
It almost seems like those big blue eyes has cast a wicked spell over her, as she is no longer feeling any shyness whatsoever. Instead, the only thing she feels is an overwhelming desire to get lost in the beauty of her mother's hauntingly beautiful eyes, along with that wickedly delicious body.
Unknown to Ellie, the wine she has so eagerly been sharing with her stepmother all night, is enchanted with a potent magical sexual narcotic that is causing Ellie to become so very horny.
Missy senses the time is right. She softly slips a hand around the back of her daughter's head. She ever so slowly pulls her closer.
Ellie doesn't resist, but instead allows her lips to be guided upwards to her mother's. She tilts her head to the right, closes her eyes, puckers her lips just a little as she opens her mouth slightly.
The one burning thought in Ellie's mind is she is twenty years old and this will be her first real kiss so she wants it to be memorable. She prays she doesn't screw it up.
"Go on tell me you love me honey, show me your love."
"I do love you Mommy, so very, very much." Ellie says lost in a world of surreal pleasure.
Ellie's inexperienced lips move slow, lightly brushing on Missy's much more experienced lips, before shyly pulling back. The dam is beginning to burst as Ellie brings her lips forward once more, using a feather-light pressure that only increases the growing tension between them.
Missy is being extra conscious not to rush Ellie into anything, letting the young girl, for now anyway, be in control, as their lips just barely graze each other's. Their second light kiss lasts only a few seconds, but is soon followed by several more. It seems maybe both girls are playfully experimenting, trying to see just how far the other is willing to go.
Ellie's hands grow restless with desire as have been stroking all over Missy's stomach, tracing light circles on it. She wants to move them up higher and begin to fondle those immense tits of her stepmother's, but as of yet she can't seem to muster the courage to do so. But even so with each passing circle Ellie's delicate young hands come closer and closer to her step mommy's tits.
Much to Missy's delight, the beautiful witch sees the potent wine is finally beginning to work its magic on her young daughter, making her lose her inhibitions.
But the innate shyness, in regards to sex, in Ellie is strong and powerful; a true test indeed for the equally powerful sexual narcotic that is found in this oh so special wine that Missy has been feeding her daughter all night. Missy feels Ellie's hands hesitate just below the rise of her majestic tits. Hands that Missy so desperately want to feel playing with her tits.
Missy starts to get the sense that Ellie is not so much shy as she is just simply teasing her mother with this timid little act of hers. This starts to make her angry so she sends a powerful message, telepathically, to the father, "Encourage the little bitch to feel me up before I take matters into my own hands...understand!!"
The father, knowing with a phrase or two of that the diabolical Old Latin his wife, could send him back to the nether regions, unsatisfied, does as she wants.
Ellie hears, what can only be her daddy's soft whispered voice, floating inside her head, just as Missy suggested she might, "Let your hands go sweetheart. Let them explore."
Does she dare disobey? Ellie bends to her daddy's whispered voice, bends to the will of the enchanted wine, and lets her hands go. She begins to softly slide them up and over the immense rise of her step mommy's awesome tits.
Missy lets out a quiet sigh, breaking off their soft series of light kisses, whispering to Ellie, "Oh honey that feels so good."
"I just could not resist anymore, your tits are just so big and beautiful Mommy, you ...you don't mind if I touch them right." Ellie says sweetly, shyly, as she innocently bats those long luxurious eyelashes at her step mommy.
"Of course not sweetie as long as you don't mind if..." Missy slowly brings her lips to Ellie, as she snakes one hand around the back of her head, "Mommy kisses you like this..."
Missy kisses Ellie boldly now, any pretense of innocence lost. Ellie responds in kind matching her mother kisses as her hands become increasingly aggressive playing with her mommy's big boobs—squeezing them, fondling them with utter delight.



Missy tentatively slips her tongue into her stepdaughter's mouth, ever so briefly, so quick that Ellie barely notices, after they exchange several breathless kisses. The passion is becoming overwhelming for poor Missy as she traces her tongue along Ellie's lips, tasting their innocent sweetness just as she has dreamed of for so long.
The mother then slips her tongue gently in her daughter's mouth, (the step moniker for both of them is long forgotten as their passion takes over) letting it linger this time, curious to see how her shy young daughter will react.
Much as Missy expected, Ellie pulls back, curious and afraid all at once, at this new style of kissing she had never dreamed existed such was her sweet innocence in all things sexual. But despite her innocence Ellie wants more. She wants her mother to take charge, so she boldly extends the invitation by opening her mouth wide as she presses it against her mother's mouth.
Missy, not one to turn down such a delightful little invitation, darts her tongue into her daughter's mouth, if ever so briefly, before Ellie shyly pulls back. Ellie is testing, playing, teasing Missy soon realizes with her shy little innocent act that is driving her crazy with forbidden passion, just as Ellie's, not so shy hands anymore, are so lustfully fondly her breasts as if there is no tomorrow.
Missy responds by playfully pushing her wicked, experienced tongue against her daughter's young, inexperienced tongue. Once again, Ellie teasingly pulls back, but then much to Missy's surprise the pullback is short lived as Ellie crushes her mouth against her mothers, just as she begins to flicker her fingers playfully across her nipples. Missy feels Ellie's tongue snake into her mouth before retreating, only to brazenly advance again.
Missy allows Ellie to have her fun, letting her tongue advance and then retreat time and time again, while playing with her tender nipples, all the while becoming increasingly turned on by Ellie's shy little tongue, and not so shy hands on her tits. Missy is getting to the point where she wants more; needs more than being teased by this beautiful little black bitch of a stepdaughter.
Missy brings both of her hands up, tenderly touching the side of Ellie's cheeks, gently pulling her face closer before plunging her tongue deep into Ellie's mouth, circling it all around. Ellie starts to pull back, maybe taken off guard by her mother's rough kiss, but Missy quickly tangles her fingers deep in her daughter's pretty hair not allowing her prey to escape her wicked tongue as it stabs again and again into Ellie's virgin mouth.
Ellie tries to squirm away, as her hands slip off Missy's tits and push against her trying in vain to stop this bold attack by her mother. Then the quiet hiss of her daddy's voice comes. It's not sweet like before, but maybe even more disquieting nor is the voice just in her head like before. Ellie's heart races when she realizes the voice is outside, being whispered in her ear.
She can even fill a bit of cold air on the back of her neck as she senses her daddy is close. She wants to turn around and see, but Missy holds her tight, trapping her as the voice whispers in her ear, demanding, urgent, "Relax baby, and let Mommy have her way. The magic of the enchanted wine fills your mother's heart with lustful, lecherous and most forbidden desires. Open your heart too sweetie, let the lecherous feelings wash over you. Feel the forbidden desire welling up inside of you. Do it for me sweetheart, let yourself go baby girl."
Ellie, with her daddy's prodding finally submits completely, allowing Missy's tongue unrestricted access to her mouth as she stops trying to squirm away. Instead, she responds by shoving her tongue firmly, aggressively back against her mother's tongue, an act that nearly takes the mother's breath away.
Missy pulls back, smiles briefly as she sees the ghostly apparition of the father floating nearby, his eyes blazing red with passion and desire as he watches.
The two girls stare briefly at each other, before Missy starts to move her mouth once more to Ellie's. She needs no prompting this time. Their lips crash together as they passionately kiss each other with reckless abandonment. Ellie's hands are working all over Missy's tits once again, while Missy hands are busy holding Ellie's face gently, one on either side, making sure she doesn't escape her mommy's wicked tongue.
Missy's tongue swirls into Ellie's mouth exploring deftly and without reservation. Ellie responds by punching her tongue into her mother's mouth, as both become swept away by an ever increasing wave of forbidden passion.
Ellie's mouth slips off her mother's lips, as she feels an unseen hand applying the gentlest of pressure to the back of her head, pushing her lips further down.
Down where it begins to softly nibble away at the rich creamy skin of Missy's throat and neck. Missy begins to squirm as Ellie has found one of her hot zones. She sighs, while murmuring soft encouragement to her daughter.
"Hmm baby girl is maybe hungry for more than Mommy's lips huh. Yes that is it, keep going."
Ellie continues to attack her mommy's neck with a series of soft and light nibbles, kisses and licks, which is just driving Missy crazy with wicked and wanton desire for her daughter. When Ellie tries to move her mouth back to catch her breath, the unseen hand applies just enough pressure to keep her mouth in place.
Ellie decides not to fight the forces that guide her kisses down as they slip off Missy's neck and onto her throat. Ellie playfully bites her mother's throat at the same time she lets her hands slip off of her stepmother magnificent tits and on around to her back, where she begins to hug her tight.
Ellie pulls her mouth off of Missy's neck and looks up at her sweetly as Missy gives her a warm smile, while reaching down and gently brushing a hand through her hair. Mother and daughter stare at each other for a long moment that seems frozen in time as the forbidden desire for what must come next grows in each of their hearts.
Missy, her eyes locked onto her daughter's like a laser, slowly pushes her body upwards against the red pillow she is reclining against, while at the same time carefully snakes one hand around the back of Ellie's head tangling it once more deep in her luxurious black hair.
Ellie closes her eyes as she feels her face slowly sliding down into the great divide between Missy's wondrous breasts. Missy then uses the lightest of touches to carefully turn Ellie's face towards her chest. Ellie's eyes flicker open, and turn downward, watching as Missy's chest, in its divine grandeur, rises and falls.
Staring intently at that those two large dollops of perfection that is her Mommy's fabulously gorgeous big tits, a sudden and intense desire comes over Ellie. Her gaze becomes focused on Missy's large fully erect nipples and a feeling, an unexpected onslaught of intense emotion, comes over her—a feeling of sudden urgency to taste those nipples in her young virgin mouth.
Missy speaks first, just as somewhere deep in the deathly stillness of the house, a clock begins to strike midnight, "Mommy senses her little girl is hungry...so very hungry."
"Yes Mommy I am."
"I think it's time for your midnight feeding sweetheart. Would you like to..." Missy slips one finger under Ellie's chin, raising it so she now is looking up into her eyes as she says so very softly, "Suckle on your mommy's big boobies."
"Oh God yes Mommy please like your like girl suck on them. Pretty please Mommy, I promise I will do a really good job."
"Sweetheart do you know how long Mommy has fantasized of letting you suckle on her breasts with so much gentle and kind love. God it's been a dream of mine for so, so long," Missy says stroking Ellie's hair as she positions herself for the ultimate act of love between a mother and her baby girl.
"I have dreamed of it too. Your tits are just so big, so warm and inviting I think a sweet little innocent girl like myself could simply get lost suckling on them for almost an entire night," Ellie tells her mommy as she feels Missy positioning her so her head is cradled in the nook of her arm.
"Show Mommy your tender words are more than just that baby girl, go on close your eyes and open that sweet little mouth of yours."
The clock falls silent, the final chime echoing fainting throughout the big old house as Ellie, eyes shut, mouth open, pulse racing, feels Missy warm nipple brush tenderly up against her waiting lips.
Ellie flickers her tongue out slowly exploring, as Missy lets out a heavy sigh as her daughter's tongue, inexperienced as it may be, nevertheless finds its mark making Missy moan with pleasure as it dances across her fully erect nipple, teasing it to new heights of hardness.
Ellie senses she is the one now that can make her Mommy beg so she flickers her tongue once across Missy's erect nipple, before lathering it with several gentle licks. Missy arches her back, trying desperately to force her breast deeper into Ellie's mouth, but is greatly disappointed as Ellie pulls back with a sly inward smile, but not before she pursues her lips and blows a soft stream of air on Missy's incredibly sensitive nipple making her squirm all the more.
Ellie looks up at her mommy, with a mischievous smile on her face, prompting Missy to say to her, "I think some little girl was teasing Mommy about being hungry."
"Oh but I am Mommy, really hungry." Ellie says, before lashing her tongue out and once again making Missy shiver with untold pleasure as her tongue slithers over her desperately erect nipple.
"Then stop teasing mommy and show me baby girl just how hungry you are," Missy says as she kindly strokes Ellie's hair before adding, "Now close your eyes again, open that sweet little mouth of yours and..." their eyes meet and something very, very special passes between Ellie and Missy at that very moment, as Ellie lies there head cradled in her arm, her lips mere inches from the promised land.
"Suckle on your mommy's titties like your very life depends on it. And it very well may honey if you disappoint me again." Ellie picks up on the implied threat found in Missy's voice, even though as Missy told her all this her voice was tender and at total odds with the implied threat.
She realizes fun and games is over and now it's time to get down to the business of pleasuring her mother. This time when Missy's warm nipple is slipped slowly into her mouth Ellie's realizes there will be no escape as Missy has snagged her fingers through the back of her hair and has her head in a vise like grip.
There is nothing left for Ellie to do but lash her tongue out once more, slowly circling Missy's nipple several times before finally beginning to suck on with increasingly passion that soon has Missy moaning with unearthly delight.
"That's it baby girl suck on your mommy's tit...ohhhhh God that feels so good. Show mommy how hungry you are baby," Missy cries with passion.
Ellie continues to suck on her mommy tit turning her mouth this way and that way, before slowly letting her nipple slide out of her mouth for just a brief instant only to catch her breath. The respite is short lived as Missy, her fingers still tangled in Ellie' hair, thrusts her chest forward burying Ellie's mouth against her taunt nipple. Ellie's wicked little mouth goes back to work sucking as if this is no tomorrow on Missy' tit.
Time stands still, as Missy re- positions herself, allowing Ellie access to her other, as of yet, untouched boob. Ellie gives this one the same loving treatment, resulting this time with Missy showering Ellie with absolute love and affectionate both verbally and physically.
Missy leans her head down kissing Ellie on the top of her forehead as she whispers how much she adores and loves her baby. Ellie responds by pulling her mouth off of Missy's boob, whispering how much she loves her mommy also, before their mouths crash together and they begin to kiss like long lost lovers.
The kiss lasts and lasts as Missy finds herself being pushed backwards until she is lying flat on her back on the thick white carper. Ellie's pretty face hovers over her before crashing down and showering Missy's neck and throat with literally dozens of light butterfly kisses that cause Missy to squirm like a school girl.
Then the shower of kisses reach the base of Missy's majestic mountains as Ellie pauses admiring their beauty before lowering her lips and once one starting a gentle shower of kisses that start at the base of her Mommy's tits and don't stop until they finally reach the peak where her Mommy's fully erect nipples are waiting for more loving attention from her young daughter.
The light gentle shower of kisses turns into a mad suckling session once they reach the peak as Ellie's sweet little mouth flies back and forth between Missy's boobs sucking and kissing each one until Missy is literally out of breath.
Ellie, despite being a pure and wholesome virgin, senses with instinctual passion just what her Mommy wants her to do as Missy tangles her hand in her hair once again and forces her young daughter's mouth off of her tits and onto the flat plain of her tummy.
And if she didn't know well enough what to do as she starts to lick and kiss her way downwards Missy makes it plain when she whispers, her voice rough and demanding with passion, "Go on baby girl...keep kissing mommy lower ...go on. Lower still..."Missy squirms on the soft carpet as Ellie's tongue dips and swirls around in her belly button before continuing on downwards towards the treasure that awaits between her legs.
Ellie raise her head up and says in her patented "sweet little girl voice "Am I doing good Mommy, with my kisses and stuff."
Their eyes meet, as Missy raises her head to look down at the black goddess that is giving her so much pleasure, "Oh God yes sweetie you are but don't stop please. Can you kiss mommy in her secret place please honey...can you do that for me."
"Of course Mommy" Ellie whispers back sweetly as her kisses finally slip down off of Missy's flat stomach and begin to lightly lap at her inner thighs one after the other. As Ellie moves her mouth back and forth between Missy's thighs kissing everywhere, but where Missy really wants to be kissed, she feels a growing sense of power over her older witch of a stepmother.
Missy is moaning louder and louder for her daughter to eat her out; moans which Ellie pointedly ignores as her kisses come closer and closer with each passing moment.
Ellie kisses her way up one inner thigh and then the other stopping just short of the treasure that lies between. "Oh baby," Missy cries out softly, "stop...stop teasing me and eat your mother's pussy...come on now be a good little girl"
Ellie responds to her step-mommy's desperate pleas by moving her mouth directly over her sweet smelling pussy, as she uses her hands to gently part her legs even more.
"That's it baby...come one." Missy's voice is husky with desire as she squirms trying to push upwards and bring that sweet little mouth of hers in contact with her aching pussy.
Ellie pulls back away from her mother's upward thrusts, loving the fact she is in total control. Instead of complying with her desperate demands to eat her out, she instead playfully begins to blow a soft stream of air onto her pussy.
Missy squirms even more against on the soft carpet as finally she feels her tongue snake out and flicker ever so lightly against her tender pussy lips. Ellie does this over and over again, causing her step-mom to first wriggle and then violently twist and turn this way and that.
Ellie's teasing has turned Missy into a wanton little whore who is literally begging now to be eaten out. "Oh God Ellie stop teasing Mommy and eat her fucking pussy out. Jesus do it now...please baby girl...stop teasing me...I want that mouth of yours so bad down there...come on don't ...I can...can't take it anymore...pleaaaaaaaaaase."
Finally, determining she has been properly warmed up by this artful little teasing session, Ellie takes the plunge and buries her face deep inside Missy's dripping wet pussy.
Ellie, of course, has never eaten pussy before, but yet somehow, (more of wine's wicked effects maybe) she knows exactly what to do. Ellie finds her mother's swollen clit and attacks it with a rotating tongue that causes poor Missy to buck and twist all over the carpet like she has been hotwired.
She intermingles small flicks of his tongue, with soft nibbles and sweet little kisses all over her mother's dripping wetness. Over, under, sideways, down her tongue travels a jagged course over her mom's vagina, leaving no part of it untouched.
Missy moans are getting louder and louder with each passing flicker of Ellie's tongue against her clit. She pulls back, resting her tongue momentarily, sensing, correctly, that Missy was on the very edge of coming.
She lets the tension die down inside of her for just a moment. Ellie had somehow known it would be a very good thing, a very wicked thing that is to bring poor Missy to edge of climaxing, at least once anyways, and then pull back, knowing that when she finally does go all the way her step-mom's climax will be ever the more powerful for the waiting.
She works her tongue all over her mom's swollen clit, lapping at it like a cat laps at a bowl of milk. Ellie then slowly brings one of his hands down, she had previously been using them both to knead her lovely tits like two large loaves of bread as she worked her cunt over, and ever so slowly shoves her index finger inside the dripping wet pussy of her desperate mother.
Ellie feels her mommy tense up as her finger slides into place and then moan even louder as she begins to finger fuck her while continuing to lap at her clit so sweetly with her now expert tongue.
It does not take long now. The witch is cumming. Hard. Violently even, as she bucks while her moans of wicked pleasure grow louder. She lashes her head side to side, her blonde hair whipping about, crying over and over again, "Oh God baby mother is coming...Yes ...OH GOD YESSSSSS!!"
They lay there for a minute or two, both panting like tired dogs, before Missy roughly pushes Ellie off of her. She is angry now despite the fact she came so hard. She hates the fact this inexperienced little black whore made her beg like a simple schoolgirl. She will have her revenge and soon, and when she does, with the help of the father, poor Ellie will never be the same.
To be cont.
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Popsicles and Paddles
Missy raises up, slips her robe back on and gives her step-daughter a cold stare, before saying icily, "You enjoyed that huh, you fucking little black whore, making me beg for it."
"M-mother I..."
"Silence," Missy yells as she lashes out and slaps her hard across her pretty face. Tears begin to stream down Ellie's face as her stepmother's sudden mood change has caught her completely off guard.
"Stop crying you sniveling little bitch for he comes for you now." Missy says pointing a finger over at the far dark corner.
"What is that? I want to go, now!!" Ellie cries as she points a nervous finger towards the slowly forming shape in the darkness. The figure is forming in the darkness of the far corner where she first detected movement at the beginning of this fateful journey she finds herself now on.
"It's too late honey. I have summoned him and now you shall be teased by the both of us much like you just teased me until I humbly had to beg like ...a fucking little schoolgirl. Now before the night is over you shall give yourself to him as promised earlier."
"B-but I never said yes."
"Ahh but you never said no neither. Yet you are here still, you did not try to run, nor hide, but instead chose to play wicked games with me- that in itself implies consent."
"Mom, I can't...no." Ellie's voice is edging towards panic.
"Ahh but you must my dear, you must," says Missy her voice growing husky with sheer desire. As Ellie stares in amazement the shape begins to take a defined form. It's forming into a body complete with a torso and all four limbs. The limbs are shaping themselves obviously into a pair of arms and legs. The head is formed by a darker mist, and from this appears suddenly two blazing points of red.
"H-his eyes..." Ellie whispers as she suddenly jumps to her feet and turns to flee, now overcome with absolute terror. Trying to run in her six inch heels is not easy Ellie soon finds out as she stumbles towards the stairs, but before she can reach them Missy grabs her.
"Yes look at your Daddy's eyes sweetheart, alive and burning bright red with forbidden desire...for you." Missy says hoping up, and with amazing quickness reaches out to snag Ellie around the arm, easily pulling her back from the stairs.
Ellie struggles to free herself from her step-mother, but her grip is iron tight; equivalent to a man's ten times her size. The ghostly figure approaches as Ellie watches with eyes as big as saucers.
"She has the soul of a rabbit, master. She wants to run. What shall I do?"
"Simple. Prevent her from running." The voice, her father's voice sounds cold, devoid of feeling whatsoever.
"Yes sweetie, Daddy has come home to his darling daughter. Be not afraid for what is to come. You are a big girl now, 20 years old all grown up so be mature and take what is to come, without tears." Then a sinister, echoing deep laughter begins to emit from the mist right before a small fiery ball of red flame comes hurling out of the mist heading straight for Ellie as the voice echoes, "Tie the little bitch up."
Ellie cowers against her evil step-mother, (she is back to adding the step moniker when she thinks of Missy now, with evil thrown into boot) as she sees the fiery ball, about the size of a baseball, rapidly approaching her.
Missy, with cat like quickness, snatches the ball out of midair just as it was about to hit Ellie squarely in the mid-section. Ellie lets out a sigh of relief, which quickly turns to terror, when she sees the red fiery ball, upon being caught by her evil step mother has turned into a bright white silk sash that Missy quickly wraps around her trembling wrists.
Ellie's squirms with ever increasingly panic as the mist draws closer. She looks at it with wide staring eyes able to see how the mist appears now more like an apparition with recognizable features of her daddy.
The voice of her father once again comes from the mist, "Ahh my poor Ellie is scared, much like the rabbit in the presence of a pair of hungry wolves."
"Are you hungry master?" Ellie hears Missy's voice coming from behind her somewhere.
"Absolutely famished my dear and yourself?"
"Likewise," again comes the voice of her evil step mother, somewhere behind her still, but drawing closer. Ellie's would look away, would if she could, but her eyes are glued on the ghostly apparition. Despite the voice, obviously being his, she refuses to think of the apparition as her father. She refuses to believe such a thing, even if the face has a glowing resemblance to her father.
As she stares, Ellie notes how the resemblance to her father seems to fade in and out, going back to an unrecognizable mist, before reforming into a rough image of her daddy's handsome face.
Finally, Ellie realizing Missy is no longer holding her turns to run, but doesn't get two steps when she runs head long into the evil step mother as she approaches her from behind.
"Going somewhere sweetheart," the ghostly apparition speaks directly to her.
"L-leave me alone," Ellie cries as Missy grips her tightly around the arm with a soft hand that has that vice like grip. "As if that could ever be possible sweetheart. To leave one alone as soft and as pretty as yourself." Missy whispers in her ear, while stroking her hair.
"Ahh but she is pretty, you did very good my dearest wife with our darling daughter, raising her to adulthood." Ellie hears the ghostly voice of her father say, before he adds, "I especially like the way her adorable little white strapless bra, seems to be having such a hard time containing those big beautiful dark tits of hers."
"And the shoes master, what of them?"
"Slutty as hell, as is her makeup. Well it suits her well as she, despite the sweet innocent act, truly has the heart of a wicked little whore."
Ellie can't believe the words coming out of her daddy's mouth, but instead of protesting, remembering her mother's hard slap earlier, she keeps her mouth shut.
"So are we ready to play master?"
"Very much so. I just can't wait to get my hands on my sweetest Ellie. To touch her, to hold her, to play with her." Her daddy's voice changes, now full of heartfelt soft emotion, just as she remembered from her childhood, but the words they speak are anything but sweet, "Ellie sweetheart ...Would you mind very much if your daddy plays with your pussy."
"And your mommy too," Missy says quietly in her ear.
"Of...of c-course not...Mommy and Daddy can play with my pussy all they want. I won't mind." Ellie says deciding quickly trapped between these two powerful beings what choice does she really have?
"Of course you wouldn't sweetheart, considering how you are standing there looking like a cheap little slut showing off for us, I think you are rather looking forward to the attention we are about to pay you." Missy says her soft voice in contrast to the wicked words she is speaking.
Ellie watches as two ghostly hands reach out towards her body. Thin wisps of light gray vapor slip and slither all over her bare tummy, raising goosebumps and making her shiver as they slowly rise towards her now majestically large breasts before stopping just short.
"I am Mommy. I want more of your kisses like earlier." Ellie says sweetly to Missy somehow sensing she is the one really in control, despite the fact she refers to her daddy as 'master'.
Missy warm lips and tongue press against Ellie's mouth as she turns her face to accept her step-mothers wicked and passionate kisses. But the kisses do not last nearly as long as Ellie would have hoped as Missy pulls away from her, leaving Ellie wanting more.
"Now, from the way the little tart gobbled up her mommy's kisses, I am sure she is ready for the fire and ice treatment master." Missy says ignoring Ellie's questioning look as to why she stopping kissing her.
"Yes she is." the ghostly spirit of her daddy answers, forbidden passion tinging his voice.
"Let us tease the little whore just as she teased us." Ellie trembles from fear, or is it excitement, as she sees once again the smoky tendrils of her daddy's hands slowly, ever so slowly, inching towards her.
The fact he called her a whore, instead of making her mad, only causes a deep longing to begin to build in the pit of her stomach. A deep longing to experience what a whore experiences every day.
"Tell me one thing before your daddy begins to ...touch his girl..." Missy whispers in her ear as she begins to knead her bare shoulders softly with her warm hands.
"What is that Mommy?"
"Why do you fear him so? He is your daddy after all, is he not?"
"Y-yes but he is dead."
"Hmm yes he is, but that fact should bring you sweet satisfaction."
"Why is that?"
"Simple. Life is so beautiful that Death has fallen in love with it, a jealous, possessive love that grabs at what it can. You are that life and your daddy, of course, Death sweetheart."
This ghastly riddle of sorts, whispered by her wicked stepmother so softly and sweetly in her ear, is just about the last thing Ellie remembers before her world is sent spinning into a vortex of forbidden passion with her wicked witch of a stepmother behind her, and the ghostly apparition that is her daddy in front of her.
The vortex starts slow, spinning its way softly, delicately, but ever more forward towards its ultimate goal which lays between the hapless young virgin's thighs. She watches as her daddy's light misty hands, with their long opaque fingers, slither all over her bare well-toned tummy causing goosebumps to break out all over her body. Ellie shivers, looking down and seeing one long tendril twist its way into her sensitive belly button, tickling it softly, coldly, making her tremble with ticklish delight.
She closes her eyes, leaning her head back against Missy, who begins to attack her neck with a series of bits and nibbles from her warm mouth. Meanwhile, Missy's hands are slipping off of Ellie's shoulders, and down her bare arms, causing her skin to crawl with a tingling sensation of warmth.
She understands now why one of them, she can't remember which, as clear thoughts are becoming more and more difficult, said something about giving her the "fire and ice" treatment. Both sets of hands, one filled with solid warmth, one light and airy and filled with undeniable coldness, slip down off of her waist. The father's hands start to stroke his young daughter's thighs, which instinctively begin to close. No sooner does Ellie close her thighs as she squirms against the coldness of those bone-chilling hands, than does Missy's spring into action.
She brings her hands around to the front of Ellie thighs and literally tears them apart, almost yanking her off her feet, before she plunges down onto her neck with such violence and passion, kissing it viciously while hissing at her to "Keep her fucking thighs spread wide."
Ellie reels from the attack, but does as her step mother wants, and spreads her legs further apart. She is quickly being rewarded by a softer series of kisses, licks and nibbles upon her neck by Missy. Ellie sighs feeling the tendrils slipping all over her inner thighs, their coldness, no longer unpleasant, but instead exhilarating, combined with the warmth of Missy's kisses, is sending her deeper into some sort of forbidden world of pleasure.
Ellie finds herself turning her face upwards towards her step mother, wanting more kisses by that wicked, warm mouth of hers. She does not wait long as Missy soon is plunging her expert tongue deep into her daughter's mouth.
Ellie feels Missy's hands, which has been kneading her firm ass, the thong she is wearing, providing little or no protection against her roving hands, now slip around to the front of her. Missy slides her hand carefully inside Ellie's panties as she brings her mouth to her ear, whispering a deep dark confession, "I have been dreaming about this from the first day I laid eyes on that young teenage body of yours Ellie. Please tell me now that you are no longer so young, but an adult and can make you own decisions...really is ok if I can play with your pussy sweetheart, while daddy watches. Don't worry Mommy has used her secret powers to make her finger all nice and wet...all lubed up that is so it will slide easier up into that tight little virgin cunt of yours."
Ellie shivers, not knowing what to say as now her daddy's voice speaks to her. "See honey, how your Mother doesn't want to hurt you. How thoughtful she is to make her finger that is about to split you all nice and wet."
Her father's voice is soft and sweet like she remembers it when he used to tell her bedtime stories when she was five years old. Ellie takes one quick peek at where the voice is coming from and sees it's from the slowly swirling mass of mist that represents her daddy's face.
Unable to match up that voice with the misty face, she instead closes her eyes and lays her head back against her step-mother's shoulder, just as she feels one of Missy long elegant fingers inching ever closer inside her panties, down to her previously untouched innocent little pussy.
Instead of being scared, desire, such as she has never felt before, fills her young heart. The words come bursting forth from Ellie's lips. "Oh yes mommy play with my pussy please... I want you to so very badly."
Ellie lets out a sharp gasp as she finally feels her step mother's wicked middle finger slide up and into her tight little pussy. There is a sharpness of pain, albeit briefly, before the simple pleasure of having her mother's middle finger slowly, carefully working its way up inside of her takes over. Ellie spreads her legs wider allowing Missy total access as their mouths come together and they start kissing like mad long lost lovers.
Meanwhile, she feels the icy coldness of her daddy's ghostly fingers slipping around to the back of her panties. The skimpy thong provides precious little defense against his fingers as it feels like her butt is being stroking softly with icicles. The abrupt coldness on her butt causes her to arch her hips forward, as she struggles against the white sash that binds her wrists behind her back, wanting to escape the icy coldness that is assaulting her ass.
But of course the sash holds tight, and all Ellie's squirming attempts at escape get her, is more pain and pleasure as when she thrusts her hips forward, it forces Missy's solitary finger deeper into her tight little cunt. The pain is acute as is the pleasure. Missy uses her other hand to twist Ellie's face towards her. Ellie looks at her step mother with half lidded eyes, as she moans deeper from the warmth of her mother's hot finger shoved up her tight pussy, while her daddy's cold fingers continue to caress her ass.
Missy's voice is soft and soothing as she whispers to her, "Kiss mommy deeply and you will feel her warmth spread throughout your body sweetheart, providing some measure of protection against your daddy's cold hands all over that sweet black ass of yours."
Ellie has one solitary thought that causes her blood pressure to spike as Missy's fingers finds her clit and begins to stroke it, "What will provide protection from you mother and that wicked finger up my..."Her thought is cut off as Missy presses her lips firmly against her daughters, while punching her hot tongue deep inside her mouth and swirling it all around. The promised warmth envelops Ellie.
Ellie responds to her mother's finger being worked carefully in and out of her gash by responding to her kiss with reckless abandon. She pushes her tongue deep into Missy's mouth and does what her mother showed her, swirling it all around. Missy smiles inwardly as Ellie is starting to warm up to her wicked intentions. The poor girl is starting to rock her hips forward timing it with each wicked stroke of Missy's soft finger rotating on her virgin clit.
The feeling is nothing short of exquisite for Ellie having her mother's finger rammed deep up inside of her, while Missy's kisses fall from her daughter's mouth and finds the most vulnerable and most sensitive part of her neck. She attacks it will a growing frenzy, biting, licking, kissing, as Ellie squirms in her arms.
Witches are highly attuned to the vulnerabilities of their prey so Missy instinctively knows just where to nibble on Ellie's neck, and just how to flicker her finger across her clit, in order to turn the young lady into mush in her arms.
This, along with the additional help of her daddy's ghostly hands slithering all over her back side, is sending Ellie closer and closer to the edge of her first climax. But then, much to Ellie's extreme consternation, before she can quite get there, Missy pulls her finger out of Ellie's tight pussy, while pulling her mouth away from hers whispering "I think it's time Daddy had his turn at exploring that nice tight little pussy of yours."
Ellie looks at her daddy and sees his red eyes blazing brighter than ever, against the ghostly shadow of his dark smoky face. The only features, that really stand out on his shadowy face, besides of course those luminous red eyes, are a pair of flaring nostrils, and a darker area just below in the shape of a mouth.
Small tremors of excitement run up and down Ellie's spine as she hears what her most wicked step mother has just suggested to her daddy. The tremors become much more acute when she sees the ghostly outline of her daddy's hand, with their long thin wisps of fingers, floating just above the front of her pretty white lace thong. The hand seems to be hovering- waiting for something. Ellie soon finds what it is waiting for—an opening as Missy carefully slips one of her long sharp fingernails under the waistband of Ellie's thong, carefully pulling it away from her body.
Ellie watches with utter amazement as her daddy's smoky hand suddenly darts forward and then disappears down inside her panties, using the opening Missy has created by pulling Ellie's panties away from her skin. Ellie's pussy is immediately set upon with an icy, frozen coldness, feeling like it is being stroked or petted maybe by several icicles all at once. A coldness that is both exquisite and teasing all at once, not to mention, pleasurable and numbing.
Missy lets out a small laugh as she lets go of Ellie's panty and it snaps back into place, trapping her daddy's coldness against the sweet warmness of her sex. Ellie looks down, gasping as she sees what appears to be the outline of a hand trapped inside her panties. The hand is being pressed tightly against her by Missy's hand, which has slipped over it, as she whispers in her ear, "You don't mind if your father playing with that sweet little pussy of yours do you?"
"No Mother but it's so cold." Ellie says as she feels a cold tingling all over her young pussy which is so maddeningly sweet and delicious that she is beginning to squirm in her mother's arms, not from the coldness though, but from sheer forbidden pleasure.
"Don't worry baby, I will warm you up in a short minute as soon as your daddy's restless hands move elsewhere. He is just in a mood to tease a bit now anyways."
Just as Missy promised, the icy assault on Ellie's vagina doesn't last long as she sees the mist slipping out from under her panties, and trailing first down her thighs and then back up her arms, leaving a path of coldness in its wake.
No sooner is her daddy's "hand" out of her panties, then Missy slips one hand back down inside of Ellie's panties. She uses the flat palm of her hand to rub up and down, and all around Ellie's tight gash.
Ellie leans back against her mother, closing her eyes, feeling the warmth spread over her cold little pussy. She lets out a long sigh loving the way her step mother's warmth seems to totally envelop her pussy.



Now the icy cold mist of her daddy's hands is stroking up and down her bare arms, and then over to her bare tummy, slithering this way and that, raising goosebumps wherever it goes. Missy's hand has slipped out of her daughter's panties, and joining her other hand, is moving slowly upwards.
The utter warmth of Missy's hands is in extreme contrast to the coldness of the other unreal hands of her daddy's. Missy brings her mouth back to Ellie's and they start kissing once more just as both her mommy's and daddy's hands are hovering mere inches away from the soft rise of Ellie's young breasts, protected only by her skimpy little strapless bra.
As Missy's looks down she sees the first wisps of her daddy's misty hands slip down the front and under the protective covering of her bra. The coldness on her tits is acute as Ellie's ultra-sensitive nipples immediately stiffen from the chilliness.
"You know Ellie he has been dreaming of playing with those little nice little tits of yours for so long, and now it's finally almost here. I bet even more so now does he want to fondle them since I have made them so God-damn big and juicy just for him. I don't think I have ever seen his eyes burn so brightly with such desire, but it's too soon." Missy says forcefully pulling Ellie backward.
Being yanked backward causes Ellie's eyes to fly open and she sees Missy is correct, as her daddy's eyes in the wavering, unsettled face of mist burn a bright, bright red as the vaporous hands slip out from under her bra and reattach themselves to his body.
"I agree. Give the little bitch some more wine before we begin our assault on those luscious tits of hers." The misty form of her daddy announces with quiet satisfaction.
Much to her surprise, for some reason Ellie, as she greedily drinks down the wine offered by Missy, does not mind her daddy calling her a "little bitch" anymore, but instead finds being referred to in such a cheap way to be rather exciting.
No sooner does Ellie finish gulping down a full glass of the wine, then she sees the smoky tendrils of her daddy's hand stealthily approaching her chest. Missy brings her hands into the action now, as she too begins a soft attack upon her step-daughter's body. She starts by kneading her shoulders softly before letting her hands slip off and down the front of her chest.
Ellie's sighs as she feels one set of hands, her mommy's, sweet and warm, slipping down towards her tits from her shoulders, while the other set of hands, her daddy's cold and...almost calculating it seems, slowly rising across the flat plain of her well-toned tummy.
Ellie is scared and excited all at the same time. Like some kind of mad dream she simply can't believe this is happening; that she is about to be felt up by her mommy and daddy, with her hands helplessly tied behind her back.
The whole thing seems so surreal and unbelievable. But as both hands finally converge on her tits the experience turns very real as Ellie feels her mom and dad's hands, touching, stroking, feeling, fingering, and most especially, fondling those young virgin tits of hers through the soft delicate lace of her beautiful strapless bra.
Ellie has, of course, despite being 20 years old, has never had her tits felt up before, so the feeling of having them fondled is a most alien one to her. An alien one she is beginning to enjoy more and more, especially Missy's warm gentle hands softly kneading her tits through her bra.
Even through the bra she can feel how warm her mom's hands are; how they stand out in direct contrast to her daddy's icy cold fingers, which seems to be concentrating their efforts on stroking her bare skin, with its thin wispy fingers, just above her bra.
Ellie, stares at her daddy deep fiery eyes, trying to connect those eyes to the soft innocent eyes she remembers from her childhood. It's a hopeless task as she sees no innocence in those eyes whatsoever.
Finally, tearing her eyes from staring at the two fiery points of red, she sees something that causes sparks of wonder in her innocent heart. Breaking away from the body of the incarnate spirit form that is her daddy, Ellie sees a pair of misty strands of vapor escape from his body reaching out towards her chest, before slipping behind to her back.
Missy at the same time brings both of her hands up to Ellie's face, turning it towards her own, saying softly, "Shut your eyes sweetheart the best is yet to come."
Ellie reluctantly obeys her mother, shutting her eyes, despite wanting desperately to keep them open. She is simply wants to be able to keep an eye on what that damnable ghostly spirit that hovers directly in front of her shall do next.
She is afraid indeed, but yet, somehow thrilled, all at the same time as to this little ghostly adventure of hers. It's Missy's smooth, hypnotizing voice that causes her to relax and close her eyes. She wonders about this, maybe if Missy has placed some sort of spell over her, just as she feels Missy's lips softly kissing hers, while also feeling a pair of icy cold fingers tracing small circles around the middle of her back, just above and below her bra strap.
Ellie can feel both of her mommy's hands on either side of her face holding it gently as she kisses her so soft and sweet over and over again, so she knows that the fingers now fumbling with the clasp of her bra, trying to undo it, can't be Missy's, but instead must be her father's.
This somehow thrills her beyond all else, as she can clearly picture in her mind, the wispy tendrils wrapping themselves around the clasp of her bra, trying to unhook it. A rush of excitement fills her young heart as she, despite knowing the implications if those wispy tendrils succeed in their task, hopes secretly to feel the clasp of her bra being slowly unhooked. And then within a few short seconds of that forbidden thought popping into her head, it happens- she feels her bra becoming undone.
Missy breaks off her kiss, letting Ellie's face escape so she can witness her sexy little strapless bra slowly being released from her body. It slips down off her prodigious tits and floats to the carpet at her feet.
Missy stares down at her young daughter tits and lets out a gasp at what she sees. Ellie's fully erect nipples appear to be as thick, and as hard as pencil erasers. Rather large pencil erasers that is. "Jesus master, would you look at the size of your daughter's nipples- they are so...delicious looking."
While the areolas themselves are not particularly large in circumference, its Ellie's very thick, fully erect nipples, nearly an inch or so long, that steal the show. Her daughter's nipples, sitting atop her huge tits, jutting out so proudly, like a pair of dark crown jewels atop a pile of shiny black diamonds, cause Missy to lick her lips in wicked anticipation.
What happens next is like a dream, as Ellie sees two large misty blobs break off from her daddy's spirit body, and make a bee line, one towards each of her naked breasts. The swirling misty blobs envelope her chest completely; swirling round her tits in a swirling wicked vortex. Ellie lets out a small gasp as it feels like her big tits are being showered with dozens of small light kisses. Kisses given so sweetly by dozens of small eager lips under that gray mist.
The mist, of course, is cold making her delicious nipples protrude for all their worth, not only from the soft kisses, but from the chill of the mist. Ellie closes her eyes, pushing her body back against her mother's warmth, while thrusting her chest forward wanting more of the mist's eager little kisses.
Missy looks down and over her daughter shoulders, staring at her large breasts, with keen anticipation, watching the swirling mass of the mist finally break up into two long thin wisps. "Open your eyes Ellie and watch your daddy play," Missy whispers in her ear.
Ellie opens her eyes to see the two long strands of gray mist curl themselves gently around her fully erect nipples, caressing them with a sweet coldness that causes her heart to race with excitement. The feeling this causes, her nipples being stroked by the wisps as they curl about her inch long nipples, is so maddeningly exquisite as to defy description. It's a lethal combination of both pain and pleasure the likes of which Ellie has never experienced before in her 20 years.
She is starting to worry as the coldness that surrounds her poor nipples is getting quite acute. The pain is starting to suppress the pleasure in leaps and bounds. Then she watches in stark utter amazement as a thin layer of white frost begins to form over her dark nipples. She is starting to worry about frost bite, knowing how painful it can be, wondering if that is some sort of wicked punishment her daddy has in store for her. Could her daddy really intentionally be that mean to her?
Her poor tits feel like two blocks of ice as other thicker strands of vapor break off from his body, and begin to wrap themselves around the lower parts of her tits. She is barely holding back the tears when she looks down, and sees the two thin wisps of mist that originally were attacking her nipples have disappeared. She can scarcely believe what else she sees as the entirety of her tits are now covered in a light mist, all except her large distended nipples, which, much like a pair of majestic mountain peaks might poke through a thin layering of low lying clouds, poke up through the layering of misty gray vapor that covers her breasts.
"Let's see just how much cold the little bitch's nipples can take shall we Master," Ellie hears her step mother say, her voice devoid of the usual warmth she had been displaying to her as of late.
"Yes lets..."comes her father's voice as she sees the mist man's face sinking lower drawing nearer to her tits. She tries to squirm away but Missy hisses harshly in her ear, "Relax, be still or I shall lift my spell of protection."
She then drops her voice where it has that soothing quietness to it that comforts Ellie so and adds, "You wouldn't want those beautiful big tits of yours getting the painful frostbite now would you Ellie," she says stroking the side of her face gently with one finger.
"No mommy," Ellie says relaxing in her arms, as she at least knows that despite how much cold her daddy heaps upon her tits she won't get frostbite. Well, that is as long as Missy protects her.
She is beginning to view her evil step-mother as somewhat of a protector of sorts over her, which is exactly the way Missy has planned things to work out all along.
Unknown to Ellie, it is the wicked stepmother who is actually in control of things, not the ghostly apparition type thing that is her father. The whole thing of Missy calling her daddy master, and appearing to be so obedient to him is merely a ploy to trick Ellie.
The wide gaping blackness that represents her daddy's mouth in the unformed face is now a mere foot or so away from Ellie's protruding nipples. Ellie watches, her eyes as big as a deer's caught in headlights, as two small ringlets of mist escape from his mouth as the apparition laughs quietly; it's a laugh full of ill intent Ellie imagines as she watches the ringlets approach her nipples and then surround them.
They start to move slowly up and down, causing Ellie to gasp from the absolute coldness of them as they begin to tighten around her inch long nipples. Like all things this night the pain of the coldness is accompanied by an underlying layer of undeniable pleasure.
Ellie squirms mightily in her step- mother's arms, as Missy holds her tight, her warm hands wrapped around her mid-section. She begins to whisper in her ear, "You have very sensitive nipples I imagine huh Ellie girl."
"Yes Mom...t-they are...Jesus that feels...so...s-so c-cold...
"Hmm I imagine so...but good also hmm. Admit it ..."
"Y-yes." Ellis is shivering uncontrollably now as the ringlets are swirling around her nipples in tighter and tighter circles causing Ellie the most intense feelings of mixed pain and pleasure she has ever known in her young life.
Ellie closes her eyes, leans her head against her mother's shoulder, as disjointed thoughts swirl in her head much like the mist swirling around her nipples. She wants more; no she wants it to stop. Her feelings are fragmented and incoherent, as well as being at odds with each other.
"Just a bit longer honey we are almost there..." Missy whispers in her ear.
"P-please M-Mommy I...I c-can't take any...more," Ellie cries out as tears begin to spill out of her eyes. Her legs are growing weak and she is on the verge of collapsing when Missy says quietly, "I think that is enough Master, the poor girl can't take any more."
"Sure she can," comes the response from her daddy, his voice deep and without feeling. The swirling mist, if anything, around her nipples intensifies as does the coldness. Ellie knees are beginning to buckle when she hears Missy say loudly, "I said enough!!"
Ellie opens her eyes just in time to see her step-mother wave one hand in the air, while saying something in Old Latin, and suddenly with a loud popping noise the mist is gone entirely; not just the ringlets surrounding her nipples, not just the light covering of mist that enveloped her tits, but her daddy's whole entire misty body disappears.
Missy and Ellie are alone in the living room now. Somehow Ellie knows this even as she whispers, her voice shivering, "Where is Daddy?"
"I sent him away...for now honey. Come let's get you over to the couch, so you can sit and rest." As Missy helps her across the room to the couch Ellie glances down at her poor aching breasts and her breath catches in her throat. Large ice crystals have formed over her nipples, while the rest of her breasts seem to be covered in a light layer of frost.
Missy gently sits her daughter down on the edge of the couch, letting her rest for a minute, while she settle down next to her. Missy eyes Ellie's big beautiful black tits, with it icy layer of frost covering them, in addition to the large ice crystals that have formed over those luscious nipples. Her heart breaks knowing, despite her protection spell, that poor little Ellie is still suffering mightily from the coldness wrapped around her tits.
She reaches up with one finger and strokes the side of Ellie's face, before gently brushing away a tear that is trickling its way down her pretty face. "I-I'm so...so cold M-mommy," Ellie says not actually trying to sound pitiful for once to garner her mommy's attention, but instead really is feeling quite pitiful with no additional acting necessary.
"Oh baby, sweetheart do you want Mommy to warm those big beautiful boobs of yours up."
"Yes please Mommy, warm them up pretty please," Ellie says batting her thick long eyelashes at her.
"Ok, let's see what Mommy can do for you." Missy says moving around so she is sitting behind her on the coach.
She snuggles her face down next to Ellie's ear so she can whisper sweet nothings to her as she begins the long, slow, and most delightful warming process.
Ellie feels her stepmother, wrap her hands around her stomach and slowly begin to glide her hands upwards, before finally gently cupping her large tits, one in each of her warm hands.
No sooner does Missy have her stepdaughter's tits in her hands, then she quickly pulls them away, as the sheer coldness of them catches her off guard. She quickly chants softly, again using her Old Latin, to project a warming spell onto her hands as Ellie, scared as to why her step-mother pulled her hands back, asks quietly, "What is wrong you don't like the way my boobies feel?"
"No, no baby that is not it at all. Have patience, I just have to project all the heat my body produces into my hands as your poor little tits are just that cold. Can't you see the light covering of frost upon them?"
"Yes," Ellie says looking down as the frost, a pure white, stands out in direct contrast to the darker color underneath. "But please hurry."
"I like that honey..." Missy says pushing her mouth to Ellie's ear, "Is just so anxious to have Mommy begin to play with her big black tits. Just be patient dear as I can feel the heat growing in my hands as we speak."
"Mother can I ask you a question seriously." There has been something on Ellie's mind, and it's been growing all night. Finally, she decides it's time to ask.
"Sure baby we have a quick minute to kill before we start the warming process."
"Do...do you mind that your baby girl is black. I mean does that make me like...I don't know, less attractive than if you had a white girl to baby and play with?"
"Ellie why would you say something like that?"
"I don't know maybe just the way you have mentioned my race a few times tonight. Like maybe my being black is a disappointment to you."
Missy turns Ellie's face towards her with one finger whispering, "Now listen to me close hon. I simply adore you, just the way you are and I very much think black is beautiful. Just to ease your mind from now on listen close and you will notice how every time I say something about, ahh just for example, those gorgeous tits of yours being black I will also use the word beautiful. Black and beautiful are two words that apply to you most assuredly sweetie."
"Really so you would not trade me in for some stupid pretty white daughter if you could."
"I would not trade you in for anything Ellie. Don't you realize that by now?"
"Y-you wouldn't?" Ellie says as their lips move closer together.
"Here let me show you."
They begin a long slow kiss, unhurriedly and full of nothing, but gentle love. Instead of shoving her tongue into Ellie's mouth like before, all full of reckless passion, Missy this time goes slow, only flicking her tongue slowly in and out of her stepdaughter's mouth.
Ellie responds to the gentle love her step-mommy is showing her by doing the same. Finally, Missy pulls away, staring at Ellie deep in the eyes as she says softly, "Now it's time for mommy to show her little girl how much she really adores those big, beautiful black boobs of hers by warming them up so gently." Missy makes sure she puts extra emphasis on the words black and beautiful in order to help reassure Ellie.
Ellie lets out a long, gentle sigh as she feels the warmth of her mother's hands as she once again cups her boobs in her hands. This time Missy's extra warm hands do not pull away from her stepdaughter's lovely tits, but instead she bounces them up and down in her hands a bit, as she secretly admires what a lovely job her little magic spell did on her boobs making them so much bigger.
Unlike with a man-made boob job, Missy's wicked little spell produces 100 percent real breasts. Such is the magic of this incredibly horny witch. Missy begins to slowly fondle her breasts, squeezing her young stepdaughter's breasts with ever increasingly passion.
Ellie looks down and sees the frost being burned away by Missy warm and loving hands. Loving too is the words Missy begins to utter quietly in Ellie's ear, "Your mother's hands are so warm huh on your beautiful black tits. See baby, how I keep using the words beautiful and black together, just to reassure you sweetie that I would never trade you in for any stupid little white girl."
And then to add emphasize to what she says, she turns Ellie's face towards her and gives her another long, slow loving kiss, as her hands are really going to work on her tits.
Ellie is the one to break off the kiss this time as she feels compelled to tell her something. "All this time I thought you hated me coz I was black, plus the way you called me a bitch several times tonight, a whore, a tramp, I just was thinking how much you really despise me."
"You were right." Missy says pulling her hands away. "I was despising you..."



Ellie says looking shocked and deeply hurt, "Mommy I thought..."
"Shh baby," Missy quickly cuts her off, "Let me finish. I hated you because you were so very young sweet and adorable, and as you got older and finally reached full maturity, your cuteness changed to beauty, your adorableness changed to sexiness and I found myself deeply, deeply attracted to you."
Now Missy decides to play her trump card. She waves one hand in the air, saying something in Latin, which causes the ties that bind Ellie's wrists together to fall off.
Missy turns slightly away, before she says softly, with tears in her eyes, "And I thought there was no way this beautiful young black girl could ever in a million years by attracted to this old white lady. And that hurt me deeply and I lashed out at you for it, including tonight. And then tonight all of those bad names, and the harsh way I treated you was a show for your daddy. It's not my true feelings."
"Now that I have untied you and unburdened my heart you are free to go. Go to bed sleep tight as I will cast a protection spell to first warm you up completely and second protecting you from him."
"Mother, I'm not going anywhere..." Ellie says, not believing she really could be free after all that has happened on this fateful night. She senses something is passing between them, something very real, and she must not hold back, if she wants to know if what is happening between them is for real or somehow just wishful thinking on her part.
Moreover, she is not ready to be alone, not after the power of the malevolent presence of her daddy made itself known to her. Somehow she thinks her stepmother saying she will protect her is maybe all a trick. She cannot risk otherwise.
But in her heart Ellie's realizes it is more than just simple protection she seeks, its...love and comfort, from her mommy for Ellie, in this one night, has fallen completely and utterly in love with her stepmother.
Ellie touches Missy softly on the shoulder to get her attention. "I had the same exact feeling but opposite as I was secretly attracted to you also and thought..." She pauses now and pulling a trick out of Missy's book, reaches up and using one finger turns her mother's pretty face towards her, adding, "There was no way someone as beautiful as you with such a gorgeous body could ever be attracted to some stupid black girl."
The girl's hands now find each other, squeezing tight, as they come together in a soft embrace. They begin their most passionate kiss yet, this time not only full of the forbidden longing they feel for one another, but the deep intense love.
Tongues snakes in and out of each other's mouths as Missy slowly pushes Ellie back onto the couch. Missy looks down at her lovely, beautiful step daughter and love fills her heart.
Her eyes travel downward to those big beautiful tits of hers, the light covering of frost now has returned since she took her hands away, and says softly, "Ellie sweetheart the frost has returned. I must..." Missy pauses savoring in her mind, what she is about to do, "Begin the warming process in earnest"
"But before you do I have a favor to ask," Ellie says looking up at her mommy using her sweetest, softest, and most innocent voice, feeling if she does so Missy will be more inclined to say yes.
"What is it sweetheart?"
"I guess I just want to prove to you, how much I trust you. Could you bind my wrists again behind my back again as I want to give myself to you completely?"
"Yes we could do that, and that surely is a sign of trust in your wicked stepmother that shall not go unrewarded sweetie."
"Oh mommy you are not so wicked." Ellie says raising up and tucking her hands behind her back, watching in amazement as Missy seems to conjure up a soft satin tie from midair. Missy quickly wraps it around her daughter's wrists as she saying softly in her ear, "Before the night is through sweetie you may have a chance to change your mind about that."
"About what?" Ellie says as Missy pushes her back down against the couch.
"About me not being so wicked. Now are we ready to finally warm those gorgeous tits of yours up baby girl."
"Yes," Ellie sees as heart begins to speed up, feeling the raw anticipation of what is about to happen between them.
Missy, who had been staring at her step-daughters lovely young naked tits for some time now, reaches down and slowly begins to massage them as she whispers to Ellie, "Mommy has projected the whole warmth of my body into her hands. This should do the trick in warming up those wonderful tits of your honey."
Ellie feels Missy's absurdly warm hands begin their slow, careful massage of hers tits, she sighs and closes her eyes loving the way her hands feel all over her tits.
"My daughter likes that huh, Mommy playing with her big tits."
"Yes." Ellie whispers as she feels Missy begin to knead her tits with increasing hunger.
Missy spends the next several minutes circling her hands all over Ellie's tits, melting the light covering of frost, ignoring quite on purpose the large ice crystals that have encrusted Ellie's deliciously big nipples.
Finally, poor Ellie cannot take it anymore as she cries out to her mommy in her best whiny and demanding little girl voice, "Mommy stop ignoring my nipples. They are so cold, please please warm them up for me."
"Oh I just love to hear you beg sweetheart. Ok I will do the right thing as any loving and protective mother would do and warm up those delicious nipples of yours."
Missy carefully brings the palms of her hands to the very top of Ellie large conical breasts and begins to squeeze lightly. She can actually hear the large ice crystals snapping as the warmth of her hands covers them. She then begins to flick her fingers over both nipples again and again, having fun watching Ellie squirm from the gentle assault on her frozen nipples.
"You have very sensitive nipples huh?"
"Yes Mom, very sensitive."
"But..." Missy begins as the looks at Ellie's tits thoughtfully, "I am afraid my hands will not be enough to melt those large ice crystals that have trapped your poor little nipples in their icy prison. If you notice..." Missy says pulling her hands off of the nipples which she had been gently rolling between her thumb and forefinger making Ellie squirm.
"See how once I pull my hands away the ice crystals quickly reform."
"Yes mommy, what can you do. They are so cold. Can't you warm them up, I mean permanently somehow?"
"I think there may be only one way to do that." Missy says helping Ellie to her feet.
Missy asks Ellie to stand directly in front of her. Ellie, in her six inch heels, is in nearly perfect position, with her large tits positioned directly in front of Missy, who moves to the very edge of the couch.
Missy looks up at Ellie saying tenderly, "I think Mommy will need to use her mouth to warm those big and most beautiful black tits of your up baby girl. Do you mind?"
"N-no Mommy." Ellie says her voice trembling with coldness, but maybe more so from absolute sheer anticipation of having Missy's mouth on her tits.
Missy decides to draw the scene out just a bit, as she wants to hear her beautiful little step daughter beg, so she starts out by leaning forward and blowing her hot breath directly onto first one nipple and then the other. The ice crystals crack as Missy's warm breathe hits them, but then just as quickly reform, causing Ellie to squirm like mad against the ties that bind her.
What the poor stepdaughter wants more than anything is to feel her evil step mother begin to suck on her poor tits like there is no tomorrow, but Missy is in no mood to please her, not just yet anyway, so she blows her hot breathe slowly onto her stepdaughter's ice encrusted nipples a second and third time, before she finally gets the desired result she has been hoping for all along.
"Mommy stop teasing me and suck on them please." Ellie suddenly cries out, while trying in vain to shove her tits into her mother's face.
"Are you sure that is what you want baby girl for mommy to suck on those big, beautiful black tits of yours." Missy asks in a teasing voice, again emphasizing the words beautiful and black.
"Yes please, Mother suck on them, warm them up for me. Pretty please."
Missy, her heart filled with hot passion from her young daughter's pleas to suck on her tits, slowly snakes out her tongue towards one of Ellie's nipples, licking the ice crystal softly away with several long and slow flicks of her wicked hot tongue.
Ellie lets out a long gentle sigh as she feels Missy's lips then close around her aching nipple and begin to suck it deeper into her warm mouth.
Missy spends close to a full minute flicking her tongue back and forth over Ellie's nipples, sucking on it softer and then harder, making Ellie squirm like a school girl, before she gives the same treatment to her other nipple.
Finally, Missy pulls back and seeing the ice crystals are gone, and not returning, smiles at her step daughter and says, "Better."
"Yes but...they are still a bit cold. Could you...suck on them some more. I mean you do like them right?"
Missy gives her daughter a most mischievous smile before she darts her mouth forward saying, "Let me show you how much Mommy does like them honey."
Missy starts to suck, kiss, and lick on Ellie's tits with reckless abandon now. Her mouth flies back and forth as her hands work on kneading Ellie firm little behind.
Caught up in this vortex of forbidden passion, Ellie thrusts her chest forward, trying as reckless lust fills her heart, to get more of her big tits inside of her evil step mother's mouth. Missy responds by giving each of her big tits such a through sucking on that it nearly takes both of their breaths away.
As Missy is sucking and kissing her step daughter tits with such fervid passion, Ellie feels something that causes her young heart to leap with excitement. Missy has carefully hooked one finger on either side of Ellie's panties, and is slowly, carefully pulling them down.
First, Ellie feels them slide off her hips, and then past her thighs, before gently landing on the floor. She then feels herself being lifted up off her feet and being carried over to the large rug in front of the fireplace which, with a simple word or two of Old Latin, Missy has caused to once more roar to life, just as the rest of the room is plunged into total darkness.
Once they reach the rug, Ellie heart leaps into her throat as she hears Missy say to a dark figure hiding in the corner, "Master the little bitch is ready for you now."
"Good, very good," comes the menacing voice of her father. Ellie is too shocked to speak as she sees that ghostly apparition floating across the room towards her once more. Its eyes are blazing red, while its face, barely recognizable as her daddy's, is distorted with an evil grin.
Remembering the extreme coldness she was treated to before by this, "thing", Ellie panics. She somehow manages to squirm her way out of Missy's arms and hits the floor running. Or trying to run is more like it, as her six inch slutty high heels were not exactly made for running.
She doesn't get more than two feet when she trips and tumbles to the ground in a heap. "Oh look at the cute little rabbit trying to again escape master." Missy says laughing as she stands over her daughter.
"You know what we must do to prevent any further silly attempts at escape," her father's voice says causing a chill to come over Ellie. No sooner does he say this then Ellie sees four small balls of fire, thrown by the menacing image of her daddy, fly through the air past her, dip down and explode, almost all at once on the four corners of the large, white squared shaped rug that sits in front of the fireplace.
In the flickering light of the fire, Ellie sees the fireballs have appeared to turn the four corners of the carpet a thick metallic black color where they have exploded.
Ellie tries to turn and run once again as she quickly jumps to her feet, hoping to escape, but Missy quickly snatches her by the arm. Ellie tries to struggle, tries to fight back, but Missy is too strong, Ellie too weak; her head feels all dizzy and fuzzy from the sheer impossibility of the events that are taking place, and maybe from the potion Missy forced her to drink earlier.
Missy drags Ellie over to the white carpet and pushes her face down onto it. As Ellie falls, she catches a glimpse out of the corner of her eye what the reality is of those four dark patches on the white rug where the fire balls struck. She sees that the closest of the black spots, the one just above and to the right of her, is not a black spot at all, but instead it's a pure black gleaming piece of iron. Not just any ordinary piece of iron though, but an iron shackle, embedded into the flooring.
Ellie lets out a loud scream as Missy forces the cold shackle around her wrist. She is about to let out another scream as she whips her head around, and sees the three "black spots," positioned at the other three corners of the rug are also shackles.
It hits her all of a sudden. The cold stark reality of what is happening. She sucks in her breath, intending to let out another scream, even louder than the last. But just as she is about to let loose with her scream, from the mist snakes a long tendril of smoke. It shoots straight for her face.
Before she even can realize what has happened the tendril of smoke has turned into a white sash; it quickly wraps around her face covering her mouth with sweet tasting cloth. Screaming, or even talking for that matter, is no longer an option. Even if it were, the forces facing her was too huge and powerful.
Capitulation was complete, a fact accomplished. She dated it from the moment she came downstairs with her step mother in the first place and had fallen under her wicked erotic spell.
Ellie is on all fours with a tight shackles around both wrists and both ankles. She has very little freedom of movement. She watches as the ghostly image of her daddy floats around to the front of her, just as Missy drops to her knees right next to her.
"You shall take your daddy into your mouth and make him whole again. Understand little girl?" Missy whispers to her panting young stepdaughter.
Ellie nods her head, as her eyes grow wide with fright, and maybe desire if she was really honest with herself, as she eyes the long darker grey mist that hangs down between her daddy's legs.
It's maybe 5 to 6 inches long. Ellie knows what the darker grey mist represents as she watches with horror Missy guiding it to her mouth.
Missy carefully undoes the sash that was wrapped around Ellie's mouth just as she implores Ellie quietly to close her eyes and open her mouth. A intense feeling of de ju vu sweeps over Ellie as not so long ago her evil stepmother uttered those exact words to her just prior to stuffing one of her large breasts into her young, eager mouth.
"But am I as eager now to suck on my daddy's cock as I was earlier to suck on my mommy's tits..." Ellie silently wonders to herself as the gray mist that points out like a straight column of dark mist from this thing which is now her daddy's body draws nearer.
"The answer better be yes..." Missy hisses softly into her ear as if she had been reading her mind.
Louder, Missy says, with venom dripping from her mouth, "Open that God damn little virgin mouth of yours you black fucking whore and suck on your daddy's fat white prick...like you have been dreaming of for so long."
"Yes Mommy," Ellie murmurs as she opens her mouth and closes her eyes.
She feels what best can be described as a rather large ice cold popsicle being shoved slowly and carefully into her mouth. Much to her utter delight it has not a bad taste whatsoever, but a rather pleasant taste, not unlike a popsicle.
"And what do you do with a popsicle young lady hmmm?" Missy says to Ellie quietly, again reading her thoughts perfectly.
"Suck on it," she thinks to herself as she begins to bob her head up and down on the light airy "thing" that represents her daddy's cock. She feels it getting harder the more she bobs up and down.
She shuts her eyes tighter, resisting the urge to look as she continue to slowly suck it into her mouth. She can feel the light mist popsicle dick of her daddy's growing in hardness and clarity, unlike a real popsicle which would be melting and getting smaller.
"Oh look at your little girl sucking so eagerly on your cock honey. Isn't it quite the sight?"
"Yes it is. Jesus her tight little mouth feels so good." Ellie hears her daddy's voice say, and much to her surprise it's the voice she remembers from the past, not the cold unfeeling voice that she has mostly heard from him tonight.
"Yeah well it's about time she had a cock in her mouth. She is 20 years old for Christ sake and her cute little virgin act was growing wearisome," Missy says while stroking her hair softly.
Ellie wants to look so bad, but somehow senses Missy will tell her when to look so she continues to take the "popsicle" into her mouth and suck on it with increasing enthusiasm.
Missy moves around to where she is now straddling Ellie sitting lightly on the middle of her back. She reaches down and begins to fondle her tits using both hands while at the same time leaning forward and showering her neck with kisses.
Finally, watching Ellie's mouth move up and down on the now thick dark gray column of smoke that is the ghostly images of her father's cock, Missy feels it's time to give Ellie a little help.
She tangles her hand in Ellie's hair and begins to force her to take more and more of the thick gray mist into her mouth with each forward thrust of her mouth, until finally Ellie feels the mist tickling the back of her throat.
"Suck on it harder you black whore!!" Missy hisses at her as she begins to knead her tits harder and harder, while at the same time kissing her neck even more aggressively.
Ellie does as she is told sucking as much as the gray mist into her mouth as she can take before bobbing her mouth back up, and then down again. She has lost complete control now as Missy has released her tits, and is using one hand tangled deep in her hair to move her head up and down at the speed she desires.
Faster and faster Ellie is being forced to suck on the cock of this ghostly image of her father until finally she hears him let out a long moan, and then feels some warm sweet tasting substance squirt deep into her mouth.
"Swallow your daddy's cum whore." Missy says to her with a wicked laugh as she stands up.
Ellie feels the tight shackles around her wrist come undone as she collapses onto the soft white rug face down crying as she swallows the cum of her daddy's, if indeed that thing was her daddy.
Ellie is sobbing uncontrollably now as this wild roller coaster ride of sexual delights is becoming too much for her to take. But most hurtful was the vicious insults from Missy which has hurt her feelings beyond the actual psychical hardships she is enduring.
"Oh baby girl Mommy is sorry for the mean hurtful things she was saying to you..." Missy whispers to her as she falls next to her crying stepdaughter on the rug.
She snuggles her into her arms as Missy allows herself to be wrapped in her stepmother's warm embrace. Soon, Ellie has stopped crying, her tears kissed away by her pretty step mother, her heart soothed by her once again kind words.
"Mommy loves her baby girl so much. I do...I do...I do..." she whispers into her ear with each I do being accented with a light kiss on her ear.
"Mommy I...where is Daddy?"
"He is resting for the final sacrifice that you must offer him."
"The..."
"Shh baby no questions just trust me. He will be whole once more as you have made him such by what you just did."



Ellie has turned onto her back and is laying with her head cradled in Missy's lap, and just like a good warm sweet mommy would, Missy strokes her hair.
"Trust me baby, it's almost over."
"But I can't take those bad names anymore that you call me. You are supposed to love me mommy. Love your little girl."
"I do. I promise no more bad names. Your daddy is ready."
"Again so soon?"
"In this state of being he now finds himself trapped in he recovers quickly. Are you prepared to give him the final sacrifice baby?"
"W-hat is it..." but in her heart she knows.
"Your virginity baby. You daddy wants to make love to his sweet little beautiful baby girl."
Ellie was prepared to bolt and run if Missy would have turned vicious again and said something like "wants to fuck his black whore of a daughter," but the words she said are so sweet, as is her voice, Ellie only nods her head in assent.
"You must show total trust in him...in us..." Missy says carefully helping Ellie to her feet, before pulling her hands behind her back.
"Yes Mommy," she says her heart feeling with excitement as Missy wraps a tight white sash around her wrists once more binding them tight. She then proceeds to dress her once again in her white lace thong and her matching strapless bra, along with her slutty heels, which Ellie barely notices as untold excitement is filling her heart.
The excitement comes from seeing her daddy, yes her daddy, completely whole and physical again, looking handsome and full of life, coming down the stairs.
Missy whispers in her ear, "No questions baby girl as our time is limited to enjoy your daddy in his wholly physical state."
"Yes," Ellie says nodding her head unable to turn away from staring at him as he crosses the room and sits down on the couch.
He is shirtless, only wearing a pair of old faded blue jeans. The father settles himself down on the edge of the couch. His chest ripples with muscles, as does both his thick arms, and his lean stomach. Apparently, death has been good to him physically.
The last time she seen him, so many years ago when she was still young, he was dying and in poor shape physically, unlike now as he looks so handsome and physically it nearly takes her breath away.
And then he smiles at her, his whole face lighting up, and making her knees quiver as Missy leads her over to him.
"Bring my daughter here I want to get a good look at her."
As Ellie approaches she sees the only thing that really betrays his age is his silver gray hair, slicked back and looking perfect. His face is deeply tanned, his smile gleams with perfectly shaped white teeth.
His physical beauty up close is such that it makes her heart skip a beat. Forbidden lust fills her heart as she stands before him, liking the way his steel blue eyes are crawling all over her nearly naked body.
"You look...nice Ellie. All grown up and...what are you twenty years old now?" His eyes fall upon her large breasts, straining to be released from the prison that is her pretty strapless bra, " Jesus you look matured...much matured. I never remember you having such a fantastic set of tits little girl."
"Yes daddy I am 20 and my tits, they are a gift..."
"From Mommy doubtlessly as is your cute little white thong and this gorgeous strapless bra. Hmm she does know what turns me on."
"Yes I do honey," Missy purrs as she moves up behind Ellie and begins to stroke her bare arms. "Watch while we show you a little bit of bonding before you join in hon. Ok."
"In other words you are going to tease me a bit huh," he says leaning back against the coach with a deep sigh.
"Yes of course." Missy says smiling, while toying with the sash of her black robe, before adding, "And just wait until you see what I am wearing under my black robe."
They begin to kiss, deeply, passionately as Missy uses her hand to gently turn Ellie's face towards her.
The father watches his pretty wife and beautiful young daughter kiss pure lust filling his heart. He squirms wanting to touch himself as watching two beautiful women kiss is a super turn on for him.
His hand inches forward to his crotch as Missy releases Ellie and says, "Tsk tsk there will be no touching yourself as you watch."
Ellie watches in amazement as Missy produces another white sash and uses it to tie her submissive daddy's hands behind his back.
"That is better, as will be this..." Missy says as she slowly starts to undo her robe.
She is wearing a tight black leather corset that makes her already large boobs look simply huge, along with a pair of black fishnet stocking, while her matching black lace panties are crotch less.
Both Ellie and the father stare at her in wondrous awe looking at Missy in her completely slutty outfit. Ellie happens to glance over at her daddy and sees a rather large bulge is forming in his blue jeans. She would have liked to stare at it longer, but Missy captures her attention instead by beginning to shower her with several long passionate kisses.
The father squirms on the couch watching the girls beginning to make out with each other like a pair of long lost lovers. His cock stiffens inside his blue jeans as he watches his wife reach down and begin to fondle his daughter's tits through the pretty lace strapless bra. Ellie sighs and leans back against her stepmother as Missy kisses slide from her mouth to her neck.
After roughly a minute of having her neck kissed passionately, while feeling up her boobs, both girls turn to the father and look at him long and hard.
Missy's voice is whispering inside Ellie's head now; giving her soft instructions of what to do and what to say. Ellie, being the good little girl she is, obeys the whispered instructions inside her head.
Missy continues to knead Ellie's boobs through the lace bra as Ellie whispers, "I bet you just love watching Mommy play with your little girls big tits huh Daddy?"
When he says nothing, Missy says firmly, "Answer her or I will send you back whence you came...unsatisfied."
"Y-yes I do." The father quickly responds as Ellie earlier suspicions that Missy really is in charge is confirmed.
"Well if you like that wait until you see this sweetheart," Missy says as she moves around Ellie, and plants herself on the couch next to the father.
She reaches out and pulls Ellie close to her as she moves to the very edge of the couch. The father watches with bated breath as his wife's hand move slowly up across the firm stomach of his daughter. They reach the soft white lace material of her bra where they start to knead the large tits trapped inside once more.
Then like watching the curtain being raised on some magnificent portrait the father watches as Missy hooks two fingers on the front of Ellie's bra and slowly pulls it down, allowing the daughter's large DD tits to come spilling out in all their splendid glory.
Both girls hear the father audibly sigh as he stares at his daughter's tits; his cock now a long painful rod of hard steel, which only gets harder as his wife begins to knead the now bare big black breasts of his daughter firmly.
She flicks one finger across her step-daughter's already taunt nipple making it snap to attention. The father lets out an even louder groan of untold desire as he sees his beautiful daughter's immense nipples come to life.
"Jesus her nipples are so big," he mutters to no one in particular marveling as he watches them reach their full one inch potential. Missy's long fingernails are flickering fast and faster across them making Ellie moan louder and louder still only increasingly the tension upon the father's aching cock.
One thing is for certain- he likes watching his daughter being so wickedly pleasured by his wife. Missy, of course, knows this and uses it to her full advantage.
"Honey look at your daddy, squirming in his seat. I bet he would just love to attack those luscious black tits of yours my dear."
Ellie gives in to the teasing game, instinctively knowing the "master" wants her to do so. "He was always staring at my tits anyways, even when I was a teenager and they weren't so big. Now since you worked your magic on them he must find them quite..." Ellie pauses shooting her daddy a most fetching smile.
"Desirable," Missy finishes for her, letting her fingers slip from Ellie's now elongated nipples. They proudly jut out at the father as Ellie finds herself being pushed forward towards the edge of the couch.
Missy scoots around to where she is standing between them off to the side. "Scoot up to the edge of the couch honey," she says to her husband, "And take a good long, up close look at Ellie's big beautiful black boobs."
She laughs wickedly before adding, "Really close that is."
The father obeys the wife as he knows with a word or two of that damnable Old Latin the witch can send him back to the nether regions quite desperate and unsatisfied.
Ellie's daddy is now perched on the edge of the couch. Missy has him straighten up so as to where his face is mere inches from Ellie's delicious tits. He looks at them with wide staring eyes drinking in their gorgeous beauty; his cock growing to extreme levels of hardness. Things are about to go from bad to worse in the teasing department for the poor father though as Missy smiles and slips a hand around to the middle of Ellie's back.
"Now sweetheart I want you to use those tasty twin tarts of yours to massage your daddy's face." She pushes Ellie slightly forward bringing causing her tits to rub against the father's face.
"Don't you dare open that mouth of yours sweetie and begin to suck on your daughter's tits no matter how much painful desire it causes you." Missy says to him with a hard edge that he very well knows he had better not ignore.
Ellie, enjoying the moment, giggles as she pushes her breasts against his face. She finds it easy to sway back and forth on her slutty high heels and with Missy's helping hand guiding her that is exactly what she does.
The father, closes his eyes, feeling the incredibly soft and silky boobs of his daughter being pushed, rubbed, and shoved against his face. To make matters worse Missy is using one hand on the back of his head, applying pressure to force his face more fully into the deep valley between his daughter's tits.
The father strains against the white sash that binds his hands, wanting to reach out and grab his young daughter and to such untold things to her, but alas the witch, his wife, has secured the sash tight. There will be no escape. The fact that Ellie would be completely helpless to stop any attack upon that terrific little body of hers, since just like him, she has her hands helplessly bound behind her back, only makes him want her all the more.
He suffers in agonizing erotic pain, especially as Missy moves the teasing to the next level. She has Ellie pull back slightly, breaking contact with his face and whispers something in her ear that makes her break out in a soft spat of girlish giggles.
"That is wicked Mommy."
"Yes well I am the wicked Step Mother after all," she says proudly as she claps her hands and produces a large red popsicle out of midair.
"Cherry red, your daddy's favorite and most appropriate since he so badly wants to taste those big cherry... that is virgin tits of yours. Well virgin that is as a man never has tasted them."
"Yes Mommy only you."
"Tasted and enjoyed, just as your daddy will eventually but only if he can pass the test."
Missy steps behind her now, and brings the cherry red popsicle around to the front of Ellie. She begins stroking her nipples with the tip of the ice cold popsicle making them snap to attention immediately.
All this takes place mere inches from the father's poor trembling lips. He watches with bated breath as Ellie's inch long thick nipples jut out just barely brushing his lips as Missy pushes her forward slightly after removing the popsicle.
Ellie, warming to the game, sways her chest slightly, brushing her nipples across his poor lips.
"Don't you dare open that mouth of yours dear and try and taste your young daughter's delicious cherry nipples or..." Missy gives him a stern look knowing she need not finish her threat.
The father can only groan in response as he pulls away slightly from the wicked teasing of those sweet, juicy, moist and very erect nipples of his daughter's being brushed so maddeningly across his lips.
Missy responds by using her hand to keep his head from moving back any further as she leans over and whispers instructions in Ellie's ear. The long winded whispered instructions must have pleased her the father sees as Ellie says nothing only smiling and nodding her head to whatever diabolical plans Missy is whispering in her ear.
Ellie steps back, thankfully or maybe unthankfully, the father is not sure which, causing her breasts to slip away from his face, and then almost immediately afterwards the sash that binds Ellie's hands fall away from her.
"Now Ellie do as instructed." Missy tells her as she takes a step back to observe the proceedings that she is so carefully orchestrating.
Ellie steps forward pushing the father away from the edge of the couch, before she crawls on top of him straddling him.
She shoves her tits right in his face, and begins to sway her chest back and forth. She uses her hands, wrapping them around the back of his head, to literally bury his face between her breasts.
She leans in and whispers in his ear, "Mommy says I am to tell you to rub your lips all along my breasts, very lightly but nothing more." She then pulls back and strokes his face gently adding, "Do it please daddy, we must not make her angry."
The father does as he is told, allowing Ellie with the help of her hand on the back of his head to guide his face this way and that way all across the vast expanse of her large DD breasts. He shuts his eyes, and does his best to endure this "wicked punishment" of having his face massaged by his daughter lovely firm tits.
He pushes his lips out, doing as they both want, although it is so maddeningly tempting to do more instead of just simply lightly stroking those luscious black hills with his lips. And then it gets worse as Ellie pulls back enough where only her elongated nipples slips across first his cheeks and then to his mouth.
He moans silently to himself, closing his eyes, as he feels those large taunt nipples of his daughter brush slowly across his lips. He so very badly wants to open his mouth and begin sucking on them like there is no tomorrow, but to do so without his wife's permission would be courting disaster.
His cock is literally throbbing with intense hardness when Missy takes mercy on him and ends this erotic madness. He can only wonder what may come next.
Missy satisfies his curiosity by whispering some hurried instructions in his ear, before leading Ellie over to the large white carpet just a few feet away, where she can talk to her out of earshot of the father.
The father squirms, trying to relax his erection, but as he literally cannot tear his eyes off either of them it's a hopeless cause. His eyes keep flickering between his wife's beautiful body wrapped in that sexy leather corset with the fishnet stockings, and his daughter's bare bouncy tits as they strut over to the rug.
He takes a deep breath just as Missy gives him a mischievous smile over her shoulder, before waving her hand in the air and suddenly she is holding a long black paddle that is fairly wide, and adorned with three small red hearts inlaid as a design on either side.
"What are you going to do with the paddle Mommy?" Ellie says quietly her breath catching in her throat as she is sure it's meant for her.
"Not for you baby," Missy says not even having to read her step daughter's mind as her large doe eyes are filled with fright so she understands perfectly well what Ellie was thinking.
"Then who...Daddy maybe."
"No baby. Me. You guys are going to give me a little spanking. I have been a very bad Mommy and a very teasing wife so I deserve to be punished." Missy hands the paddle over to her step daughter, and then with a wave of her hand produces a fresh cherry red popsicle, also handing that to her.
"A popsicle and a paddle, how nice Mommy," Ellie says smiling over at her daddy who is squirming in his seat as he just knows what is about to follow.
"Yes I know and now I will set my heart to being scared of what is to come with a quick spell as fear is always a most welcome emotion before intense pleasure."
Ellie watches as Missy closes her eyes for a second or two, chants something in Latin, and then a few seconds later her eyes flicker open.
"W-hat are you going to do with that paddle honey, and little girl where did you get the popsicle from...you are going to eat that in front of me you know cherry is my favorite."
"She is going to do something all right with it, maybe not eat it but something you wicked bitch."
Ellie takes a step back startled as she had not even noticed her daddy striding over to the rug. His hands are free and he has a most serious look on his face.
"Daddy you are free!!"
"Yes hon I am. The white sash wrapped around my wrists just magically fell off me. I think they are now intended for someone else," he says before walking around to Missy's backside and yanking her hands behind her back.
Missy yelps, and begins to struggle, but the father quickly overcomes her meager struggles and wraps the white sash that had been around his wrists tightly around his wife's now.
"Ok now no more chit chat it's time for you guys to take your sweet revenge upon me. Remember honey once the game begins I have made little Ms. Ellie here as sweet and innocent as the most virginal of school girls once more."
"So she will remember nothing of what has transpired earlier tonight. Of her sexual experiences with you before or with me earlier?"
"Gone like the wind from her mind."
"But Dad...Mom...I..." Ellie is about to protest how could she ever hope to forget the traumatic events of this evening when a most malignant stare from first her Mommy, and then another from her Daddy shuts her up.
"Good I want her pure and innocent once more," the father says settling the matter.
"And so she is. In a sense. Shall we begin?" Missy says her voice tinged with excitement as she stands there her wrists tightly secured behind her back.
"Of course," the father responds, and then watches as his wife utters some odd phrase or two in Old Latin directed towards Ellie that makes her blink her eyes as she is encased in a large cloud of blinding white smoke.
The smoke quickly clears and Ellie is now back to wearing that sexy strapless bra of hers, along with the matching white lace thong. She rubs her eyes and then stares at the both of them, almost as if she is seeing them for the first time.
The father leads them both back to the loveseat where he orders Ellie to sit down. He leans over and whispers some instructions in her ear.
"Of course daddy I will do that," Ellie says a wide grin breaking across her pretty face as she leers at her evil stepmother.
"You had better honey or it will be the worse for you when it's your turn."
Missy hears the conversation and is struggling harder against the restraints as the magic spell she has placed herself under is fully working leaving her to truly forget who she is and her mighty powers.
Instead of being the wicked witch in total control she has allowed herself to become simply the helpless prey in this new situation of her own creation.
The father positions Missy so she is sitting on the loveseat on her knees. He has her raise her bound hands enough to reveal that lovely bottom of hers as Ellie sits next to her- the popsicle at the ready.



The first blow, delivered happily by the father as he takes the paddle from his daughter, lands squarely on Missy's firm bottom. Her black leather thong, along with the black fishnet stockings, provide little coverage for her ass. Missy lets out a small yelp as the blow causes her to jump a bit, which produces a slight tremor to run through her body causing those massive 32E tits of hers to jiggle a bit under her leather corset; this is a fact that does not go unnoticed by a delighted Ellie.
"Boy Daddy I like the way Mommy's tits jiggle when you whack her. Do it again, harder this time. Make them really jiggle OK." She takes a long lick on the popsicle, noticing how it doesn't seem to be melting at all.
"Yes of course anything for you my darling daughter," the father replies a bit of malevolent grin spreading across his face.
Soon follows the sharp sting of the black paddle on her ass Whack...WHACK...WHACK! The father gives his wife three quick blows on her bottom, each successively harder than the last. Each causes Missy to jump and cry out in painful delight. Once again her colossal tits jump and jiggle within the tight confines of her tight leather corset.
Ellie stares at her mother's tits with girlishly curiosity as they jiggle around in their leather prison. Their eyes meet, and then Ellie giggles, before slowly extending the large popsicle towards her mother's chest. She begins to rub the cold end of the popsicle all over her tanned chest above the leather corset.
The father gives his wife three more hard whacks as Ellie continues to circle the ice cold popsicle to the very edge of the black corset.
"You know Ellie that is a bit of a magical popsicle as it won't melt but only stay cold even as you continue to use it ..."
"Oh yeah I was wondering about that. So anyway... use it Daddy, how?" Ellie says curiously.
"On your Mommy, to tease her just as I whispered you would earlier. Remember? Now why don't you be a good little girl and help let loose your Mommy big beautiful tits OK baby. You do wanna see them right?"
"Oh yes. I have been dreaming of that for so long daddy...to see Mommy's big tits," Ellie says and then reaches up and begins to slowly yank down the corset from the front just as the father begins to untie the strings in the back that hold it in place.
A bare few seconds later, the black corset has slipped down enough where Missy's tremendous boobs come spilling out of the top of it. Ellie lets out a low whistle as she stares at them thoughtfully, seeing them, in her mind thanks to the evil spell she is under, for the first time.
Ellie slowly brings the popsicle towards one of Missy's nipples. She brushes it up against first one and then the other, causing them to snap to attention from the icy coldness of the frozen treat.
Missy moans a bit as Ellie slowly circles the entirety of her areola with the popsicle, and then moans even louder as she is given four more hard whacks by the father who looks on over Missy's shoulder with utter delight at what his pretty little daughter is doing to her step-mother.
The popsicle moves from one tit to the other, attacking each nipple in turn as the paddle continues to assault Missy's ass which is turning bright red. Ellie is giggling with sheer delight as Missy's head lolls down, her pretty blond hair falling in her face, while moaning even louder at the icy attack upon her fully erect nipples.
"You know honey, your Mommy has very sensitive nipples so you must be driving her crazy. I think you need a second weapon there though so you can attack both of her big, beautiful tits at once."
"Yeah good idea and they really are so big and beautiful," Ellie replies smiling at her dad before laughing and adding, "And cold too I bet."
Magically, a second popsicle appears in Ellie's hand just as the idea popped in the father's brain, a trick earlier set up by Missy in their original planning. Now the attack really is about to be unleashed upon the poor mother in earnest.
Ellie uses both of her "weapons" now to full effect on her step mommy, swirling around the ice cold popsicles back and forth, slowly all around her nipples making the poor things ache for some warm attention.
All the while the father is continuing to slap the paddle down on his wife's ass with alternating force; not so hard as to cause her any real pain, but yet hard enough to make her wince with every blow.
The spanking, combined with the cold popsicle being rubbed over all over her large tits by the very playful Ellie, is causing a growing need in Missy that is quickly reaching epic proportions.
The father is more than willing to take advantage of the situation. He gives his wife a brief respite from her paddling, pausing to ask how she is holding up.
"I like the paddling you are giving me honey, but your daughter teasing my God damn tits...it's driving me crazy." Missy says her voice taking on a mournful quality that stops just short of making the father feel pity for her.
"Ahh poor Mommy," Ellie replies playfully, pulling one of the magical popsicles back. She starts to suck on it and in between slurps she says coyly, "I bet those big titties of yours are a really cold now huh."
"I would say so honey, just look how fully erect her nipples are," the father chimes in peering over his wife's shoulder.
"Yeah I see Daddy." Ellie says raising up so she is at eye level with her mom's chest. "And they have little goosebumps all over them, how cute," she adds with childlike curiosity.
"Not cute honey...cold...really cold." Missy spits out her voice desperate with unfulfilled passion.
"Are they Mom...really?"
The father whispers something in his wife's ear before they both turn their eyes expectedly on their daughter.
"My tits are frozen Ellie. Can't you ahh maybe warm them up for me...please honey...for Mommy."
Ellie looks at Missy coyly saying, "How should I do hmm?"
"Maybe with that sweet little mouth of yours baby. I bet it would do a real nice job of warming your Mommy's boobies up," the father tells his daughter sweetly.
Ellie licks her lips while staring at her mother's huge perfectly tanned tits as they jut out at her. Missy has arched her back bringing them close to Ellie's mouth as she sits facing her on the loveseat.
The father, although anxious to watch his pretty young daughter suck on her mother's boobies, decides a bit more playing is in order though first. "Yes good idea but not before a bit more teasing and a few more whacks with the paddle."
The father leans over and whispers instructions to Ellie, as he works on untying the balance of the strings that hold his wife's leather corset in place.
Hearing what is now expected of her, Ellie positions herself on the loveseat where her mouth hovers so very near Missy's midsection. The corset, which Ellie happily removes after the father had loosened it up enough, now lays on the floor thus allowing Missy's well-toned tummy and chest completely bare to Ellie's hungry eyes, and even hungrier mouth.
Ellie brings the twin popsicles up to Missy's tits, once again rubbing the cherry coldness all over them, while lowering her mouth to her flat tummy. Her tongue darts out licking at Missy's belly button, tickling it lightly, just as the father begins attacking his wife's neck from behind with an onslaught of soft, delicate kisses right on the area that turns her on the most.
Missy groans with untold pleasure as she is being teased so enjoyably. Her daughter's tongue working all over her bare tummy, tracing small circles, her husband's kisses working their magic on her neck, while the two popsicles in tandem being worked all over her sizable breasts is becoming too much for her to bear. She wants more. Craves for more.
Ellie kisses are slowly working their way up towards her majestic mountains that are her ice cold breasts. Missy starts to beg as there is nothing left for her to do.
"Oh come on Ellie please hurry and get that warm mouth of yours on Mother's breasts...please baby..."
Ellie ignores her pleas and continues to slowly, ever so maddeningly slowly, work her way upwards. The husband has finally ceased kissing his wife on her neck and instead has pulled back to watch. To wait. For the moment is almost near.
Ellie's sweet, soft kisses have finally reached just below the twin peaks of her step-mother's breasts, where they pause once more causing a sharp "No baby...please don't stop," to escape from Missy.
Ellie pulls back just a bit. She looks at her daddy. He nods his head, while pulling back the paddle. She moves her mouth up, directly in front of Missy's heaving breasts. She sees the small goose bumps all over her engorged areolas and a chill of forbidden delight crawls up her spine.
Her mouth is mere inches away, so close that is that she decides to have a little fun. She playfully blows a soft breeze of air on one of Missy's fully erect nipples causing it to twitch.
Missy strains forward wanting to shove her tits in Ellie's mouth, but the husband hooks a hand around her wrist restraints holding her in place. Her breasts, icy cold and in dire need of warmth, hover just mere inches from Ellie's warm lips and hot little tongue. And now to make matters worse they are being teased even further as Ellie continues to blow a soft cool breeze of air on to each one in turn.
The husband smiles wickedly as he watches his daughter move one of the popsicles downward between Missy's thighs. It slips between her thighs, bathing each one with icy coldness, as Ellie moves it back and forth between them.
The cold popsicle has changed its shape to indeed resemble that of a large penis, magically of course all due to Missy's pre-planned spell. It now rests just inches from Missy's wet opening, which lays open and unprotected thanks to the crotch less black lace panties she is wearing. Her legs have been shoved rudely apart by the father just moments before.
The husband brings down the paddle in a smooth arc whacking Missy's behind unexpectedly with the hardest blow yet. He has loosened his grip on her restraints so the force of the blow, catching Missy off guard, forces her whole body to jump forward.
Missy's chest jiggles forward as the blow stuns her. Her pain is quickly overcome though by the warmth of her daughter's mouth enveloping her cold, erect nipple. The blow, as planned, has caused Missy's body to move forward just enough, allowing Ellie's open and most eager mouth to be filled with her mother's nipple.
At the same time Missy's nipple is being smothered with welcoming heat from Ellie's tongue the phallus shaped popsicle, which very much by design, had been mere inches from its target, finds it mark. The momentum of the blow forcing Missy's body forward allows the large popsicle to slide up inside her filling her with an icy warmth of coldness.
Missy shudders from the large phallus shaped popsicle being buried inside of her, especially as Ellie begins to work it in and out, in and out, as the same time she lathers her aching nipple with glowing warmth from her wicked little tongue.
The father watches all this over his wife's shoulder before joining in on the fun by turning his wife's mouth towards his. They kiss deeply, cutting off a desperate cry of forbidden passion from her.
The kiss breaks off as Missy tries to catch her breath. Ellie has pulled back and is smiling up sweetly at her Mommy. "Again daddy?"
"Oh God yes again...do it again." Missy pleads with them her voice nearly breaking from desire.
And so it was to be. Again and again, the husband brought the paddle down swift and hard on his wife's ass, making her large tits jiggle and jump and find their way into Ellie's waiting mouth. Again the icy cold 8 inch phallus shaped popsicle below finds its way up and into Missy's throbbing pussy as her whole body jumps forward from the blows being rained down on her.
Again and again Missy rides this wicked carousel of pleasure. At some point the paddle is forgotten as it slips down to the ground. Missy is lost in a world of pleasure as Ellie is raining kiss after sweet little kiss all over her step mommy's tits, while the father's cups them behind in his warm hands.
As the father begins to knead the coldness out of his wife's tits, Ellie begins to frantically suckle on them completing the task of thoroughly warming Missy's cold tits up.
At the same time Missy's tits are being given the royal treatment by the husband's warm hands and the daughter's hot little mouth, her pussy is being fucked faster and harder by the large cherry penis popsicle. The louder Missy moans the harder and faster Ellie is shoving the popsicle up and inside her mother.
Finally, at the father's urging Ellie slips off the loveseat and unto her knees. She buries her face in between her step-mother's thighs. Her pussy tastes, not surprisingly, like cherries—Ellie's favorite.
Ellie wicked little tongue darts in and out of her mother's pussy making her shudder as it finds her swollen clit. The warmth of her mouth is a most welcome relief from the cold fucking she just took from the icy popsicle.
The father meanwhile has picked up where his daughter left off and is sucking on his wife's mammoth tits like a crazed madman, while the daughter continues to give her mother's pussy a most through going over with her tongue and lips.
Ellie closes her eyes and pretends her mother's pussy is someone she is making out with. She gives it dozens of small delicate kisses before really letting go with her tongue shoving it deep and hard against her mother's clit.
When Ellie begins to sense her mother is about to come, she pulls back just long enough so Missy can hit both her mental and physical reset button. And then the whole thing starts all over again.
Missy is brought to the edge twice like this before the third time Ellie simply lacks the willpower to stop. Actually she was debating if she should stop or go on when, at the ultimate moment of truth, the father reaches around and shoves his index finger deep up into his wife's soaking wet snatch box, while at the same time he showers her weak spot on the neck with a series of passionate kisses. And then just to emphasize the point of what must happen next, he tangles one hand in his daughter's hair shoving her face deeper between her mother's legs.
Realizing the floodgates are about to burst wide open, Ellie attacks Missy's clit with renewed vigor, this time not letting up. Flicking her tongue up and down on her mother's swollen clit, she hears Missy begin to moan louder and louder with increasing passion, which only encourages her to keep going.
The orgasm, when it finally comes, hits Missy so hard her knees buckle and give out. With her wrists still secured firmly behind her back, she collapses onto her daughter, which luckily, breaks her fall.
The father stands back as the girls end up in a tangle on the carpet. He watches as Ellie takes pity on her mother and releases her from her restraints. He then watches with increasingly bemusement as mother and daughter begin to kiss so very passionately as they roll around on the soft carpet.
Missy is exclaiming her love for her daughter in between kisses as well as telling her that was "the most powerful orgasm she had ever experienced."
Ellie smiles back at her mother, and whispers both her love and admiration for her mother's beautiful tits and sweet tasting pussy. Finally, Missy rises to her feet, dresses again in her black slutty corset and smiling at Ellie as she helps her stand up saying, "I do think it's time now to finish what we started with your daddy before this little break."
"You mean we are going to tease him so more Mommy?" Ellie says innocently as if she did not know that was the plan exactly.
"Yes he has yet to ...ahh come tonight and that is something that must be addressed, but only after another through bit of teasing I would think."
"Me too thinks that," says Ellie giggling like a school girl as she watches Missy wrap the white sash around her father's wrists.
Missy leads her husband back over to the loveseat ordering him to sit down as round two of his teasing is about to commence and this time there will be now stopping until he has released that virtual flood of sperm that has been building in his loins all night.
And then all according to the grand plan laid out by the wicked stepmother, her young 20 year old stepdaughter will finally lose her virginity as she is bound and shackled to the white carpet.
Missy grins evilly at the thought of watching her lovely step-daughter being de-flowered by her daddy...with her help of course. Missy can't help but to wonder once the daddy has made sweet love to his daughter and has softly broken her in, just how big of a strap on dildo the poor little thing will be able to take as an encore!!
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"What a crappy way to end, what up until this point, had been a most wonderful evening," Tony muses to himself getting out of the car and slamming the door shut.
He walks around the outside of the SUV as the snow, mixed with a freezing rain, begins to fall with increasing intensity from the dark December sky. His daughter's black Escalade, with the expensive rims, had slide down a rather sharp embankment and had come to rest solidly against a large tree. The engine was still hissing steam as he walked around the car realizing they were in a pretty tight spot here.
Out in the middle of nowhere and stranded. It was quite clear the car was not going anywhere. And the temperature was dropping, almost by the minute it seemed, so the cold rain which was now falling mixed with snow, would undoubtedly turn into a heavy snow before this freezing Vermont night was over.
If only he would not have let his beautiful 19 year daughter have some wine at dinner maybe she would not have been feeling so playful, and the accident would never have happened. Jasmine had lightheartedly popped the cork on the champagne bottle, yelling "Merry Christmas" as she sat giggling in the front seat next to him.
He was driving on a slick winding road, and when the cork shot across the front seat of the car, and struck him squarely in the side of the head, he lost both his concentration and control of the large vehicle.
But maybe he could have dealt with that if that was the only thing the silly girl had done, but it wasn't. She also took it upon herself to start giggling and spray the champagne inside the car, finally causing him to jerk the wheel, thus causing him to lose control as the large Escalade ran off the road. Lucky neither of them were hurt, but still it was a bad enough situation.
They had been on a scenic drive, at her insistence, through a small Vermont backwoods, on a narrow and winding road. It was approaching 10 pm, very late by small town standards, especially more so in this backwoods they now found themselves stranded in, so the area was quite deserted.
Now as he walked around the car assessing the damage he wondered what to do next. He looked up to the sky and seen ominous storm clouds building to the north. Their cell phones were of no help as she could not get a signal, and he had foolishly left his behind at the house.
"Now what?" He looks over at her.
"I guess we walk. You know I seen a mailbox just off the side of the road there a ways back. Maybe someone is home and we can call for a tow truck."
"Jasmine most of these cabins out here are exclusively summer rentals. I doubt anyone would be home. Pretty crappy way to end our date huh?" he says smiling at her trying to not show the anxious fear that was building in the pit of his stomach.
"Oh I don't know Daddy so far this has been my best Christmas Eve date yet and now it will only get more interesting."
"Interesting yeah right."
The night certainly had been interesting enough already. He was supposed to be spending Christmas Eve with his ex-wife. Had made reservations last month well in advance at the Crossbow Inn, which was Maple Hill's, Vermont finest little romantic hot spot.
"A dark and casual spot," he thought would be the perfect time to discuss them getting back together. But at the last moment she called and canceled. Then Jasmine called and suggested why not take her out for a Christmas Eve dinner after he told her how her mother had stood him up at the last moment.
She seemed to have known her mother was going to cancel their date. Jasmine knew her daddy still carried a torch for her mother, even though she had left him for a younger guy almost three years ago breaking his heart.
Jasmine, he felt, was just playing the role of good daughter knowing he would be feeling down when she suggested they go out. He tried to talk her out of it saying he was OK, but Jasmine, as willful as ever, insisted they spend the evening together.
So instead of having a quiet romantic dinner with his ex-wife in hopes of rekindling the flames of passion between them, he found himself dining with his young and most gorgeous 19 year old daughter.
Jasmine was of mixed descent. Tony had solid German Caucasian blood while her mother, Jada, was full blooded Korean. Like many daughters of mixed marriages Jasmine turned out to be an absolute show stopper in the looks department. She had pretty black hair that fell to her shoulders, along with a perfectly flawless dark complexion. In most regards physically she had taken after her mother, which to Tony was a blessing considering how very beautiful Jada was herself.
Jasmine was small in height 5' 3" and weight 113 pounds which Tony found absolutely adorable as he had always had a thing for small women, but especially small Asian women in particular. And even though he tried not to focus on it too much as the evening progressed he could not help but notice how Jasmine had so nicely filled out in the last 2 and half years since he had last seen her.
She had moved back to California with her mom, and then stayed there even as her mom came back to Vermont six months ago. Now she was home on an extended vacation, and Tony had been thrilled when she called suggesting they go out.
Jasmine and Tony had always been very close as she grew up, and he had missed her terribly after the divorce. He told her this no less than probably a half dozen times over dinner that evening. It was easy saying nice things to her as she simply looked absolutely gorgeous on this night and was being so very warm and friendly with him.
She was dressed casual in a pair of jeans and a simple white blouse along with a pair of sexy 4 and half inch ankle boots. But although she may have dressed casual she still looked as sexy as all hell. Her blue jeans were studded with rhinestones and were skin tight, showing off a gorgeous ass that Tony noted must have been a most recent development. He certainly did not remember his little girl having such a great ass when they played catch out in the backyard just a few short years ago. But her ass was nothing compared to her tits.
When Jasmine walked into the kitchen asking him if he was ready to go she had on a super tight white blouse. Tony noted with amusement, bordering on concern, how the top three buttons of his daughter's blouse were casually left undone. Between leaving the buttons undone, and the tightness of her blouse it left no doubt that Jasmine now possessed an absolutely lethal set of tits. They must have been at least double D's maybe even triple D's as Tony simply could not help but to stare, if only for a few short moments.
His daughter's tits simply looked huge on her small trim frame. But what really made it hard to keep from staring at them was Jasmine was clearly not wearing a bra under her tight white blouse.
The contrast of her dark Korean skin with the white blouse hiding those lethal tits of hers had driven Tony absolutely crazy all night as he did his best not to stare at them.
Maybe the highlight of dinner was afterwards when she suggested they slow dance on the Crossbow's small dark dance floor. There were already three other couples out there dancing so Tony, despite his reservations as he did not consider himself much of a dancer, agreed. When Jasmine snuggled in tight next to him as they swayed to the music his heart nearly stopped as felt those tremendous tits of hers brushing up against his chest. Every time he tried to move back a bit she only came forward pushing up against him all the more. It was in a word –maddening, especially since it had been so long since he had sex.
In a futile useless romantic gesture, Tony refused to date other women after Jada left him convinced that she would someday come back. For some stupid reason he wanted himself, out of some misguided romantic notion, to remain pure for her until she came to her senses.
But now he found himself in the arms of his daughter on the dance floor, and as her arms slide up his neck while smiling that sweet innocent sexy smile of hers, he found his cock coming alive.
Jasmine, in a word or two, was a cock tease. Even to her daddy. It must have been in the blood as her mother was the exact same way. Both loved to show off. The point was driven home even more emphatically when Jasmine made her dramatic confession over dessert that back in Los Angeles she was a stripper, and a very good one at that, she added with a sly smile.
"Well now I know how she can afford such an expensive vehicle anyways," he muses to himself. When he confessed being worried about her chosen profession she smiled softly at him and said "Oh don't worry Daddy I am still saving myself for Mr. Right. I am still a virgin as pure and innocent as freshly fallen snow."
"Yes now, a virgin stripper talk about an oxymoron as those are two things that obviously don't go together."
She reached across the table and slapped him playfully saying, "Just because the other strippers you hear about may be whores and drug addicts does not mean I have to be one too Daddy. I am really a good girl. In fact I have never even been felt up as of yet."
Tony found this hard to believe, but despite wanting to press her for more details he was not sure he was comfortable discussing her sex life so he told her this while nodding his head in quiet disbelief. The fact was, Tony simply did not believe her. How could someone that pretty and that well put together be such a pure virgin that no guy had even felt her up?
Jasmine, maybe it was the wine they were sharing over dinner, and maybe sensing he did not quite believe her, opened up even more to him.
"Yeah but the thing is this--there is no sex life to discuss Daddy. I am serious I have never even let a man get past a simple kiss on my cheek. I desperately want my first man to have the privilege of knowing where he goes no man has ever went before. All my girlfriends make fun of me you know. They think I am frigid or something but I am not. I am just really, really picky."
"Ok well I guess I should be proud," he says finishing off the last of his dessert. He was ready to go but she wanted to dance, again, so he granted her one last dance before they would head home to what he thought might be a quiet evening of sipping eggnog, while watching some hokey Christmas movie as she cuddled next to him. This had been a favorite ritual of theirs to do in the past over the holidays.
After the last dance they held hands tightly as they left the dance floor. Tony's heart was still trip hammering in his chest as out on that dark dance floor they had exchanged several brief kisses. They both were feeling a bit friendly due to the several glasses of red wine they shared during dinner, and as they both professed how much they loved each other, and how much they missed one another, it just sort of happened.
The last brief kiss they had shared had even been on the lips. Tony had belatedly tried to avoid brushing his lips against hers when he realized Jasmine meant to kiss him on the lips but Jasmine, being that willful daughter that she had always been, simply would not be denied. She sweetly raised her hand up and used it to hold her daddy's chin in place as her soft sweet lips fell on his.
It was also during this last dance that she really snuggled up against him in the process pushing her large firm tits against him in a most provocative manner for the second time that evening. Just like before when it happened his cock came alive almost like it had been hotwired.
On the way home she suggested stopping and getting a bottle of champagne so at midnight they could ring in Christmas properly. He agreed. But after picking up the champagne she then suggested, just before turning on the road that would take them home, to take a little scenic drive on old highway 11 that snaked around the town and out into Clark's woods. He agreed. She said she wanted to watch the snow fall in the forest as it was so quiet and serene out there.
But then came Jasmine's, in a moment of drunken levity, little celebration as they approached the middle of Clark's woods, setting off the chain of events that caused the SUV to skid off the road and crash.
He didn't blame her though, only himself as he obviously had let her have a little too much wine during dinner.
Now they were stuck, her expensive SUV all smashed to hell, and it was his fault for giving in to all of her demands. As they made the way out of the SUV, deciding to follow her advice and try and locate the house or cabin that the mailbox she had seen belonged to, he noted how the freezing rain was in the process of changing to a thick heavy snowfall.
Jasmine opened her back hatch and grabbed a gym bag out of it shoving the champagne inside saying with a giggle "Maybe we will find a quiet place to drink this."
"Yeah well that should not be too hard as I do believe we are pretty much all alone out here."
"Ha just as I planned then." Jasmine exclaims with a giggle.
Tony responded by saying she did not appreciate the gravity of their situation to which she only laughed expressing her belief, "As long as I am with my Daddy nothing bad can happen."
After a long walk, first in freezing rain mixed with snow, and then a heavy snow only as the temperature continued to plummet, all the while Tony cursing that he did not bring a heavier jacket, they reached the mailbox. The light jacket he was wearing did not have a collar and was rather thin allowing first the rain and then the wet snow to soak right through to his new expensive dress shirt.
Tony noted with dismay how the mailbox stood slightly askew, looking for all the world, that it had not been used for quite some time. Not a good sign at all.
"Well we have to try Daddy and see if someone is home. I'm freezing,"
They trudged up the long winding driveway flanked on both sides by thick trees. In the front yard there was a For Sale by Owner sign tipped over at a crazy angle. Not a good omen either. "Honey its vacant. Look they are trying to sell the dump."
From the outside anyways, the old cabin looked like it had seen better years---decades ago most likely. The overhang over the front porch bowed down in the middle and looked about to collapse. "It probably doesn't have a solid window left and is full of rats and shit," he said silently to himself deciding it best not to mention these thoughts to Jasmine.
"Still let's check it out. No cars came during the whole time we were walking and I'm getting worried." She says between her chattering teeth. He looked at her holding the gym bag over her head trying at the very least to protect her pretty hair.
She had on only a thin stylish jacket herself for protection against the elements, but luckily, or they would have really been in trouble, her gym back contained a pair of tennis shoes allowing her to slip out of her stylish, but slightly impractical for walking, ankle boots. He offered her his thin jacket several times during the course of the walk to which she politely declined over and over again.
The snow had been coming down harder still for the past 10 minutes. It would be a White Christmas after all he noted with bitter irony. They had to do something so he followed her advice although he was doubtful anyone lived there. In fact, he was sure of it.
"Ok honey lets go check out this dump."
He walks up onto the porch telling her to hang back. He knocks once, twice. The small log cabin is dark and silent. He turns to her and shrugs his shoulder saying "Like I said vacant Jasmine."
"Try the front door."
He rattles the knob. It's locked and feels solid. Surprisingly, the windows in front, anyway, are all intact.
"Let's just break in Daddy. I am freezing."
"Really honey breaking and entering. What if the police............." She gives him a look of disappointment as she stands there shivering waiting for him to be a man and take charge. The look does it for him.
"Right no cops are probably around. Ok come around to the back."
They hurry around to the back, and five minutes later are entering the small cabin. He had used a rock to smash one of the small plate windows in the back door and then was able to reach his hand inside and unlock the door. Jasmine, fortunately had remembered to bring her emergency flash light from the SUV, so they would have at least some light to explore the dark interior of the cabin.
It was basically clean and well kept, except the layer of dust that hung over everything indicating it had not been disturbed in a few weeks anyways. "The owners probably have someone come out once a month or so to check on the cabin and clean it up a bit," Tony tells his daughter as they scan the flashlight around the dark interior of the place, looking for any signs of recent habitation.
There were only four rooms. The small kitchen, a surprising large master bedroom with an old fashioned sleigh bed complete with checkered quilt, a bathroom attached to the bedroom, and a medium sized living room.
Tony made Jasmine wait just inside the backdoor as he quickly explored the small cabin with the flashlight making sure they were no untold dangers lurking in the darkness. All the windows were locked and secured, save the one he broke, which helped set his mind at ease.
He came back to the kitchen and gave her a thumbs up. Tony then did his best to secure the back door somewhat by jamming one of the wooden chairs that was under the kitchen table against the knob before telling his daughter first the good news and then the bad news.
"The front room has a large brick fireplace honey with loads of firewood, plus I found some candles, which is good since it looks like we are going to be stuck here at least for the night as there is no power, which of course means no phone, not that they have one that I can see anyways."
"Great does have a big old bearskin rug in front of it because that would be so quaint and ..............romantic," Jasmine says with a sly smile.
"Hmm you must be living well as your wish is close to being true as there is a large fur rug, if its bear I am not sure, but it looks clean and comfortable."
'Bathroom?"
He showed her to the bathroom as she was desperate to fix her hair and makeup, plus go pee. He gives her the flashlight after he gets a couple of the candles lit so he can see what the hell he is doing.
Soon there is a roaring fire blazing inside the old stone fireplace. He strips off his jacket sighing as he bends down next to the fire warming himself. He glances outside and the snow is really falling now. He can barely see their tracks anymore that had been so clearly visible just a few minutes ago leading around from the front to the back of the old cabin.
She was taking forever it seemed in the bathroom. He went and knocked on the door checking to see if she was OK. "Yes Daddy be out in a minute just finishing up fixing my hair and putting on some makeup."
He sighs before saying, "Jesus honey now what do you have to go and do that for, we are stranded in the middle next to nowhere and you are worried about your damn hair and putting on makeup."
She opens the door slightly and gives him that disarming smile of hers saying sweetly, "Daddy until we get home I still consider us on our very special Christmas Eve date so with that in mind can you excuse a young lady if she wants to still look good for her man, no matter the circumstances."
"So now I am your man huh. I thought I was your daddy."
"Hmm you can be both." And with that she slams the door shut in his face.
He sighs as he leaves the room, noting that before it had been a Christmas Eve dinner they were out on, but somehow now it had turned into a Christmas Eve date.
He relaxes on the small love seat, which is just offset to the fireplace at a right angle, while waiting patiently for his daughter to come out of the bathroom. He is sipping on the champagne she brought with them straight from the bottle and is getting a nice buzz on.



Finally, he sees a dark shadow coming towards him across the small cabin. When she enters the small pool of light thrown off by the fire his eyes nearly bulge out of his head.
Her tight white blouse is plastered to her body from the rain and snow. Her giant tits are proudly on display under her wet blouse. Her fully erect nipples, poking out from under the soaking wet fabric of the shirt, are like a pair of twin beacons to his eyes.
He now is maybe thankful that her thin, stylish jacket was too small, too tight, or so she said, to button up, thus opening up her chest to the elements. He wonders secretly if she had simply refused to button up her jacket on purpose knowing the effect the rain and wet snow would have on her thin white blouse.
She pauses in front of the love seat, seemingly oblivious to how her tight wet blouse shoes off her immense tits.
"So was it worth the wait. Do I at least still look presentable? I mean first the rain and then the snow really did a number on my hair."
Probably because he is a bit drunk and feeling frisky and playful he says, "And to your blouse too sweetheart."
She looks down at her chest and smiles, before looking back up her expression turning deadly serious, "Yeah I guess my new blouse doesn't look so good on me now that it's all wet."
"Yeah well, I don't know about that sweetheart. I mean if you were competing in a wet tee shirt contest I think you would definitely be the winner."
"Oh stop making fun of me Daddy. I am freezing!! What are you going to do about it?" She wraps her arms around herself shivering.
"Well might I suggest moving closer to the fire for starters?"
She takes a few steps closer to the fire. He reaches out and hands her the bottle of champagne. "Take some of this, it will warm your insides up a bit maybe."
She takes the champagne bottle and tips it back to her mouth swallowing a heavy dosage of the bubbly champagne.
"Slow down sweetheart. We have all night to finish it."
"Well if you aren't going to suggest anything to keep me warm then I might as well get drunk and pass out," she snorts at him shooting him a dark look that clearly indicates she is more than a little irritated with him.
"What being close to the fire doesn't help?"
She turns to him with a sly look on her face, which he supposed is better than the irritated look she had just shown him a short minute or so ago and says, "You obviously have noticed how wet my blouse is Daddy as you have been staring at my chest non-stop ever since I came out of the bathroom so do I really have to say that as long as I keep this wet shirt on I have really have no chance of getting warm."
He blushes fiercely as he had been hopeful that maybe Jasmine had not noticed how his eyes keep wandering to her chest. He thinks briefly of denying that he was staring, but he thinks that will only make him look all the more guilty so he decides to just ignore the comment all together.
"Well I would offer you my shirt but as you can see," he pulls it up from his chest so she can see it's as plastered to his skin just like hers, "Mine is as wet as yours."
"Yeah well I guess we both really need to get out of these wet shirts before we catch a cold."
"I know.....wait." He has a sudden brainstorm as he gets up to leave the room.
"Where are you going?"
"There is a large quilt on the bed. I was thinking you could take off your shirt and wrap it around your body."
"Ugh. I thought of that Daddy and it smells of you know mildew." She crinkles her nose up in disgust adding, "No way am I wrapping my body in that thing."
"Well what about that gym bag of yours? You had tennis shoes in it after all and you mentioned going to the gym out here so don't you maybe have some gym clothes, like a tee shirt you could put on or something."
"Hey you're right maybe I do have something in there Daddy. Then again maybe not. It has been in my car for a while. I just threw the flashlight and the champagne in there without really looking. Let me go see."
"Yeah OK. In the meantime you should take off your shirt and hang it so it might be dry by the morning," she tells him over her shoulder as she disappears into the bedroom where she left her bag laying on the bed.
He reluctantly agreed to her suggestion, although he was not thrilled at having to take off his shirt in front of his daughter. The truth is he doesn't feel like he is in good enough shape to walk around shirtless. He is afraid of what his little girl will think of her soon to be 47 year old father's bare chest and stomach. While he is not grossly overweight with a huge beer belly like many men his age, neither does he have a so called 'six-pack.'
Once inside the bedroom she opens the gym back and sure enough she has a pair of gym shorts and one of old workout tee shirts inside. This is only one of the things in her bag that makes her smile broadly though. Maybe if things go well, and the mood strikes her, she will show her daddy a few other delightful little treasures she has stored away in her little gym bag.
The truth was she knew exactly what was in her gym bag, but he doesn't need to know that. She quickly strips out of her wet jeans first, and puts on the blue gym shorts.
"They are a bit tight, just like my workout shirt," she whispers to herself as she turns this way and that examining herself in the mirror. Then she hurries up and strips off her wet blouse. She pulls on the gray tee shirt with the large Nike symbol emblazoned on the front of it and looks at herself in the mirror.
She smiles at her image in the mirror whispering to herself, "Well this certainly should make an impression on him." The tattered edges of the tee shirt, by just the barest of margins, barely comes down over her nipples leaving nearly the full lower third of her prodigious breasts exposed.
She suddenly remembers why the shirt barely covers her tits. She had bought it years ago to wear to the gym when she first started working out. At the time she was a regular gym rat and wanted to see the progress of her daily workouts especially on her obsessive need to have a flat muscular tummy. With that in mind she carefully took a knife and cut away a good portion of the lower part of the shirt so it would expose her tummy. But that was when she was 17 and her tits were only sized 32C. Since becoming a stripper she had had three boob jobs and her tits were now a prodigious 32G. The little half tee shirt could barely contain her large breasts Jasmine seen—with sheer and utter delight.
The truth was Jasmine had reveled in the notion that her daddy had been taking sneak peeks at her tits all night. Her mood, fueled by the wine and champagne she had been drinking all night long, was carefree and playful to the point where she was quite curious to see her daddy's reaction to her little half tee shirt.
No way she would pass up this chance to be the ultimate tease and see if she could get her daddy to .........ahh lose his normal uptight and very proper attitude around her. It was like the ultimate challenge. A challenge she was very up for tonight.
As she lays out her clothes over the shower curtain rod she remembers spotting something else in her gym back which might help her chances of getting her daddy to really loosen up around her. She had by chance, left her bong and a small bag of pot in the gym bag after coming home late from a party at one of her friend's house the other night. She smiles knowing that her mom and dad, both children of the seventies, had a rather liberal view on pot.
Maybe they would get high together. In fact, as she grabs the bong and the bag of weed and places it on the bed so it will be within easy reach later on, she is sure they will as her daddy, never ever denied her anything she truly wanted.
Jasmine goes strutting back into the living deciding not to mention anything about her little half tee shirt and how very revealing it is. Instead she will just act carefree and casual and see how he reacts.
"Daddy you are a genius....." she walks right up to him as he sits on the love seat and placing her hands on her hips while at the same time thrusting out her chest to its maximum potential says in her most innocent voice "As you can see I did find an old tee shirt in my gym back and some shorts too."
Tony looks up and for the second time in less than 15 minutes his heart nearly comes to a stop as he sees his beautiful daughter's huge tits so fully on display.
His eyes can't help but to wander to her chest as his brain tries to form a coherent sentence for him to speak. "Ahh.......yeah honey I can well see that."
"Yeah it's better than that wet blouse I was wearing but still I am a little cold."
"Yeah I can see that too," he says in a shaky voice. Christ could he ever as her taunt nipples were practically poking a hole through that super tight gray tee shirt of hers.
"Well then" she sits down right next to him on the small loveseat, "Are you going to and let your little girl freeze or be a man and invite her over to that super nice fur rug you were telling me about earlier and cuddle with her until she is nice and warm."
He swallows hard as his cock, already on firm alert is about to be upgraded to a full hard on alert status. But what can he do. He is trapped by her mocking words that seem to be in an off-hand and teasing manner implying that maybe he is not man enough to keep his own flesh and blood daughter warm.
Before he can answer she reaches out and brushes one finger across his fully erect nipple on his bare chest saying, "I see that I am not the only one that is cold around here."
"Yeah it is a bit chilly."
"All the more reason we should cuddle in front of the fire, don't you think Daddy?" She looks at him and smiles, waiting expectantly.
He takes the bait. Stands up and holds his hand out to Jasmine saying "Would you like to come and cuddle in front of the warm fire with your daddy little girl."
If not for the champagne he had been steadily drinking waiting for her, combined with the wine they had over dinner, he doubtlessly would not have found the courage to ask her this in such an off-hand and casual manner.
"I would love to Daddy" she says taking his hand and following him over to the fire.
They settle down in front of the blazing fire leaning back against the cushions and the pillows he had stripped off of the couch and the bed respectively. He snakes one arm around her mid-section noting how soft and supple her bare skin feels under his rough hands. She lets out a sigh as she snuggles up against him laying her head on his bare chest.
They lay there cuddling against each other for a few minutes before Jasmine lets out a loud sigh before saying, "Daddy I can hear your heart racing inside that chest of yours. I think we need to get you relaxed. How about a nice back rub from your little girl."
"Hmm that is OK baby. Let's just lay here and cuddle."
"But Daddy I am ..........I don't know a little hyper I guess and want to do something."
"I thought you wanted me to cuddle with you and keep you warm."
"I'm warmed up now and well, c'mon I want to do something. Consider my back rub to be a sorta of early Christmas present. Besides I'm bored and buzzed. Speaking of buzzed, where is the champagne?"
"On the loveseat, I think."
"I'll get it."
"Honey maybe you think we have both had enough to drink."
"Daddy don't be an old Grinch, come on......... in a little bit, hmm exactly..............." she grabs his wrist and turns it so she can see the time on his watch "28 minutes it will be officially Christmas and I want you to be in a very cheery holiday mood."
"So, I am a little old to be making a big deal out Christmas."
"Well maybe you are but I'm not. I'm only 19 remember and this has been a most fantastic Christmas Eve date you took me on so................"
"So.........go on." He says trying hard not to stare at her tits as she leans on one arm debating him.
"So." She reaches out and brushes his cheek lightly, "So I just want to have some fun with my daddy and give him a real nice back rub maybe."
"Well it's not Christmas yet. Ask me again in what 38 minutes."
"Yeah well you better say yes or you will be doing two things at once."
"Really and what two thing would that be?"
"Number one you would ruin the end of our date and number two ruin the start of Christmas. So with that in mindareyou going to be a mean old Grinch and say no to more champagne and then no to my back massage?"
"Hmm I suppose not. Bring it over. I will say yes to both...........just for you of course sweetie." He waves his hand nonchalantly at her knowing it's always a losing battle for him to argue with her.
She bounds to her feet, clapping her hands saying "Goodie Daddy is not going to be a Grinch after all." She then skips across the room over to the small dining table where they had left the champagne. His eyes are glued to those gigantic boobs of hers as they bounce happily up and down as she skips across the room.
"Jesus what a sight," Tony muses to himself. He knows he should not be looking at her but he lacks the necessary willpower to avert his eyes as she bounds back to the rug the champagne in one hand.
"Oh here Daddy. I almost forgot. I found something else in my gym bag that could go a long way to relaxing you and me both for the long night we are facing in this cabin. But you have to promise to be opened minded."
"I'm always opened minded when it comes to you honey. I mean you pretty much always get your way with me."
"And that is why I love my daddy so, so much, because he always lets his little girl do whatever she wants."
She then get up and starts to head into the bedroom. His eyes automatic follow her this time watching that lovely little ass of hers in her tight gym shorts.
He wonders what he should be open minded about as he waits for her to return to the fire. He doesn't have to wait long as she plops back down next to him carrying small purple bong and waving a small bag of pot.
"Oh God honey seriously, you don't expect me to smoke that shit with you. Come on!!!"
"Sure I do. I know you and mom used to get high all the time. Don't deny it as I watched you and besides mom told me you guys did when I got older."
"She did," he says surprised, and then again no as he recalls Jada was never really that discreet about their smoking pot.
"Hmm-uh. It's good shit too. Come on let's get buzzed together. I promise it's a real mellow high. Please."
She doesn't wait to even here his answer as she is already busy packing the bong. He takes a deep breath ready to launch into the evils of smoking weed, and then realizes what a fucking hypocrite he will sound like.
After all, he smoked weed for the first time when he was only 15 and continued smoking off and on for the next 20 years after that. In fact, he remembers Jasmine was conceived on a dark and stormy night much like this when him and Jada were both higher than kites on weed.
He stands up, and heads into the kitchen to grab a candle to use as a lighter.
"Here we can use this as a lighter honey," he says to her handing her the lit candle.
"That is the spirit and this dope will definitely put you in the Christmas spirit even more. So you are cool with this daddy?"
"Yeah I guess after all. If I say no I will be branded as a hypocrite. Besides you are a big girl now so................ and I do miss getting high."
They spend the next 15 or so minutes passing the bong back and forth taking bigger and bigger hits. They also are taking bigger and bigger drinks of the champagne to cool their throats from the smoke. By midnight they are both pleasantly drunk and high.
"Oh Daddy what time is it."
"Time to get stoned with your daughter, I guess," he says jokingly.
"No besides that. I mean is it Christmas yet."
He glances at his watch. "No not quite still have 12 minutes until midnight. Until our Merry Christmas. Why don't we just hmm lay back and wait for it sweetie," he says reclining back onto the soft fur rug.
"No way. When I get high, I like to stay busy, not veg out."
She hops up and once again he is treated with the sight of that lovely ass of hers as she leaves, and then even better still those big bouncy tits of hers bounding up and down as she skips into the bedroom.
"Where you going?"
She ignores him, instead disappearing into the bedroom, leaving him to wonder if she is doing that on purpose to get his attention. She must now the way she is prancing around will cause her huge tits to bounce up and down under the tight confines of that half- tee shirt.
"Stupid......... of course she knows. She is a god damn stripper for Christ Sakes. Face it your little girl is teasing the living hell out of you man," as that inner voice that everyone possess gives him a rather straightforward and truthful answer to the question that has been bugging him all night.
Now that he is both high and drunk he is ready to accept that answer knowing deep down in his heart it's the truth.
Coming back out of the bedroom she announces, "Daddy I just had a brain storm in the room. Since I have been away for the last few years and we have not had a chance to celebrate any Christmas' together I think you should let me go out of my way to make this one a Christmas celebration you shall remember fondly for years to come." Too stoned now to do anything but agree, Tony smiles at her and says why not.
"So you will place your trust in your daughter and let her make this our best Christmas ever right daddy?"
"Just being with you baby makes it the best ever, don't you know that?" he tells her with a soft laugh, while trying his very best to be charming.
She slaps him playfully on his bare tummy making a loud smacking sound. "Shut your eyes Mr. Charming so I can prepare your first surprise and no peeking."
He does as she tells him wondering just what the hell she is up to. He hears her moving around the small cabin, but it gives him no clue to what she is up to at this point. About three minutes later, she says "Ok Daddy you can stand up and open your eyes."
He slowly gets to his feet. Standing there in a half drunk, half stoned stupor he opens his eyes slowly. The gym shorts she was wearing have been replaced by a super short mini-skirt. He decides to let that pass without comment, for now, instead commenting on her other change.
"You look taller honey." He says glancing down at her feet.
"I had a pair of my ahh 'working shoes' also in my gym bag Daddy and I thought you might like them."
Jasmine's tennis shoes have been duly retired and in their place is a pair of 5 inch stilettos. They are black with gray buckles and are as sexy as all hell.
But as sexy as the shoes are they are taking a backseat to that other little change in her appearance as he says to her, "I guess you had one of your 'working skirts' too in that gym bag of yours? Jesus is there anything you don't have in that damn bag of yours baby."
She does a quick twirl around showing off the back side saying "Like it Daddy. I was going to wear something like this to dinner but I thought you might deem it inappropriate."
Her little black leather mini skirt is super tight and just barely covers that delicious little ass of hers, so yes most assuredly it would have been inappropriate for dinner.
"I thought we will start you out with a soft romantic Christmas Eve midnight dance Daddy."
"Honey what happened to my back rub."
"Oh you shall get that later, but for now I want to dance."
"Yeah well I am so fucking high right now I doubt I can dance very well."
"We are only going to slow dance so all you have to do is sway to the music and lean on me a bit."
He knows it is useless to argue, especially when he sees all the trouble she went through to create a makeshift dance floor. She had moved the couch over a bit, clearing a small area off to the left of the fireplace, and in that area on the wooden floor she had placed dozens of small candles in a circle.



"Have you ever danced in a circle of fire Daddy?"
"No can't say that I have." He smiles at her as she takes his hand and leads him over to her little makeshift dance floor. On the way she clicked the button on a small boom box radio that she found in the bedroom nightstand that thankfully still works.
She twists the dial until she finds a radio station playing Christmas music, and just as luck will have it, it's a slow romantic Christmas ballad that is playing.
As they come together in her "circle of fire" his heart is racing. Although they have already slow danced twice this evening, things are very much different this time as they are all alone, which Tony instinctively knows will change everything.
Indeed being all alone does change everything. Tony has no way of knowing this, but when his little girl gets drunk she gets extremely aggressive going after the things she wants. And when she gets high she becomes very friendly while losing all sense of "boundaries." And the fact that she is both high and drunk makes for a very volatile mix.
Tony, on the other hand, finds alcohol and pot combined makes him extremely mellow and passive and very, very romantic if he is with the right woman.
They sway to the soft music together, their bodies pressing into one another, holding each other so close and tight. Soft whispers in each other's ears telling one another how very much they missed each other over the past few years, soft caressing of bare skin, his hands on her bare back just below the grey half tee shirt, sliding slowly around to brush her sides while tracing small circles.
Her hands glide up to his bare chest, where she slowly drags her long two inch painted nails across his bare chest. It seems nothing is out of reach now that the boundaries of being in public have been removed.
She is nearly on eye level with him in her five inch spike heels as she looks at him all wide eyed and innocent. "Nice huh daddy this Christmas dance of ours?"
"Very." He whispers back.
The soft ballad mixed with the quiet sounds of snow falling outside the cabin is creating an almost hypnotic effect on him. So much so that he barely notices as she brings her lips to his saying in a bare whisper "If you allow me another Christmas kiss or two it would maybe go a long way of making it up to me all that time we spent away from one another."
"Yes you have my permission sweetheart."
Their eyes lock for a moment as her lips move towards his. Something deep and dark, and most forbidden pass between them in that mere half-second where they gaze into each other's eyes. Then their lips meet and they begin to exchange soft, gentle kisses as their lips come together, and then part, before coming together once more, over and over again.
Both of their hands have snaked around each other backs pulling the other one in even closer. After the last of what might have been literally dozens of soft sweet kisses, if anyone was bothering to count, their kisses turn longer and more meaningful.
Considering just how things have progressed this evening between them, it should not have been such a shock when Tony felt her young, inexperienced tongue pushing up against his lips. After a moment's hesitation he takes the plunge, and opens his mouth to her. Her tongue slips in easily and they begin to kiss deeply, tongues pushing up against one another.
He should have been shocked at such a thing occurring. Ashamed and shocked that is, but it's Christmas and there is magic in the air. But even more so he is both stoned and drunk so accepting his beautiful 19 year old daughter's tongue into his mouth seems something he simply cannot deny.
And then when she withdraws her tongue, and he finds his slipping into her mouth as all pretense of innocence between them is lost. He snakes a hand into her hair and kisses her long and deep.
She reaches around behind her and guides his hands down to the soft leather of her mini skirt. Unable to resist, he begins to slide his hands all over his daughter's luscious little ass. It feels delightful and is giving him one helluva a boner.
They circle around inside this enchanted circle of light, dancing still while lost in forbidden, erotic delight. Finally, the slow song ends and a jauntier Christmas carol starts. Jasmine is in no mood for jaunty upbeat music so she quickly heads over to the boom box and flicks it off.
The spell broken, Tony feels himself being led back over towards the rug. In his drug addled mind, he is determined to put a stop to things before they get out of hand, but she had other ideas.
Standing on the rug, they look at each other for a long moment, before she says quietly, "Merry Christmas daddy. I think it's past midnight."
He glances at his watch. "Yes two minutes past. Merry Christmas sweetheart."
"Now I think it's time we exchanged Christmas presents."
"But honey, I............well what presents do we have to exchange? I got you something when your mom said you were coming home but its back at the house. I was going to give it to you tonight, but obviously we never made it home."
"Well I guess you will just have to give me something else right?" she says softly taking a glance down at his crotch. A glance he notices that lingers long and hard, just like his cock.
She looks back up at him and whispers, "But before you give me what I want, let me give you my Christmas present daddy."
What happens next is like some sorta of mad erotic dream. She leads him over to the loveseat. Softly pushes him down. He starts to say something, but she makes him promise to be quiet.
Sitting on the edge he looks up at her, his eyes nearly on eye level with those big, beautiful tits of hers.
"You have been staring at my tits all night Daddy, wondering..............." She pauses as she hooks two fingers on the bottom edge of her little half tee shirt. "What they look like."
"Merry Christmas Daddy," she whispers lifting her tee shirt up, while thrusting her chest out at him.
"Oh Jesus honey, they are so beautiful," he exclaims breathlessly. She takes a small step forward, slipping a hand around the back of his head as she tells him softly, "Go on Daddy you can suck on them if you want."
And did he ever want. His mouth opens up and he begins to suckle on one of his beautiful young daughter's large breasts as if his life depended on it.
Jasmine provides him extra encouragement by arching her back while pulling his face deeper into the comforting embrace of her hefty breasts. Tony proceeds to cover each lovely inch of her tits with a dozens upon dozens of small sweet kisses, before finally attacking those large round nipples of hers with his lips making them flick to attention as she moans louder still in the deathly stillness of the cabin.
He continues to suck on her tits with reckless abandon loving the way it is making her moan with obvious delight, but his cock is a growing monster inside his jeans that must be tended to sooner rather than later.
Sensing just such a thing, Jasmine slips one hand down and feels his hard steel through his old faded blue jeans. Pure forbidden lust grips her heart upon her touching his large nearly eight inch manhood.
She twists away from him as they switch places. He now stands before her as she perches on the edge of the love seat. "It's time for me to unwrap my present huh daddy?" she says looking up at him sweetly, before staring fixedly at his crotch.
"Yes sweetheart I think it is."
She carefully unzips his jeans; taking her time allowing the tension to build. As she begins to pull his jeans down and off his hips she pauses and says to him innocently, while batting her pretty eyes up at him, "Hmm I think daddy got me a rather large candy cane. You just know how I love to...............suck on candy canes right daddy."
"Y-yes baby," he says barely able to contain his excitement. It has been literally years since he had a blowjob since Jade thought having a man's cock in her mouth was nasty.
The jeans fall down to the ground, quickly followed by his boxers. His cock juts out proudly at her as Jasmine lets out a low gasp.
"Jesus Daddy it's............it's such a big candy cane. I hope..................." She reaches up with one finger stroking it thoughtfully, watching it quiver from her light touch, before finishing, "I just hope I can get it all in my mouth."
Pure unbridled lust grips Tony's heart as he quickly tangles a hand through her hair saying in a thick husky whisper, "I have confidence you can Jasmine as you were always so ...............willful when you wanted something."
"You are right Daddy," she replies allowing him to pull her pouting lips closer to his throbbing member. "And I do want so badly this nice little candy cane you got your baby girl for Christmas."
And then the Christmas magic really began to happen as Jasmine closed her eyes, opened her mouth wide, and took her daddy into her sweet little mouth.
Her tongue flickers the underside of his cock, tickling it and bringing it to new heights of hardness, just before she begins to suck on it in earnest. Up and down her head bobs, his large cock disappearing deep inside her mouth before slipping out again.
Jasmine expertly turns her head this way and that sucking him deeper into her mouth and then out again, just as she learned watching porn movies.
"Am I doing good Daddy?" Letting his cock slip out of her mouth while stroking it lightly with her hand.
"God yes baby. Perfect."
"Great well now that I got my candy cane all nice and wet and slick I think I want to rub it up and in between my tits. You don't mind huh," she says as she pulls him towards her, before pushing him down onto the loveseat, as she turns on her knees, to begin this final assault upon her daddy's cock.
He looks down and sees his poor aching cock being teased so lovely between his daughter's tits as she sways her chest back and forth over his penis, slapping her massive melons against it so very lovingly.
Jasmine uses her hands to trap his cock between her tits as she begins to move up and down, up and down, trapping his hardness between her soft hills. The feeling is incredible to Tony as titty fucking was just one more thing he had missed out on being married to the very conservative Jade.
He feels the orgasm building, surprisingly slowly though, figuring it must be the weed and alcohol that is allowing him to last so long after such a long sexual drought. But as she sits there on her knees, his cock trapped in between those big, beautiful tits of hers, looking down at what she is doing with such rapt attention the pure excitement of such a forbidden act is causing a very intense orgasm to come rushing home.
Her words, her soft pleading words to fuck her tits harder has him thrusting his hips forward and up desperately. He is near to exploding when she suddenly stops, pulling back, smiling pleasantly and saying, "I want to finish you off in my mouth daddy. You don't mind coming in my mouth huh Daddy," she says as he watches with wonder as she opens her mouth once more and takes his full hardness deep into her tight little mouth.
"Jesus honey that feels good................" He whispers watching her bob up and down on his pulsating cock once again. This time he understand there will be no stopping until he explodes in her mouth.
Jasmine enthusiastically sucks his full 8 inches into her mouth, just as she brings one hand up to gently cup his balls. She hears a small moan escape from him as she begins to jiggle his testicles tenderly in her hand as her mouth flies up and down on his hard cock.
She slows the pace down one final time, pausing, teasing as her mouth breaks contact, her lips hovering mere inches from his cock. His response is just as she expected, just as she wanted, as he snakes a hand deep into her hair forcing her mouth back down.
Her virgin mouth suckles on his cock with all the expert enthusiasm of a cheap 20 dollar hooker. She wraps a hand around the full thickness of his hard cock, while beginning to hammer her mouth up and down............up and down..................faster and faster until finally................
He lets out a gasp, jerks his hips forward and explodes in her mouth. Jasmine swallows his cum down without thinking, before raising up and smiling at him.
"That was the biggest sweetest candy cane I ever, ever sucked on daddy."
"I hope that.............. well you don't suck on candy canes that much baby."
"No Daddy yours was the first." She says licking her lips.
"Pretty good for a beginner."
"I watch a lot of porn. Or maybe study is a better word. I am a real real horny virgin daddy, but ...........before the night is through.............."
She lets the thought dangle as she dashes off to the bathroom. Tony lays back against the loveseat scarcely believing what just happened.
Ten minutes later they are both dressed, well sorta of as she has on a pair of panties and her half tee shirt and him just a pair of boxers, and are cuddling under a warm clean blanket she found tucked away in a closet. They are stretched out before the dying fire, neither saying anything just enjoying the quiet warmth of each other bodies against the cold night air of the cabin.
A few minutes later, Tony gets up as the quiet Christmas morning grows darker and colder. He adds two fresh logs to the dying fire making it blaze to life once more, before settling down next to Jasmine who has already by this time dozed off.
Sometime later, Tony awakes with a soft groan in the freezing cabin. It is now the dead of the night and the small cabin is being buffeted with strong winds. The chill in the air is quite acute as he gets to his feet meaning to add more firewood and rekindle the now defunct fire.
He is careful not to wake Jasmine as he lightly tosses three big logs onto the nearly dead fire, before making his way across the freezing cold cabin to the bathroom.
He uses his finger and the toothpaste Jasmine has laid out to kinda of brush his teeth, before taking a piss and heading back to his sleeping daughter. She is awake and huddled under the blanket as he enters the room.
"Sleep well," she asks with a soft smile.
"Yes. It's easy to sleep well when you have a beautiful angel by your side I do believe."
"Hmm again with the flattery I see." She says stretching and then heading off to the bathroom herself.
Inside the bathroom, she brushes her teeth, fixes her hair into a nice single pony tail and goes pee hoping he doesn't pass out before she gets back. She is in luck as she sees he is sitting up, waiting for her under the blanket on the rug beside the fire.
She crosses the cold cabin, bypassing the rug, heading over to the picture window that looks out over the front yard. She is cold, but is curious to see how much snow has fallen outside.
A blanket of white covers everything. "White Christmas daddy," she says happily heading back over to the rug.
His eyes fall to the front of her tight little half tee as she crosses the room; his cock stirring once more inside his boxers. Her nipples are fully erect and threatening to poke a hole right through her shirt, which is a sight he finds absolutely delicious.
No words are spoken as she crawls on top of him, straddling him as he lays on his back. She gives him a sly smile as she hooks her fingers under the bottom edge of her tee shirt and ever so slowly begins to raise it up.
She arches her back, whispering seductively, "Do you wanna play with your little girl's titties on this cold Christmas morning daddy."
The answer is a foregone conclusion. He raises his hands up and cups both tits simultaneously, before he begins to knead them softly. She commences to rub her pussy against his growing hardness smiling on the while whispering encouragement for him to keep fondling her tits.
"I bet you would like to suck on them some more daddy. Hmm.............yes," she says stroking his face softly as she leans down dangling her large melons in front of his face.
He lifts his mouth up trapping one of her tits in and sets off in search of heaven. He finds it all too soon in the soft suckling of his daughters young firm tits.
His mouth flies back and forth between the tits as Jasmine presses down with her chest smothering him literally in glorious tit flesh. Thankfully she raises up quickly allowing him to once against begin a soft gentle assault with his tongue on her nipples making her moan with pleasure.
Jasmine reaches back, pulling his cock out of his boxers, and then stands up raises up enough for them to both help her wriggle out of her panties.
"Daddy take my virginity," is the only simply words spoken on this forbidden Christmas morning as she hovers over him her pussy dripping with sweet anticipation.
Jasmine rubs her pussy all around his cock preparing herself for the ultimate act of love. Tony sensing she is ready, gently flips her over onto her back and spreads her legs.
He looks down on his daughter's gorgeous body as it seems to shine with beauty from the soft light of the flickering flames. He wants her to be wholly prepared so he takes his time, starting by showering her face with dozens of soft kisses while exclaiming his enteral love for her.
The soft kisses soon become one long deep kiss, their tongues intertwine, his hands slips down between her legs. He carefully, slowly works one finger up into her tight virgin pussy making her moan with soft delight.
He lets his kiss slip off her lips and down to her throat. He showers her body with dozens of soft simple kisses concentrating on letting them slowly slip down over the luscious tits and then across her tummy on down between her legs.
She lets out a sharp gasp as his tongue works its way up inside of her. She has never felt such an intense feeling such as having her clit worked over expertly by her daddy's tongue. He adds one finger to the mix pushing it up and into her as his tongue laps tenderly at her sweet tasting virgin pussy.
Jasmine is squirming all over the carpet as her daddy eats her pussy. She is nearing an orgasm when he finally lets up his loving assault upon her pussy. He moves up over her using her hands to carefully spread her legs.
"Put it in me, Daddy," she whispers as his rigid cock hovers just over her soft, wet opening. He plunges slowly down inside of her as they begin a long slow kiss.
A feeling of sharp pain overcomes her as her daddy's cock pierces her making her a woman. He slowly moves up and down working her up to speed as the pain subsides and is replaced by wholesome love for her daddy, and intense forbidden pleasure.
They fall into a gentle rhythm making sweet music with their bodies in front of the soft flickering flames of the fire. He raises up as he senses she is near wanting to watch her cum for the first time.
Her head is back, eyes tightly shut her fingers clawing at the rug she is near, so very near. He pushes into harder making those beautiful tits jump and jiggle a bit as she moans, "God Daddy I............... I am cumming................ Yessssss." The intense feeling of love and excitement of releasing his daughter from her virgin prison soon overtakes him as he cums all over her pretty tanned tummy, pulling out at the last possible moment.
Jasmine looks down at her tummy, seeing the spreading sticky white cum standing there says, "It really was a White Christmas after all daddy."
Gathering her into his arms he can only whisper his assent.
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Ellie's stepmother was truly the bitch goddess from hell. All blonde hair and big tits, Ellie could see why her grief-stricken father was taken in by Karen's physical beauty. True, Karen had been there for him as James went through the horrible ordeal of watching his wife waste away from cancer that was ravaging her body.
Karen had been a nurse in the terminal cancer ward, so Ellie figured it was part of her job to be nice to the family members of cancer patients. But her poor father took it that Karen really cared for him. As far as Ellie was concerned all Karen really cared about was his money as James was quite well off financially.
But now the time for revenge was at hand. Ellie, who had just turned 18 weeks ago, is a much worthier opponent now, as opposed to when Karen had first married her daddy back when she was only 14. She considered it to be no coincidence that after roughly three years of marriage, just as father's financial fortunes were taking a major hit, Karen started to fool around with other men.
Subsequently, Karen divorced him, leaving James for a younger man. Ellie's dad was devastated as now he had been hit with the double whammy of two women he loved dearly coming and going from his life. One from death, one from divorce; both equally painful.
Some time later, as it was apt to do, the stock market turned around, and once again James' financial fortunes were on the rise, along with little Ms. Karen's interest in him. All this Ellie watched with a careful eye. To this end, she was determined to keep Karen away from James and was quite prepared to do anything to achieve just this objective.
After the marriage, Ellie and Karen had fought like cats and dogs, to the point where, shortly after her 15th birthday, Ellie moved to the Philippines to stay with her grandparents. Her dad, much to her dismay, said little in the way of trying to stop her. She took this as a sign that he was siding with Karen over her.
Now three years have passed, and she is returning home for the first time since leaving. Ellie strongly suspects her daddy is still holding a torch for Karen, and since he has been desperately lonely this past year or so since the divorce, he will be vulnerable to her physical charms.
But just maybe, that is if Ellie is brave enough to really follow through with her plans, his desperate loneliness will play into her hands. Ellie's daring plan is to relieve her daddy of his desperate loneliness, and hopefully his need to be with Karen, by seducing him.
If he gets back with Karen, it won't be because he has not had a chance to fill that large hole in his heart with an intense forbidden night of passion with his young 18-year-old daughter. Everything is planned. Everything is ready. The only question is, in the end with the money on the table, will Ellie be brave enough to offer herself up for her daddy's pleasure, and even then, will he take the bait. Ellie would soon find out.
Ellie arrives at her dad's large house at around four in the afternoon. She is on spring break from her college in Manila, and will be spending it with her daddy in the fervent hope of securing his love and affections, hopefully before Karen worms her way back into his life.
They bring her bags in for her two-week vacation while chatting idly about her schooling. Finally, after spending a few minutes at the kitchen table continuing to catch up on things, Ellie excuses herself to take a hot shower.
"When I get back downstairs I am going to cook your favorite dinner."
"What do you want me to do? Can I help maybe?"
"Sure go to the store and get some champagne."
"Champagne. So what are we celebrating little girl?"
Ellie's heart skips a beat as him calling her "little girl" brought back so many wonderful memories.
"My graciously choosing to spend my entire spring break with you, Daddy. I thought that would be obvious. Just pick out something nice huh."
"Sure why not. I could use a good old fashioned celebratory drunk to help me forget about my problems."
"That makes two of us daddy," she says excitedly dashing up the stairs to the bathroom quite happy that the first part of her plan is going off without a hitch.
After getting out of the shower, Ellie wanders into her old bedroom, her mind is preoccupied with what she will wear for this evening's fun and games. It has to be something sweet and innocent, yet seductive, all at the same time.
She goes through her suitcases looking at several different outfits, before rejecting each one for one reason or the other. She moves over to her dresser and yanks open the bottom drawer. This drawer would contain some of her older clothes she left behind when she moved away. One particular top catches her eye. It is a top that has the green face and body of Kermit the frog on it. Kermit is framed by a bright yellow background, and in big red letters, the wordsKermit Rulesis written. The top is both cute and innocent. Perfect even.
She looks at the top and smiles, remembering how this was a birthday present from her father when she was only 13. "This is the one," she thinks, excited to have finally found something both sweet and innocent.
She quickly tries it on; liking how it still fits her—just barely. She, of course, has filled out a bit in the past five years, which the cute little top aptly shows off. It's rather tight across her perky little 32B breasts.
"Tight enough where he just might notice," she muses to herself as she admires how the top looks on her in the bathroom mirror. "Especially if I wear my new padded purple bra that makes my tits look bigger," she thinks with growing enthusiasm.
Now she would just have to pick out something to go with it. She digs through her dresser drawer some more and comes up with an answer in the form of a pair of old faded blue jeans.
Just as she suspected, her old jeans are a bit snug. Skin tight in fact. In other words, they are just perfect. It will be perfect combo--innocent top, with a super tight pair of blue jeans.
As a final touch, Ellie arranges her pretty, dark hair in the twin ponytails that makes her look so very young, sweet and innocent. The twin ponytails was a look that always had gotten his attention when she was younger, and she could only hope it still worked.
About an hour later, they are sitting in the darkened dining room enjoying a romantic candle light dinner. They talk quietly about all sorts of things as they eat their dinner, and sip on Dom Perignon. Ellie is waiting until the champagne starts to kick in for the both of them before she steers the conversation in the direction she wants it to go.
After dinner, working on their second glass of Dom, Ellie senses the time is right to have their quiet conversation take a serious turn.
"Daddy do you miss Mom?"
"Of course sweetie. I miss her terribly."
He pauses, looking at Ellie seriously, before adding, "You know maybe I never noticed until right now how much you are beginning to look just like her."
"As I recall you always thought Mom was so very beautiful."
"I did."
She gets up, comes around to his side of the dining room table, "So that must mean you think I look so very beautiful?"
"I do honey. I am afraid that you left years ago just a pretty little girl and now have returned as a very beautiful young lady. Indeed, just like your mom. You know she was 18 just like you when we started dating."
"She was so lucky to find a man as sweet and handsome as you Daddy."
"Ahh flattery, you must want something young lady."
"Yes I do as a matter of fact, I do want something." She holds her hand out, and with an easy smile, indicates her daddy should take it. He does and finds himself being led downstairs to the spacious living room.
She suggests he sits down while she prepares things. She moves about the living room with the grace of a cat as his eyes track her every movement.
He likes the way she is dressed. The combo of the cute, innocent little top he bought her so long ago and her tight little faded blue jeans work together rather nicely in such a way to fully garner his attention.
He especially notices how her ass is on full display due to the super tight jeans she is wearing; and what an ass it is, he suspects with growing admiration for his barely 18-year-old daughter's youthful beauty.
Even more so, he can't help but to notice how her cute little Kermit the frog shirt is so tight on her showing off what appears to be a rather luscious set of small tits.
As she leans down to insert a CD into the corner stereo unit, her tight jeans allow her ass to be put fully on display for his viewing pleasure as she seems to be spending in inordinate amount of time fiddling with the stereo trying to insert the disc into the player.
James takes the bait, staring at his daughter's ass, memorized by its beauty. He has just enough time to contemplate how his "little girl certainly has grown into one very beautiful young lady," before she turns and asks him for a dance thankfully breaking the spell that super cute ass of hers has woven over his poor eyes.
He hoped she had not somehow sensed his eyes crawling all over her butt as he was already starting to feel more than a little guilty for staring at his young daughter's ass. He blames it on the champagne, which has made it easy for him to ignore what common sense would dictate doing in such a situation—that isnotstaring at her ass.
Just what James had desperately hoped was not happening though was, in fact, a reality. Ellie senses her daddy's eyes crawling all over her butt so she pretended to have problems inserting the CD into the player, just so she has an excuse to stay bent over in this "oh so vulnerable" position a bit longer.
Then just for fun, right before inserting the CD she drops it on the floor, thus having an excuse to bend over, even more, to pick it up. He does not want to think about the consequences as italmostseems she is doing this on purpose.
Soft romantic music fills the dimly lit living room ending the show, and any further complementation of her actions being strictly accidental, or maybe just a bit purposeful.
"Slow dance with me Daddy," she whispers using her softest sweetest voice. Ellie has cleared a space in the middle of the living room so they would have their own personal dance floor.
He obliges her as to say no is out of the question. James, over the years after she left, has managed to store up a rather large amount of guilt over the way he just let her so easily walk out of his life. He knows he should have done more to try and get her to stay, even if that meant hurting his relationship with Karen.
He was slow to realize one simple fact of life --a daughter's love for her father is forever while a wife's love may come go as the fickle winds of fate blow to and fro.
James is determined to make things up to Ellie, and if she wants to dance then dance he shall. But before they begin their dance, they share another champagne toast, drinking it down quickly. The champagne is making Ellie feel both brave and quite audacious in her willingness to carry out her plans for the wicked seduction of her daddy.
She finishes her full glass of champagne, letting the warm buzz fully envelope her before she whispers as they come together on their small makeshift dance floor, "Daddy do you think I am as pretty as Karen?"
"Of course honey. Prettier even."
"Of course, though you like her so much and are going to get back together with her aren't you, coz you're lonely and miss Mom?" Ellie looks up at him as they circle the makeshift dance floor blinking back tears.
If it was an act on her part she would win an award, but the truth is what she is feeling tonight is no act. She loves her daddy fiercely, boldly, and now as she consumes more and more of the delicious champagne, recklessly.
"Honey it's really undecided if I will get back with her"
Ellie is quiet for a moment as she rests her head against her daddy's chest. She is like most Filipinos short in stature, about 5' 1" which allows her to fit nicely in his arms.
She raises her face up to him, looking him directly in the eyes she says softly, "I know she wants you back and you will probably give in to her. After all, why would you not? I mean she is not stupidly short like me, she doesn't have drab colored dark hair. Instead, she is tall and has that beautiful golden hair that all men love and then they are those God awful huge tits of hers that all men including you simply go crazy for. I guess once again I will be left out in the cold like before."
Tears begin to well in Ellie's eyes. Getting emotional like this was not part of her seduction plans, but the whole thing just sort of sneaked up on her. Her plan had been to play it cool and casual in a confident sexy manner, but instead, she begins to cry. All the planned cool sexiness she wanted so desperately to display slipping away.
James pulls his daughter closer to him as he lightly brushes away the tears from her face. They have stopped dancing and are now just holding one another in the middle of the living room. He lowers his voice saying to her quietly, "Listen little girl, honestly if I am to compare you to Karen, she will be the one crying."
He gives her a tight hug before continuing, "You are the light of my life not her, maybe because are so very beautiful honey that you make the sun blush."
He pauses smiling at her, "And I will take your cute little twin ponytails," he reaches up and bats them playfully with his hands as he whispers, "Over her blond hair any day. As for her being tall so what!!! Honestly, I prefer short girls myself. Short and petite."
"Really why?" Ellie says starting to feel better about things.
"Oh maybe because you can do things like this with petite young ladies." He suddenly reaches his arms around her waist and lifts her up in the air twirling her around once, twice, and then a third time. It is easy as Ellie is not heavy at all, weighing in at only a bit over 100 pounds.
Ellie squeals in sheer delight crying, "Stop Daddy I am getting dizzy."
"Just as I am dizzy from your absolute stunning beauty my dearest daughter," he declares before swinging her around one last time, and then deftly setting her down on her feet.
"Great now I am too dizzy to dance anymore Daddy," she pouts. "You will have to take me over to the couch and cuddle me until my dizziness goes away."
"Hmm, maybe that was my plan all along honey. You know to get you onto the couch so we could cuddle some. Yeah, just like old times."
He takes her by the hand, and leads her over to the couch, but before they sit down Ellie grabs the champagne bottle and pours them both yet another full glass of champagne. She proposes a toast, "To cuddling with my handsome daddy that I have missed so much over these past several years."
They both drain their respective glasses teasing each other to see which one can finish first before he strikes a formal tone in his voice as he addresses her.
"So let me get this straight. You need to sit down because you are dizzy, but yet just finished off your what? Your third glass of Dom Perignon, which by all accounts should make you dizzier still. Yeah makes sense to me."
"It only makes sense to you because you are drunk, and trying to get your little girl drunk daddy." She shoots him a sly smile before adding playfully, "What so you can take advantage of me maybe?"
"Right it was your idea to have yet another toast. Better sit down and be quiet before I change my mind about cuddling with you, lest you think I am trying to 'take advantage' of you," he says deciding to answer her teasing charge with a bit of sarcasm.
She plops down on the couch, holds her hands out to him saying, "Never happen. You cannot say no to me, especially not tonight of all nights since you are trying so very desperately to get back in my good graces."
"So true," he replies sighing as he settles down on the couch next to her. She quickly wraps her arms around him snuggling up to him so very close.
"This is nice" James whispers to her as he snakes his arms around her pulling her close. They sit quietly for a few minutes enjoying the silence of the house, disturbed only by the distant rumble of thunder.
The silence between them is finally broken when, without warning Ellie pulls back from him and gives him a long serious look.
"It's time for a history lesson and for you to beg me for forgiveness"
"Ok," he says wondering just what his history lesson would be about. As for the begging part, he already resigned himself to the fact he would do anything to try and make up for the way he treated her after he married Karen, and if that included begging so be it.
"You once asked me why I hated her so much. Remember."
"Yeah I remember."
"Well, now I am mature enough and confident enough to tell you exactly why."
"Go ahead honey I am listening"
"I was 14 when you married that bitch and then we stopped having a close relationship. By close, I mean physically Daddy. No more hugging, holding hands, cuddling like just now, no more sweet words exchanged, no more teasing fun and games." She sighs heavily as she pauses letting her words sink in.
"And worst of all, no more good morning, good night, or even goodbye kisses. No more kisses whatsoever like we once shared. I was both hurt and jealous as I seen all the affectionate I used to get from you go to Karen."
"You are right Ellie. I am guilty as charged, but you must understand I was on the rebound from your mother's death and honestly Karen was just there for me to lean on. And she got upset when I showed you attention so. . . ."
"So you bowed to her desire and cut me off from your love and affection. And then let me run off to the Philippines and stay with Grandma and Grandpa for all them years."
"Sadly yes. Can you ever forgive me, baby?"
"I can try if you are willing to make it up to me. Tonight, starting here and now."
"I will do whatever it takes Ellie. Just tell me what you want." He moves closer to her, and in a frantic attempt to convince her his words are true he gives her two soft kisses—one on each cheek.
"That is a good start as I do miss your kisses, Daddy."
"I missed giving them to you baby," he whispers into her ear as he draws her into a tight embrace. What happens next changes everything.
He moved his lips over and planted two gentle kisses on her forehead, and then started to pull back. He was going to once again say he was sorry and then tell her it was finally time they went to bed. But as it turns out, he never quite got the chance.
"Daddy can I give you a kiss back," she murmurs shyly, her voice dripping with utter sweetness.
"Of course baby."
As she moves her lips closer to his face he instinctively turns so she could plant her kiss on his cheek. But she uses her hand to turn his face to hers instead. Her kiss lands firmly on his lips. She gives him one, two, and then three light butterfly kisses that send his poor heart racing as does the words she whispers to him next.
"I just love you so much Daddy and want this to be a night for us to remember forever."
It was only with a tremendous effort that James was finally able to pull his lips from his daughter. Thus far he had been able to ignore the alarm bells going off inside his head telling him this was so very wrong.
The fact he was by now more than a little drunk made it not easy mind you, justeasier, to ignore those annoying bells. He abruptly jumps up from the couch announcing in a firm voice, "Ellie it's time for bed. I am tired, you are a bit drunk, and this is getting out of hand."
He half expected Ellie to protest, but instead, she says nothing. She gets up from the sofa, crosses the room briskly towards him, and then floats past him, ignoring him completely.



His heart sinks. He had not expected this-- to be ignored. Then as she reaches the foot of the stairs, she pauses, glancing back at him over her shoulder. A sad look crosses her face as she says to him very formally, "Since you made it abundantly clear my kisses are no longer welcome I bid you anotso fondgood night!!"
Ellie storms up the stairs, the night seemingly over with, along with any plans she might have had of seducing him. James begrudgingly admits to himself that, "maybe he overreacted to that little impromptu kissing session on the sofa just now."
He drags himself upstairs to his own bedroom, but not before deciding to make an attempt to reconcile with her. She ignores his soft tapping at her locked bedroom door, so he gives up and walks wearily down the hallway to his own room.
A storm is coming. It has been building all day. That afternoon it had been exceedingly hot for October. He had noticed large purple thunderclouds off at a distance while he was out getting the champagne earlier. The weather forecast had predicted thunderstorms to be hitting the area around 10 pm that night. It had been intermittently flashing lightning for the past hour. This along with the occasional distance rumble of thunder says the weather forecast is probably correct. A storm is indeed coming. Both literally and figuratively.
About an hour later, just as he was falling asleep there is a light tapping on his door. He rubs his eyes wearily and gets out of the bed. The predicted storm is just starting to ramp up outside. Ellie, when she was little, and even into her teen years, had always been terrified of storms. He now wonders as he turns on the lamp on his nightstand, if anything has changed.
Apparently not, as Ellie throws herself into his arms as soon as he opens the door. She is on the verge of crying.
She hugs him with a vise-like grip. "The storm, you know I hate storms."
"Still I see."
She pulls back from him, looking up with large, desperately pleading eyes she whispers, "Daddy can I sleep with you. Please. Please, Daddy. The storm . . . I can't take it by myself."
Almost as if to emphasize Ellie's point, Mother Nature chimes in with a brilliant flash of lightning that momentarily bathes the gloomily lit bedroom in bright light, followed quickly by a loud crash of thunder that causes poor Ellie to literally jump into his arms.
"Please daddy," she begs once more burying her face against his bare chest.
To allow his 18-year-old daughter to sleep with him, especially after that little kissing session downstairs on the sofa would not the most proper thing in the world to do James realizes. But this inconvenient fact is trumped by the glaring need to comfort his daughter in her time of need. "Besides," he sighs to himself as he leads her over to the bed, "To deny her now what she so desperately wants would be suicidal to their relationship."
Careful to hide his reluctance to let her sleep with him he tells her, "Of course you can sleep with daddy little girl. Just like old times, I suppose."
Before reaching the bed, Ellie who is wearing a pretty white satin robe, makes a detour to his bathroom, allowing him time to go over to his dresser, and pull on a pair of comfortable jeans and an old tee shirt. If he is going to sleep with her, it won't be in his usual sleeping attire, which is just a pair of boxers.
When she comes out of the bathroom he is in bed already. She pauses at the bathroom door saying, "I'm just going to leave my robe here hanging on the door knob Daddy. I would hang it up in your closet but I am afraid."
"Afraid, why there is a light there. The switch is just to the left as you enter. Don't you remember?"
"I know, it's not the dark I'm really afraid of . . . buther. I am afraid of seeing she has already moved a bunch of her shit back into your closet."
"Honey I . . ."
She cuts him off before he can defend himself although he wasn't sure of just how he would have done that as what she suspected was, in fact, true. Karen had moved some of her stuff back in already, even though he had yet to be romantic with her, or tell her he would take her back. Karen was just forward that way.
"Shh, I don't care. You belong to me tonight and that is all that matters." As she says this she starts to slowly take off her robe. He can't help but to watch as a sudden and overpowering curiosity as to just what his pretty young daughter might be wearing under her satin robe takes hold of his heart.
His curiosity is rewarded with a most beautiful sight for Ellie is wearing a simply gorgeous purple bra, with matching panties under her robe. Purple is his favorite color and she knows this. As she crosses the room, bypassing the bed heading over to the small mini bar against the far wall his eyes are glued to her. Helplessly.
Just before she reaches the bar he manages to find his tongue. "Honey, w-where is your pajamas. I mean you don't intend to . . . Sleep in . . ."
"My underwear." She finishes for him as she reaches the bar and starts rooting around for a pair of glasses.
"Yeah," he murmurs while sitting up in the bed trying to get a better look at her.
"Oh, Daddy you really are silly," she replied, turning to him with a bright smile plastered on her face as she leans back against the bar. "Come join me for a nightcap. It will help calm my nerves from the storm." Again just like before when she referred to the storm the room is bathed in vivid light as a loud crash of lightning, followed by a thunderous boom, tears through the deathly silence of the house.
He sighs while getting up from the bed and crossing the room towards her. She is leaning back against the bar still, her small chest thrust out, with a sly smile on her lovely face, looking just so smoking hot in her pretty purple bra and matching panties that his cock is already coming alive down there.
Just as he reaches her, she tilts her head seductively whispering, "So you don't really want me to run back to my bedroom and put on a pair of ugly old pajamas do you, Daddy?"
His brain tells him that is exactly what he should tell her to do, but his heart, his poor lonely heart, cannot resist her awesome beauty. He understands even as he mumbles, "Of course, not baby," that she knows this too.
She has poured them both a double shot of Jack Daniels, along with a bit of Coke into a pair of small tumblers, and now pushes one into his hand, declaring with utter confidence, along with a rather mischievous smile, "I didn't think so."
He takes the glass and sniffs it. "Jesus honey whiskey. Really."
"Oh come on Daddy. Don't be a killjoy. When I said I needed a drink to calm my nerves that is exactly what I meant."
"But baby. Whiskey? After what we had to drink already . . ." His voice trails off, his argument dying on his lips as she gives him a sad pouty look that she uses when he is being obstinate in giving in to her. It works nearly every time, including this time.
"Come on Daddy. One gulp, let's race," she cries, tipping the tumbler to her lips not waiting for him to answer.
He takes the bait and dumps the double shot of Jack and Coke down his throat. They both slam their glasses down on the bar at about the same time.
She smiles at him, the whiskey making her brave, carefree and confident enough now to play her trump card. "Daddy our last dance downstairs was cut short by you picking me up and spinning me around."
"Yeah well you deserved it, little girl," he tells her as his eyes fall helplessly to her chest. Standing this close to her, he has the opportunity now to admire her pretty purple bra up close and personal. Each of the purple cups has pretty silver lines spaced out, running vertically across the length of the cups. And then as a lovely added touch, the bra is adorned with a small little bow between the cups. A little bow that captures his attention completely. He thinks how nice it would be to finger that pretty bow that adorns her lovely little bra, and maybe a bit more.
Ellie notices him,noticingher bra, and smiles to herself on the inside as her plan is working perfectly. She struts away, full of whiskey-fueled confidence that her daddy will be watching her all the way.
"Just as I deserve you to share another dance with me. One that this time you finish." She announces over her shoulder as she reaches the small CD player that sits on the large bookcase against the wall. There is no doubt in her mind that he will dance with her, despite the fact he has yet to agree.
She roots around his collection of CD's until she finds the one full of romantic ballads that her mom loved so. She inserts the CD and the bedroom is filled with the sounds ofI Will Always Love Youby Whitney Houston.
He surrenders, the whiskey making it easy, as they come together in the middle of the bedroom. The raw sexual tension between them is almost like a living breathing entity inside the dark bedroom as the romantic strains of the music fill both their hearts with soft musings of love.
James tries to make the dance formal as he takes her one hand in his, holding it up in the classic dance pose, while the other slips around her waist, trying his best to keep a safe distance between them. As the song progresses, Ellie lets her hand slip from his. She moves closer and closer still until finally she is pushing up against him, clinging tighter, arms locked around his back, her head resting easily on her much taller daddy's chest.
"So much for keeping her at a safe distance," James muses to himself. "Yet I don't dare protest." He knows his daughter's sweet charms cannot be denied.
One hand moves to the back of her head, stroking her soft hair while the other slips around to the small of her back. He gives in all the way pulling her tight to him. They sway gently to the soft romantic music. His eyes keep flickering down to her chest and that pretty purple bra of hers, a fact that fills her young heart with joy.
The song ends. James stops dancing as another song he doesn't recognize begins. Ellie lifts her head from his chest whispering, "Just one more song Daddy then I shall release you from your burden."
"You are hardly a burden Ellie."
"Karen thought I was and you let her send me away."
James regrets saying anything now as once again she is using the past against him. Furthermore, he senses she is about to get all emotional on him so he must tread carefully here. "Honey, I just hated to see you two fight all the time. I did what I thought was best at the time. Now I know I was wrong"
"Did you really love her that much more than me."
"Ellie, it's not an easy thing to analyze. I loved you both."
"But her more or should I say you loved all that pretty blond hair and those enormous tits more."
"Ellie must we talk about this. I thought you wanted another dance."
"We must. Answer the question please and then maybe we will dance."
She wants to talk, not dance, apparently and he is unsure of which one is more dangerous.
He starts to turn away from her ready to suggest they go to bed and talk in the morning. He actually begins to turn and take a step away when she says quietly, "Daddy if you turn away from me now, tonight in my time of need I wonder if I could ever forgive you."
She reaches out and grabs him. He allows himself to be pulled back to her. As they stand there in the middle of the floor, staring at each other, James is frantically searching for the right words.
"Answer me Daddy. It was the allure of those tits and hair that was too much to resist."
"Honey Jesus. Your hair, now, tonight." He begins exasperated at her stubbornness to concentrate on both Karen's blonde hair and big tits. "It looks a thousand times better than Karen's ever could. You know I love it when you do your hair in those cute little twin ponytails. And I am not hung up on blonde hair OK. I like your pretty dark hair. I like you for you so don't dare to compare yourself to her."
"You even like my small breasts better than Karen's Daddy?" She says leaning back from him while thrusting out her chest, seemingly wanting him to examine her tits.
The directness of the question makes James' knees damn near buckle. How does a father answer a question like that? The truth was – Karen did have a big beautiful set of tits while Ellie was blessed with a cute, typically Filipino small set of tits.
She had been rather flat chested when she went away four years ago, and while he had noticed some growth there tonight, especially as she ran around in her underwear, her tits could never be mistaken as big. Could he tell her all this? Of course not. But he had to tell her something.
He takes a deep breath unsure of what he will say, but she is waiting so he must say something. "Baby you have I am sure just an adorable pair of breasts." He makes it a point to stare at her chest now. Any guilt he might have been feeling for doing such a thing is kept neatly at bay by the double shot of whiskey he just downed, but maybe more so by the need to reassure his young insecure daughter.
"Really Daddy. You like them. Even though they aren't big."
"Size is NOT everything sweetheart. Anyways, you have something else that Karen could only dream of having."
"Oh, really Daddy and what might that be. But wait, before you tell me it's so unfair. You are fully dressed and here I am only in my underwear. I think maybe . . ." She reaches out and hooks her hands under the bottom half of his tee-shirt and begins to pull it up.
"Honey, what are you doing?"
"Evening things up."
"Fine the shirt only, though. Understand."
"Yes Daddy," she replies as a teasing mischievous smile comes over her face. His allows her to slide his shirt off of him amazed at her sudden mood shift as just moments ago, she was on the verge of tears, and now she is teasing and playful once more.
"Oh I like this song," she says asI Want To Know What Love Isby Foreigner starts up.
"Let's dance and talk Daddy," she whispers sliding her arms up around his neck, snuggling up so close to him that her bra begins to rub rather enticingly all over his bare chest.
"So tell me what exactly do I have that Karen doesn't? Hmm." She whispers killing off his hope that maybe she got distracted by taking off his shirt, and somehow forgotten what he said earlier.
Somewhere deep inside a little voice tells James to tell his daughter the truth if only for her self-esteem. He follows that little voice, lifting her chin up to stare at him as he whispers, "Those incredibly tight jeans you were wearing earlier and now your sexy little panties have made it abundantly clear to me Ellie that you have a real and I meanreal. . ." He pauses letting the tension build as she stares up at him expectedly. "Nice butt sweetie."
"So you like my ass huh Daddy?" She fires back playfully.
"Well, yes if you want to be blunt, I guess I do little girl."
"Then show me," she says plainly as her hands move around to his side pulling him still closer still before whispering in his ear, "Your sweet words are not empty during this final dance of the evening."
The soft tender music grinds on as they sway softly back and forth to the romantic ballad. She lowers her head against his chest as his hands slip around, once again, to the small of her back. James wonders just what, "show me" means. Surely it cannot mean what she is implying -- or can it?"
Not knowing what to do exactly, he does nothing. He keeps his hands firmly planted on the small of her back holding her tight against him. A long minute or so passes before Ellie says in the softest of whispers, "Daddy you are not showing your little girl that your words are true."
"Honey is not my words enough for you?"
"No, they are not. Not after you pushed me away."
Her constant reminders of how hurt she was by him letting her slip away makes his heart ache with a deep sadness. "Then what baby. What can Daddy do?"
She raises her face up to him. There are tears welling in her pretty eyes. "You should have never let me go, Daddy."
"Yes, Jesus Ellie I understand that. You don't have to keep reminding me . . ." He was starting to actually get a bit annoyed, and it showed in his voice, by her constant little reminders. Annoyed that is until he looks down at her and sees she is crying.
"Don't cry honey. Please don't cry. I'm sorry."
She has never looked so beautiful, so vulnerable, so sweet, or as innocent, to him as she does as this very moment. He does what comes naturally-- he lowers his lips to her face intending on giving her a soft kiss on her cheek, but at the very last moment she turns just enough for his kiss to fall upon her sweet lips.
They kiss lightly on the lips, once, twice before he tries to pull back. Her arms wrap around his neck, not allowing him to escape their forbidden destiny.
Their kisses go on and on, light, soft and sweet. In between, soft sweet whispers of perfumed endearments are exchanged.
"You are so very beautiful baby. You have the face of an angel and the body of a goddess," he says to her his heart beating wildly in his chest.
"And this angel longs for her daddy's kisses," she proclaims as their kisses grow stronger and last longer.
The forbidden passion is growing in undeniable leaps and bounds. The undeniable testament to this is how their lips take longer to part, before coming together again in a restless need to taste more of this new forbidden fruit they are sharing.
Meanwhile, his hands start to slide downwards off her back towards that adorable little ass of hers. They seem to be moving of their own volition ever downwards. It takes a tremendous dose of will power to finally bring them to a stop just above her butt. He is trying so very hard to maintain a semblance of decency between them, just as Ellie appears to be wantingallsemblance of decency to completely disappear.
They both can't have it their way, and in the end, hot forbidden passion rules the night as over and over their kisses crash together, releasing giant waves of unspeakable lust to fill both of their lonely, desperate hearts.
Ellie senses it's time for the kill. She pulls back slightly saying in barely a whisper, "Let your hands go, Daddy."
She brings her mouth to his, kissing him deeply, just as she brings her hands behind her back giving his a little nudge. They begin to slide downwards once again so very slowly. As their kiss grows in passion, his hands slide down and over his daughter's lovely little ass. The skimpy panties offer scant protection from his roving hands. Her ass is tight, firm, and delicious while instantly making him hard. In short, it's so utterly perfect that to remove his hands now would be a near impossibility.
Finally, the deal is sealed when, without giving it any conscious thought his tongue escapes from his mouth into hers, and begins to explore, adding more fuel to the fire that is growing between them.
She responds in kind as her tongue twists in and out of his mouth. The already growing erection in his pants is throbbing with untamed fury. He fondles her ass with increasing eagerness as their forbidden kiss seems to last forever.
The storm brewing outside is nothing compared to the storm brewing inside of his jeans. It has been a long time, a very long time, maybe a year since Karen left and he had last enjoyed sex.
Ellie has been grinding away down there, pushing the lower part of her body against his crotch as their kisses continue unabated. His hands are literally attacking his young daughter's sweet ass. He is rubbing it all over, back and forth, loving the delicious feel of her silky soft panties against his hands.
All the while James had been kissing and fondling his daughter, she had been leading him over to the small mini bar with its lone bar stool. He lifts her up and onto the stool. They stare at each other, both breathing heavily.



His eyes involuntarily become stuck on her chest as the tension rises to an almost unbearable level before she whispers, "Daddy you wanna play with your little girl's tits. You have been staring at them the whole time we were dancing."
He moves his hands to her bare tummy. Another soft whisper of encouragement prompts his hands to begin a soft, slow ascent across her taunt stomach.
"This is so wrong sweetheart," James whispers making one final attempt to keep things decent.
She looks at him with the saddest, sweetest expression before she reaches out with one hand and gently strokes the side of his face. His hands have come to rest just below the soft rise of her breasts.
"Wrong was Mommy dying of cancer, wrong was Karen cheating, wrong was you letting me go with barely a word."
Her sad expression now turns to a soft smile as she takes his hands into hers. "This is not wrong, this is what I want. What you need," she whispers pushing his hands fully onto her small breasts.
He begins to knead them through the soft material of her bra. They feel nice and firm; delectable and delicious. They begin to kiss again. Deeply and without reservation this time. Their tongues battle while his hands become bolder by the second in fondling his daughter's tits.
She breaks the kiss off, and then removes his hands from her tits, bringing them to her mouth, kissing each softly, before reaching around and ever so slowly undoing her bra.
The pretty purple bra slips away revealing is daughter's perfectly modest tits. The nipples are fully erect and just begging to be sucked.
"God honey they are beautiful," he says to her his heart racing from pure unfettered desire.
"Really you don't think they are well," She angles her head to one side in a most beguiling manner before murmuring, "Too small."
"Oh, Jesus baby no."
"You wanna suck on your little princess's tits Daddy."
He has lost the power of speech, his mind whirling as he could have never contemplated receiving such an invitation. He is trying to make up his mind when it almost seems like fate is playing a part in this great forbidden drama that is unfolding between father and daughter as there is a brilliant flash of lightening followed closely by a tremendous crash of thunder.
The thunder and lightning occur at almost the exact time Ellie's hands are moving to the front of James' old jeans. She lets out a small gasp as she feels how incredibly big and hard her daddy is inside his jeans. Desire such as she has never known, fills her young heart as she begins to carefully explore his hardness with her hand.
He wraps his arms around her as his mouth falls on her chest like a hungry lion on a lamb. He expertly dances his tongue across her ripe young nipples making her moan with exquisite pleasure, before pulling back and then showering the entirety of both of her breasts with an increasingly fanatical series of soft kisses.
He alternates kisses, nibbles, and licks all over her delicate little breasts; he is pampering them with such tender loving care as to make poor Ellie squirm all over the bar stool she is still perched on with untold blissful joy.
Finally, pulling back, he smiles at her whispering, "See honey, how much Daddy admires your beautiful little breasts."
"Yes I see that," she replies as she scoots to the edge of the bar stool and wraps her arms around his neck. "Now admire my beautiful face with more kisses Daddy."
They exchange several long fiery kisses as he pulls her up off the bar stool and into his arms. Ellie turns away from him, and leans against the small bar, supporting herself with one arm using the other free hand to rip at his zipper. "Daddy I need you. Inside of me . . . NOW!!" her voice is rough with unabated lust.
He lowers his mouth to Ellie's neck showering it with kiss after kiss as his hands are now roaming around to her front once more, and massaging her pert little breasts.
"Be patient honey. Daddy must warm you up a bit first," he tells her, hardly believing the words that are coming out of his own mouth.
Her one free hand finally has the zipper down. She slips it inside his jeans and begins to rub his tremendous erection through the thin fabric of his boxers. His already raging erection gets even harder as Ellie strokes his cock while his hands stay busy fondling his daughter's tits.
His mouth is attacking her neck with reckless abandon, finding the exact spot that turns her into jelly. He begins to shower that spot with soft bites and nibbles as her moans become louder and louder still. Her free hand reaches inside and pulls his rock hard cock out of its cage.
"Daddy, please. Put it in me. Take me now. Please, Daddy, I need your big hard cock inside me so bad."
Hearing his daughter beg for his cock nearly causes his heart to stop. Sexual adrenaline courses through his veins. He moves his mouth to her ear, "I will baby. Patience, though."
His hands slide off her tits, and down to her ass where they unceremoniously rip down her panties before he brings his index finger to his mouth and quickly wets it. Then ever so slowly he pushes it up and inside Ellie's incredibly tight little pussy. She lets out a gasp as his finger enters her, and then another as he begins to slowly move it in and out.
Ellie is very inexperienced at sex. She is not a virgin, allowing, at least, two boyfriends back in the P. I. to go all the way. But the boys were young and inexperienced like her. The whole experience each time, thanks to their clumsy inexperience was over in less than five minutes. Neither of the boys had much knowledge of foreplay, and even less of what it took to please a woman, unlike her daddy.
"Does that feel good baby," he asks her taking a break from assaulting her neck with his vicious passionate kisses.
"Oh God Daddy," is about all she can manage as he reaches around with his other hand and begins to finger her clit. Having her clit paid attention to for the first time cuts off her words.
The triple action of having her clit rubbed, his pussy fingered, and her neck attacked with sweet loving kisses is nearly too much for poor little Ellie. Her knees begin to buckle from the onslaught. James thankfully notices her condition, stops his gentle assault upon her clit, and slips one arm around her belly supporting her while he begins to finger fuck her faster and harder.
Ellie moans loudly again and again, but her moans are lost among the clamor of the storm. Rain is pelting the windows in heavy drops as the storm is picking up in intensity. The lightning and thunder are crashing down with ever increasing frequency and power. It almost seems like Mother Nature wants to make it a threesome as she adds to the surreal nature of what is happening between father and daughter.
He slips his index finger out of her and begins to work on her swollen clit once more. She turns her face to his, and their lips come together as they begin to kiss with reckless disregard to anything other than their own forbidden carnal cravings. His thumb is now working its magic on her clit as he happily feels his little girl getting so very wet. She is almost ready.
He breaks the kiss off. "You want your daddy inside of you now little girl . . . Are you ready?"
"Yes, Daddy. Put it in me. Please, I need your cock so bad."
He pulls back from her. His hand reluctantly slips away from her pussy. "Spread your legs wider and thrust that cute little ass out for me."
She obeys him, leaning lower against the bar, pushing her ass out, while spreading her legs wider. "That's it." His breath is coming in short gasps while his heart is beating at a frenetic pace, "God baby you have such a gorgeous ass."
And then just as if she concurs, Mother Nature lights up the room with a tremendous flash of lightning, highlighting Ellie's beautiful ass in the dark room for a brief moment.
Ellie had at some point, after entering the bedroom, had pulled the curtains open to look outside and admire the coming storm, offering now an unknown invitation for Mother Nature to partake, maybe, in this much-forbidden drama that was unfolding inside her daddy's bedroom.
James looks at Ellie. Her legs spread wide. Her pretty purple bra and panties in a heap at her feet; he is savoring the moment of this ultimate act of sin.
"I am going to take my young beautiful daughter!!" He thinks as he eagerly rubs his hands all over her bare ass. The thought, the anticipation of what he is about to do, causes his erection to somehow get harder. He moves in behind her holding his swollen 7-inch cock in his hand.
He begins to rub his cock against her pussy, feeling its wetness, teasing her. "Daddy stop teasing me and put it in, please" she groans softly.
But he is having too much fun teasing her, so instead of doing what she asks he pulls back just enough where the tip of his cock is resting against her moist opening. He moves it in a soft, slow circle against her; he is waiting for just the right moment to thrust forward and penetrate his young nubile daughter.
The small nightstand table lamp, which was the only light on in the nearly dark bedroom, flickers and then goes out. The bedroom is suddenly plunged into total darkness as the power gives way.
James, unable to hold back any longer, at the exact same time the light went out, plunges his hardness up and into her waiting wet pussy. Ellie lets out an anguished cry of sweet passion as he penetrates her, burying his cock up to the hilt inside of her sex.
All this takes place to the crash and clamor of the storm that is rocking and rolling outside the bedroom window. It would seem that Mother Nature herself is applauding his efforts.
He goes slowly at first, being as gentle as possible, wanting to test his limits. It soon becomes like some kind of weird light and sex show as the lightning flashes briefly light up the interior of the bedroom as his thrusts into her become more and more powerful.
The storm gains in intensity as does their lust for each other. James has both of his hands on her hips rocking into his daughter harder and harder as her cries reach a fevered excitement. In between her furious moans she urges him on, "Oh God Daddy. That's it fuck your little girl. Come on please give it to me harder!!"
He alternates his thrusts into her. First hard, and then harder still, before backing off, and going slow and gentle, and then reverting once again to quick and hard.
He is near as her cries to be fucked is sending him over the edge. Normally he would try to hold out, making sure his partner would come first, but he understands tonight there is no holding back. His orgasm is building to a mighty undeniable climax, just as is the storm outside.
Thankfully, as he once again slows down pumping in and out of her, she is nearly there herself as she says in a harsh whisper, "Daddy I am going to come. Jesus, Pleaseeeeee . . . Don't stop . . . Pleassseeeeeeee!!"
That is all he needs to hear. James, like a sprinter making his final kick as he nears the finish line, begins to fuck his young daughter furiously as the storm tries to match his intensity.
Lightning and thunder are crashing down on the poor house as if it's the very focal point of the storm itself. The bedroom is it lit up with brilliant flashes of lightning, before being plunging back into darkness over and over again.
James is starting to fuck her so hard and fast that he nearly lifts his lithe little daughter off the ground before he collapses against her as the most intense orgasm of his life washes over him.
She is trembling, pinned against the bar under her daddy, as mere seconds before he came, her very first orgasm leaves her breathless. He turns her around to face him, not knowing if he should thank her, or apologize to her.
He reaches out with one hand and strokes her soft face just as it is bathed in glorious light by a flash of lightning. She is crying.
"Oh God baby, Daddy is so sorry. Please don't cry honey."
"Daddy those are tears of joy," she sobs. "That was so intense, so passionate. God, it could not have been better."
James lets out a deep sigh of relief as he leads her over to the bed where they collapse against each other. They snuggle tight under the covers, both content they are safe and sound in each other's arms. Both content they just experienced a memory that would last a lifetime. Meanwhile, the vicious autumn storm, seemingly getting what it came for, is receding with its passion and furor into the background.
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Ellen and John, after being married 27 years, decided to get a trial separation. They agree to live apart for up to a year and then see how things look. John, claiming he was bored, especially in the bedroom had cheated on her. Ellen found this to be rich since as far as she was concerned, he put the B in boring. But the idiot just didn't cheat with anyone. He cheated instead with Ellen's own little sister of all people.
Ellen wants revenge. Plain and simple. It was during this break from their marriage that she would seek her revenge. She knew an indiscretion of this magnitude probably called for an outright divorce but other than his ill-advised affair John was a somewhat decent husband and an excellent provider.
Besides, she did have to assume a degree of responsibility for his affair as she did little in the bedroom herself to spice up their boring sex life. She had put on a few extra pounds, stopped wearing makeup most of the time, stopped doing her hair, and said little when their lovemaking fell off to the "once in a blue moon" category. But still, cheating with her sister that was beyond the pale and called for a wicked sort of vengeance.
At issue was Ellen's "good girl" lifestyle. She is a simple, pretty Filipino catholic girl whose only sexual experience has been with her husband. She is at a crossroads when it comes to proceeding on getting her revenge. She desperately wanted to even the score with him, but even more important and similar to what John has done she wants to make it personal. She does not want to sleep with some random stranger, but wants the person she ultimately has her affair with to be someone close and personal to the family.
John has no brother to cheat with so that route is closed. She considers sleeping with his one good friend, but quickly rejects the idea as he is repugnant physically to her. Even if she could get past his looks he found him to be rather crude and disrespectful towards women.
After four months of the trial separation has passed Ellen is no closer to having an affair than when she first left him. She is getting a little desperate and afraid her thirst for vengeance will go unquenched. Moreover, she was sure in her heart that she would take John back someday if for no other reason than simple financial security.
But if she did that, without having her need to even the score up between them fulfilled, she suspected there would always be a deep resentment in her heart towards him. The resentment would eventually lead to bitterness, which would lead to unhappiness, and etc. etc. etc. The situation appears hopeless.
When John moved out of the house he agreed to keep paying the mortgage and the majority of bills, but still Ellen is in need of her own money as she does not want to become too dependent on him.
She decides to get a job, but first she must improve her self-confidence. First and foremost she is determined to stop using her age, 45, as an excuse not to look good anymore. She put herself on a strict diet and exercise regime and the extra added weight that had been accumulating over the many long years of her marriage melts off. Soon she was down from 118 pounds to 105 pounds which was a near perfect weight for her small 5' 1" frame.
She once again starts to wear makeup, along with doing her hair up nice on a regurlar basis. Still one thing bothers her. While she had an overall decent body, especially her legs and ass, she had always secretly been insecure about her small 32B boobs. Her husband stealing younger sister had an all-natural set of 34 c tits which Ellen secretly is jealous over--had been for many years-- and in her mind it was her sister's big tits (big to her it seemed anyways) which played a vital role in seducing her husband. So after careful consideration Ellen maxed out the three credit cards in her name and had breast augmentation surgery.
The results are spectacular. The surgeon is a real artist and sculpts her a newly minted pair of mouthwatering 32 DD's breasts. Indeed, her newly upgraded breasts looked almost huge on her small frame. After a two-month recovery period, she goes out and gets a job as a cocktail waitress at a local college bar in her hometown of Coronado, California.
It's not a perfect job as being hit on all day by horny college kids with a "Mom fetish" was starting to get tiresome but all and all it was a job and it paid well, especially since Ellen now dressed for success at work. In other words, she decided to embrace her new found role as a MILF and dressed in such a way as to show off her big new tits to the nth degree thus maximizing her tips.
Also helping to maximize her tips is when Ellen finally buries the "good girl" act and begins to flirt outrageously with the majority of her customers. After all, she now had three maxed out credit cards to pay off she told the former "good girl" when she protested.
Now the chances for Ellen to have an affair rolled in left and right as many of her young horny customers would have been more than willing to take her to bed, but still having an affair where it was only about sex did not appeal to her. She wanted sex yes, but she also wanted some emotional bonding to go along with her sex, maybe even dare she hope—love. And, of course, she still dreamed of hitting back at John by sleeping with someone close to the family.
She knew her thirst for vengeance and her rules for what she wanted in an affair were at odds with each other, but still she hoped that just maybe by some miracle she could have her cake and eat it too.
Now seven long lonely months have passed and still nothing. She is getting really desperate at this point. Desperate bored and incredibly lonely. Then like a brave young knight returning to his castle her 18-year-old son, James, came home from college. Upon his return, the wicked hand of fate would play a major role in starting mother and son down the dark path of incest.
Like his mother James had issues. He was your typical nerd in high school—smart enough to get accepted into Harvard, while being shy and awkward just enough socially to be ignored by the girls.
It did not bother him much-- the lack of attentions from girls-- as long as his dear sweet mother paid attention to him. Truth was he was a "momma's boy" if there ever was one. While he was extremely awkward around girls, he was perfectly at peace being around his pretty mother. Around girls, he never knew what to say. He would freeze up and become tongue tied, but with his mother, he was the consummate charmer.
And Ellen simply ate up all the attention she got from James. Ate it up and returned it tenfold. In short, Ellen and James had a very special, very close and extremely loving relationship. This close, loving relationship between mother and son was a major cause of friction between her and John. He was old school and thought a boy should be free from the clutches of his "Mommy" around the ripe old age of five or so. According to him, by then it was time to grow up and start acting like a man.
Ellen ignored John's incessant complaints about her close relationship with James and continued to spoil and love the boy fiercely even as he got older. James returned her love in spades despite having to learn to be a bit of sneak about it due to his father.
But still until that day in her bedroom the thought never crossed her mind of just how special, how close, or how very, very loving her relationship could become with her young son. Of how he was the perfect answer to her prayers of vengeance.
It was a warm early June afternoon in Coronado. Ellen was working the swing shift that day four to midnight. She had just gotten out of the shower and was half dressed in a pair of tight jeans and a new sexy black and pink bra. She had yet to decide on a top to wear to work that night as she dried her hair in the bathroom.
As for the bra, it was part of her new sexy look. Her co-worker and new found best friend Katie had told her now that she was single again that she should start looking, acting and dressing sexier and yes that included her underthings. Ellen followed her advice figuring she had to buy all new bras anyways due to her new and improved breasts. It just so happens, as fate would have it, the one she is wearing today as she gets ready for work is probably the sexiest one of the bunch.
James had just sent his mother a text the other day telling her he was planning on taking a full load of summer classes, so he would not be home after all for the summer like he originally planned.
Ellen, at first, sent him a heartfelt text back explaining how desperately lonely she was all by herself in the house. She added how very much she had been looking forward to seeing him this summer; about how much fun they might have enjoyed home alone without John to play hall monitor.
He replied explaining how his grades were suffering a bit and he really needed to make some ground up during the summer session.
But later that evening, knowing he would feel guilty, knowing he was struggling at school to maintain his grades and his scholarship, Ellen sent him a second text telling him she perfectly understood why he needed to attend the summer session. She figured with a deep sadness that was the end of it. She would be spending the summer alone.
Nothing could have been further from the truth. James was terribly homesick by the end of his first year in college. He had sent the text only as a test to see how his mother would respond. It was true his grades were suffering but despite this he desperately wanted to come home for the summer. The text was to see if she wanted the same thing.
When Ellen replied how lonely she was, how she had been looking so forward to seeing him, but mainly when she hinted about how much fun they might have had without John around that was all he needed to hear. He booked a flight home that day. He decided not to tell his mother any of this, instead wanting to surprise her with his sudden appearance.
James entered the house quietly. His mother was home as her car was in the driveway. At this point, he had no idea she worked as a waitress since Ellen did not tell him knowing he would probably be jealous of her working in a bar and serving a bunch of strange men.
He crept up the stairs after not finding her downstairs. He was holding a single red rose behind his back as a surprise gift. His mother was a sucker for roses, especially when they came as a complete surprise.
As he carefully made his way up the stairs he could hear the hum of her hair dryer coming from her bedroom. He stopped at the top of the stairs debating if he should enter her room and sneak up to the bathroom and surprise her.
Throwing caution to the wind, he decides "what the hell" and creeps up to her room. He pauses at the doorway, before tippy toeing inside the room; he maybe gets about six feet into the room, crossing towards the open bathroom door on the far side of the spacious master bedroom when suddenly the dryer snaps off and Ellen emerges from the bathroom.
She lets out a small scream caught off guard at her son's unexpected appearance, while at the sight of his beautiful half-dressed mother his heart leaps into his throat.
He had not seen her for the whole school year after he left for Harvard in late August. Had not seen her since she had went on her diet and exercise kick. Had not seen the new and improved look his mother was now sporting, which, of course, was centered on her newly upgraded tits.
Tits which now were the focal point of his attentions as his eyes became helplessly stuck on them.
"The bra she was wearing Jesus was it sexy, and double Jesus did it show off her tits in a most fantastic way," he muses to himself standing there mesmerized by her stunning beauty. The outer halves of the twin cups of the racy bra is sexy black lace, while the inner halves were a light pink lace. In the middle of the bra where the two cups joined together there was a small delicate little black bow tie. It looked simply gorgeous with the pink part of the bra serving as a background.
James eyes are helplessly drawn to that little black bow tie. He wonders briefly what it would be like to touch it; to finger it. While his eyes are stuck on that little black bow tie his mind wanders. He never remembered his mother having such a large pair of breasts, but before he could ponder further this delicious new fact about her she interrupts his thoughts.
"Honey you are home. Wow what a surprise," she says standing there with a most amused smile on her pretty face. And much to his surprise she seems to be wholly unconcerned about standing there topless in front of him.
Ellen's gut reaction to when she first saw him walk into her room was to run to her closet and throw on some kind of shirt. But when she noticed how he was standing there staring helplessly at her chest it flooded her heart with self-esteem to the point where she simply wanted to bask in the glow of her son's attention.
Not only was her heart filled with self-esteem, but it seems her spirit was filled with a playfulness that was new and daring to her. She held her hands out and said quietly, "So son are you just going to stand there gaping at your mother's sexy new bra or are you going to come over here and give me a kiss."
James immediately tears his eyes off his mom's chest while turning bright red. He shuffles slowly towards her his head down feeling embarrassed.
He tries to deny her accusation that he was staring at her chest, "Mom I was n--"
But she cut him off by quickly saying as he approaches her, "Don't hurt your mom's feelings by denying it honey. Just get over here and give me a kiss."
He leans forward planning on kissing her on the cheek but as his lips approach hers she quickly snakes one hand around his back and uses the other to guide his face so his kiss lands squarely on her lips.
When their lips touched it was like a thousand firecrackers exploding all at once inside his heart and soul but, more importantly, the kiss had the same effect on her. She lets their kiss linger, using her hand to hold him in place when he tries to pull back embarrassed that he is kissing his mother directly on the lips, but maybe more embarrassed by the fact he is enjoying it.
She whispers her love for him; thanks him for coming home. Her whispered voice is hot and throaty, dripping with perfumed sweetness. It sends chills up his spine. They part; both staring longingly at each other. Both wanting more, but yet not brave enough to pursue any such course of action. Not just yet anyway.
Ellen disappears into the closet, breaking the spell, searching for a top to throw on. James is left with the taste of her kiss on his lips and the vision of her standing there looking so utterly hot in just her jeans and bra seared into the very fabric of his soul. All the while her soft whispered voice dripping with honey still rings tenderly inside his heart.
They only have 20 minutes to share before she must fly off to work. He hurriedly tells his mother about school while she tells him about her new job. She drops a hint as she leaves that if he gets lonely he could always drop by at the bar and see her. When he reminds her he is not of legal age she quickly reassures him it's not just a bar, but a restaurant too and that he would be welcome there to eat.
Ellen hurries off to work, hating to leave James behind but she has no choice. She thought about calling off her shift but she is still relatively new and it just would not look good to call off with such short notice.
When she rushes out the door her mood light and carefree. She is really happy that she will not be spending the summer alone. In fact, she was so rushed, so flustered by James' sudden appearance that she carelessly forgot her purse. She was well on her way to work when she figured out she left it behind. She makes a quick U-turn and heads back home to grab it setting the wheels of fate turning in a most naughty direction.
As soon as his mother left James heads off to the main bathroom in the hallway intending on taking a shower and then a long nap. As he steps into the bathroom he notices his mother has three bras hanging on the shower rod drying off.
He carefully removes the bras from the shower rod and spreads them out on the bathroom counter next to the sink before hopping into the shower. Under the warm flowing water he relaxes and gives free reign to a very active and quite naughty imagination.
His mind turns to his beautiful mother as he walked in on her getting dressed. The bemused smile on her face indicated that she clearly did not mind one bit that he was checking her tits out. His cock starts to get hard as he soaps up the wet washcloth.
Then there are those goddamn bras hanging on the shower rod. Although he hated to admit it he had carefully eyed all three of them when he slowly removed them from the shower rod. He caressed each of them in turn as he carefully set them down on the bathroom counter, treating each like they were the Holy Grail.
He especially liked the middle one. It was a white ruffled lace strapless bra that was so sexy, so soft that he, before he even realized what the hell he was doing, had briefly rubbed it across his face before sitting it down on the counter.
He envisions how simply magnificent his mom and those big tits of hers would look in that gorgeous strapless bra. He had a bit of a bra fetish as it was and for some reason he loved strapless bras the best. Now his cock springs to life as the soapy soft washcloth moves downwards his mind flitting between his mother in the bedroom in her pink and black lace bra, allowing him to have his fill of staring at her, and the imagined image of his mom wearing that spectacular white strapless bra sitting just outside the shower on the bathroom counter.
His hand holding the washcloth draws close to his now rock hard seven inch cock. He is ready to do the unthinkable—masturbate in the shower while fantasying about his mom.
But just before he can start to stroke his large cock, a small voice of reason screams inside his head, "For God's sake dud she is your Mother!!!"
His hand darts out and twists the knob on the shower wall. A sudden blast of cold water explodes his fantasy into a million jagged pieces and shrinks his hard cock quickly back to normal. He lets the cold water hit him full force for a few seconds before he feels he is back in control. He swiftly finishes his shower at a more acceptable temperature, daring not to linger, for fear of the depraved fantasy about his mother returning.
At point his mother is just now realizing she left her purse at home and is turning the car around while James is now lying down on his bed, tossing and turning, trying to fight the sexual demons creeping into his thoughts.
After ten minutes or so he gives up. He must do something to quiet the restless sexual demons floating around in his head that is if he wants any sleep at all. He really needs to sleep or he will be too exhausted to stay up and visit with his mother when she gets home from work.
This is his sole justification for what happens next. He is alone and reasons no one will ever be the wiser and afterwards he will be able to sleep.
He hops out of the bed and heads down to the bathroom. He snatches that exquisitely soft pretty strapless bra up off the counter and heads back to his bedroom. He shuts the door, but not tightly since after all he is alone and his mother won't be home to later that evening. About this time Ellen was just entering the subdivision carried along on the winds of fate.
James tosses his boxers on the floor and stretches out on the bed closing his eyes. His mind wanders to the earlier scene in the bedroom and how it might have played out differently as he rubs the ruffled edges of the soft bra against the growing hardness of his cock.



He has always been blessed with a very vivid imagination and now it goes to work for him in a most forbidden fashion picking up with the accidental kiss that landed on her lips and sent those firecrackers exploding in his heart.
"I missed you so much honey. Now that I am separated from your father I have been so terribly lonely. Did you miss me?" She strokes his hair softly with her delicate fingers as they gazed longing into each other eyes standing in the middle of the bedroom.
"Yes I missed you too Mom," he tells her in his usual shy, reserved, manner.
"Then show me. Show mommy how much her baby missed her." She leads him over to the bed. His heart races as she has made no move to put on a shirt.
They reach the bed. No words are needed as they start a long slow unhurried kiss. His tongue shyly flickers out tasting the warmth of her mouth. She responds by expertly swirling her tongue inside his mouth.
His cock is at full mast as the mere thought of kissing his pretty mother in such a forbidden way sends the blood rushing to it. The ruffled soft bra feels so good on his cock as he moves it up and down slowly along the entirely of his long hard shaft.
Meanwhile, Ellen quietly enters the house figuring after his long plane ride from back east he will be sleeping. She creeps up the stairs to her bedroom and retrieves her purse. As she heads back downstairs she has to pass his room. She pauses at his partially shut door thinking she heard a soft moan.
Curious, she silently pushes the door open. She peeks inside his room to check on him like any good mother would do. What she sees causes her to let out a low gasp. She starts to back away but something, curiosity maybe, desire possibility, causes her to stand there and soundlessly watch.
She pushed him down on the bed. Takes a step forward, her big tits in her pretty bra hover before his wide staring eyes and moist trembling lips. "You like your Mommy's new bra sweetie. You must as you haven't been able to take your eyes off it."
"Yes it's beautiful like you."
"Should I take it off," she purred at him.
"I don't know it's so pretty. I almost don't want you to take it off." As he says this he fingers the small delicate black ribbon between the cups.
"Hmm well I think maybe Mommy's little boy can still have a bit of fun with her big tits even if she leaves her bra on. Let's see shall we."
She dropped to her knees and smiled at him sweetly; giving him her most kind and caring motherly smile. She reached out and undid his zipper and then carefully pulled his jeans down and off him.
"Now let's see if you got something big for your Mommy to play with." She whispered to him softly.
James is cursed, or blessed depending on one's point of view, with a bit of a "Mommy" fetish that he was deeply exploring as he stroked his big hard cock with her soft bra while dreaming of what might have happened in the bedroom earlier.
Ellen is still peeking through the partially open doorway simply unable or unwilling to turn away. A very naughty thought is beginning to take root in her mind even though from her angle the sight of her son's manhood is obscured by the footboard of the bed. Still she knows what he is doing as she can see his hand holding her bra going up and down.
Simple curiosity drives her to risk everything. Her son's head is back relaxing on the pillow; his eyes are shut so she figures it is worth the risk. She pushes the door open just a few inches wider and cranes her neck to see around his foot board thus getting a better view of the action.
She pulls his cock out of his boxers and smiles. "Wow my little boy is not so little anymore I think."
"Really Mommy."
He says this just loud enough for her to hear, eliminating any doubts in her mind of just who he might be thinking about as he jerks off with her bra. Finally, the bra slips away enough where Ellen has a clear view of her son's cock. She lets out a sharp breath as forbidden excitement floods her heart and soul.
Unlike, John who was quite small, and worse still, had problems maintaining an erection, James' cock looked big and strong with a real, real hard erection that looked like he would have no problem whatsoever maintaining.
She rubs a bit of oil on his cock whispering how big and hard it was to James in between desperate, passionate kisses. James is fondling his mother's tits through the soft material of the bra before she leaned back a bit, thrusts her chest out and whispered sweetly, "Do you like your Mommy's tits baby boy."
"Oh God yes Mom your tits are so big and beautiful. "Poor James is so caught up in his forbidden fantasy that he barely realizes he is saying this aloud.
Ellen plainly hears him utter this last from her vantage point at the bedroom door. She smiles as confidence fills her heart knowing that her son is fantasying about her boobs. She has devoted nearly her entire life to making him happy, especially since she had so little success in making her overly critical husband happy. Although she knows it may be wrong she simply cannot help being excited that her son likes her tits.
"Well let's see how good Mommy's big tits can make that hard cock of yours feel shall we." She leaned forward pushing her tits together as they envelope his jutting well-oiled cock. He looks down and sees his cock disappear in between her tits before he involuntarily lifts his hips up off the bed spearing his cock upwards while grinding it hard against the soft pinkness of her inner bra cups. Her bra feels so good against his cock that he is already near to exploding.
Ellen ignores the gnawing feeling of guilt in the pit of her stomach and continues to watch with bated breath.
"Come on honey, fuck mommy's tits harder . . . Yeah that's it," she purrs as he as he bounces up and down on the bed matching his mother's motion as she slides up and down with him.
He is moving her bra up and down, faster and faster against his hardness. The reality of the softness of his mother's bra that he is using to jack off, matches the softness of the bra that he is fantasying about now as he titty fucks her.
"That's it honey, fuck my tits, cum all over my pretty bra. Please baby show me what a man you are. Yeah that's it fuck em harder, harder baby."
James' hand holding her bra is flying up and down his long hard shaft as Ellen takes a step back, hiding herself better, sensing he is near to exploding. She hears him murmur, "Yes Mommy, yes I am fucking them so hard," and instantly knows he is dreaming of fucking her tits. A fiendish smile crosses her face and then pure unabashed excitement as she witness the head of his cock explode in a geyser of cum.
She stifles a giggle as she beats a hasty retreat down the hallway. She flees to her car and prays he doesn't hear it start up. On the way to work she can think of nothing but how she feels cheated. He got off thinking of her, but what did she get?
"Honestly, you got hot and bothered Ellen" she says to herself as she drives to work trying to make sense of the day's events. A kernel of a plan is forming in her brain as she pulls the car into the bar's parking lot.
The choice was obvious and made abundantly clear by that afternoon's events. If John could cheat with her sister, than she could cheat with her son. Of course, she would not be stupid enough to get caught like him and she would, of course, never tell him, but still she would have her revenge even if it was only a deep dark secret.
Now the only question left is simple—is she brave enough to turn her son's fantasies about her into forbidden reality for the both of them. Could she, would she seduce him. She smiles as she walks into the bar knowing the answer.
"Fuck," James exclaims seeing he got a bit of cum on his mom's bra. He tried to time his explosion just after his cock cleared her bra but his little fantasy of fucking her tits as she wore that super sexy pink and black bra was simply too much and he came before he could yank her bra completely free.
James hurries into the bathroom, her bra in hand, and spends several minutes doing his best to clean it up before heading back to bed. He is feeling a bit guilty but with the extreme sexual tension relieved he is finally relaxed enough to get some much needed sleep.
After contemplating what he did for several minutes, he finally decides to give himself a free pass on the guilt. She was purposely teasing him a bit this afternoon he reasons as she made no attempt to put a shirt on even after he came into her room. So if he had a depraved fantasy about her so what? She was asking for it, and besides it's not like she would ever know and with that in mind he slips off to sleep.
After a few hours of sleep James wakes up hungry. He heads down to the kitchen to get something to eat and is disappointed with his mom's new focus on eating healthy because there is nothing to eat unless he wants fruits or a salad. He is in the mood for a real meal. A burger and fries maybe.
Remembering her hint to drop by the bar, and sure they served burgers and fries there, he spends a few minutes getting ready before rushing out the door. About 2o minutes later he is pulling into the parking lot of the address that his mom gave him.
As he exits the car he glances at the marquee in the parking lot. Wet Tee Shirt Contest Tonight 6 pm cash prizes. He looks at his watch, it's a bit past five, and he wonders if he should stick around for the show but decides probably not as he is sure his mom would not approve of him drooling over some college girls with big tits trying to earn some extra cash.
James plops down at a small booth in a dark corner and surveys the place. It's a typical small bar. A couple pool tables, dart board, small stage, and a small dance floor. Nothing very special stands out, that is until he sees his mother approaching with a bright smile on her face. When she left the house she was wearing a pair of jeans and a loose fitting blouse but now - - Wow!!
Her jeans have been replaced by a slutty looking extremely short dark skirt and her loose fitting blouse by a tattered half white tee shirt of which the jagged edges leave a good portion of her lower boobs nicely exposed.
She leans in and gives him a quick kiss, on the cheek, whispering, "I knew you would make it. You missed me huh?"
He is almost too stunned by the absolute sleaziness of her outfit to respond. Respond coherently that is. "Yea ahh . . . I guess, I mean am, well hungry." He manages to finally stammer out as his eyes become helplessly, just like earlier in the bedroom with that damnable black and pink bra, stuck on her tits.
And just like in the bedroom she doesn't seem to mind one bit as she just stands there beaming at him. Finally she says with a teasing smile, "Yeah I can see you are hungry baby. Hungry to stare at," she leans in closer and whispers, "your mom's tits."
"Jesus Mom." He almost yells. "I wasn't staring. It's just you are dressed so . . ." His voice trails off as he not sure if he should really say what is on his mind.
"Slutty," she finishes for him. "Well it helps me get better tips and besides the manager wanted me to, hmm how did he say it, 'sex it up a bit tonight' since they are having a wet tee contest as I'm sure you noticed on the marquee outside."
"Yeah well I didn't say you dressed slutty Mom. You did and if" --he gestures at her outfit with a wave of his hand-- "this helps you get good tips well fine I guess."
"Relax hon. I was just teasing you a bit. First of all, I know you weren't staring at my tits. As for the way I am dressed, really, it's just for the job. You know I only have eyes for you." She says once again teasing him with that same disarming smile before she runs off to get him a menu. His eyes involuntarily track her ass in that maddeningly short skirt the moment she turns around to leave.
The small bar served a surprisingly delicious hamburger James discovered. He enjoyed the cold beer she brought him as he ate. Apparently she told the pretty brunette bartender he was her son and he was of legal age to drink. Of course they trusted her.
At first, she still manages to find her way over to his table every few minutes and have a quick chat with him. He relishes these quick stolen moments as much for the conversation as for it affording him a nice opportunity to stare at her tits. Again she seemed to mind very little, but instead she seems to thrust her chest out at him for inspection.
As he sat eating his burger and fries there was an extremely naughty thought growing in the back of his mind. The thought was simple and straight forward. That night in bed he would probably find it impossible not to dream about his mother and in those dreams of her she would be, without a doubt, running around in the very same outfit she is wearing now. But instead of being in a crowded bar they would be alone somewhere and he would have her all to himself. He expected the same explosive result to occur in the end just as it did this afternoon when he fantasied about her.
The bar was filling up rapidly as the contest approached. Ellen was dropping by the table less now that she was busy serving, and much to his chagrin flirting with a bar full of mostly male patrons.
Finally, James grows tired of watching his mother running around, ignoring him, and flirting with everyone else it seems. His heart becomes jealous and jaded. Frustrated, he stands up and slams his napkin down on the table, preparing to leave.
He heads to the door, not even bothering to say goodbye. She is over by a corner booth filled with a bunch of college kids laughing and having a grand old time as she takes their order.
His heart was a bubbling, seething cauldron of jealous anger as he reaches the exit. He pauses at the door hoping she would maybe come chasing after him, but after a quick survey of the small bar she is nowhere to be seen. He sighs heavily hoping he is not making a grand mistake by leaving without saying good bye but he simply cannot stand to see her run around flirting with all this asshole guys anymore.
He was about to yank open the door and head out into the warm summer night, when seemingly out of nowhere she appears at his side. She grabs his arm tightly and steers him away from the door over into a dark corner by the unused payphone.
"What leaving without saying goodbye or nothing son?" she demands clearly upset.
"Well you looked awful busy with those stupid college kids taking their orders and flirting so I didn't want to bother you," he fires right back equally angry.
Her voice softens at hearing the obviously jealous anger in his voice. She reaches up and strokes the side of his face, "Honey it's my job to flirt and acted interested in my customers. Don't you understand that? I would have much rather flirted with you if you let me that is. Would you have minded . . . me flirting a bit with you?"
She tilts her head seductively to one side. Maybe it was the beer he had greedily sucked down that caused him to be brave and say what he said. He didn't drink much so even a single beer loosens him up and gives a boost to his confidence.
"Mom," he begins staring at her seriously so she will understand what he is about to say is no joke, "I have always enjoyed the way we teased and flirted and played around with each other. In fact I miss it so much and when you told me dad would be gone for the entire summer why the hell do you think I blew off school and came home to you huh?"
"To be with me of course." She gives him a quick kiss on the cheek before taking him by the hand and leading him back across the bar.
"Mom I was going to leave," he says protesting as he stops and tries to turn back around. "You have to work anyways."
"Yes but I think you should stay hon."
"Ok I mean if you really want me to I guess," he tells her as she drags him across the bar and sits him down at a table to the left of the small stage.
"Here you will have a front row seat for the contest. Stay and afterwards I will take an early out and we can spend the rest of the evening hanging out OK?"
"Oh really." He says happily surprised that she is going to leave work early just so they can hang out.
She disappears into the back of the bar leaving him alone wondering if she is going to hang out with him later this evening in the outfit she is now wearing. He sure in the hell hopes so, but then again, where in public could they hang out with her looking so slutty and not cause a fuss. He sighs figuring he is dreaming as, of course, she will change when she gets ready to leave work.
A minute or two later an extremely attractive and shapely blond waitress comes over to his table and asks him if he wants a beer.
"Oh ahh, I'm not sure," he says wondering if he says yes will she card him. He does want another beer but while he felt safe when his mother brought him a beer he is not so sure now.
Seeing his hesitation, the waitress leans down and whispers in his ear, "Oh hon don't worry. Your mom told me your situation. Your only 18 but that is our secret. I will bring you another beer if you want one."
"Well in that case sure." He says eyeing the waitress' ass in her tight faded blue jeans when she walks away.
When the waitress comes back bringing him another ice cold Budweiser he says to her quietly, "So where is my mom anyways? I don't see her on the floor anymore."
"Oh the manager wants her in the back helping the girls get ready for the contest I think. If you need anything just ask me. The pretty blonde waitress gorgeous green eyes seem to sparkle as she extends a hand to him, "Me and your Mom are good friends you know. My name is Katie by the way."
James mumbles a typical "glad to meet you greeting" while he stares briefly at her tits which are, just like his mom's on full display tonight. Katie is wearing a white blouse tied up just below her nice braless 34C tits. The fact she is not wearing a bra is rather obvious since she has conveniently left the top three buttons undone on her blouse, which also shows off a well-toned and tanned tummy.
His attention is drawn to the stage now as an attractive brunette who he noticed tending bar earlier has made an appearance up on stage holding a mike.
"Are you all ready for summer to start?"
A choruses of yeses and hoots from the crowd answers her back.
"Well what better way to get the summer started then a little mid-week wet tee shirt contest featuring a half dozen beautiful ladies."
James, having one of the best seats in the house, watches the contest while nearly finishing off his second beer. The first three contestants have come and gone. Two brunettes and a red head. All three looked like they might be in college. All had nice decent sized racks but James makes a quick mental note that his mother's tits are better.
When contestant four struts up on stage James feels his world suddenly tilt on its axis. She is nothing short of spectacular looking. She is a pretty young beauty, with golden honey brown hair that is nicely accented by an equally golden sun baked tan. A tan make quite obvious by the extremely short tight blue jeans she is wearing, along with a skimpy little half tee shirt that made Ellen's half tee shirt look prudish in comparison.
But it is the biggest, most colossal pair of tits that are just barely contained within the tight confines of her wet tee shirt that totally capture James' attention. As this golden goddess struts her stuff up on stage, shaking her big tits to and fro James is awe struck by this stunning beauty and those gigantic tits to the point where in his mind the contest is over there and then. No need to see the last two contestants—it's a wrap, a done deal. We have a winner.



Indeed, if pressed he could probably tell precious little about contestant number five, a hot Latino with dark hair and a suitably large sized pair of tits, such was the warm afterglow he was still experiencing from seeing contestant number four strut her stuff just prior. But then comes contestant number six and his world would once again be sent hurdling off its axis.
James was in the middle of taking a large drink of beer when he nearly spits it out as who comes strutting up on stage but his mother of all people. She is still wearing the same slutty outfit except now her tattered half white tee shirt with its jagged edges is soaked and clinging to her large breasts. And now adding to her already over the top sex appeal she is wearing a pair of fancy silver and black five inch heels.
She beams at him as she bounces across the stage wiggling her large breasts this way and that way at the cheering crowd. She comes to the side of the stage where he is sitting and pauses; they make eye contact briefly before she makes a rather exaggerated attempt at totally capturing his attention by shaking her big tits at him with reckless abandonment.
It works. She notes happily that their eye contact doesn't last long as he simply cannot resist letting his gaze fall down to her chest. The wet tee shirt clings to her double D breasts allowing the outline of her large brown nipples, poking through the thin wet material of the tee shirt, to be clearly noticed.
She clops back and forth on the small stage, casting him sly sidelong glances and pausing before his table several times allowing him a nice long look at her big bouncing tits under her tantalizing wet tee shirt before disappearing to the cheers of the audience. The moment gone now seems especially surreal to a very stunned James.
The pretty brunette bartender comes back on the stage and tells the audience that the winner will be determined by which of the contestants gets the loudest cheers once she brings them back up on stage one last time.
All six of the girls come back out and line up. Each of them step forward, one by one, smiling and shaking their chests to the cheers of the crowd. The young sweet blond with the huge tits gets the loudest cheers thus far of the first five contestants that have stepped forward. Now it is Ellen's turn.
She smiles sweetly and takes a step forward. She thrusts her chest out shaking it for all the world to see. James is still too stunned to cheer much but the rest of the rowdy young crowd doesn't seem to have that problem as they cheer rather loudly. James may not be cheering much but he certainly is staring as his eyes have locked onto his mother's tits like a pair of laser beams.
James is so focused on his mother's tits that he nearly jumps when Katie appears behind him. She leans down and addresses him in his ear, "I think she has a real chance of winning hon."
"Y-yeah you think," James says nervously looking back at her wondering if Katie had noticed how fixed his gaze was upon his mom's tits.
Indeed it was close. James thought his mother might win as he was sure the cheers from the crowd were at least as loud, if not louder, for her compared to the young blond. If nothing else it was surely only a two horse race.
Sadly, the pretty brunette bartender, besides being the MC also doubled as "cheering judge" determined that the young blond received a bit more enthusiastic cheers than Ellen did. Ellen was judged first runner up, the young blond the winner.
James was unsure how he should express himself to his mother who appeared, despite the dignified way she congratulated the winner, crest fallen as she walked off stage. If he told her she was ripped off was that the same as making a de facto statement saying he, her son of all people, judged her to have a great set of tits worthy of winning a wet tee shirt contest. And if that was the case how would his mother take such a statement.
She has been backstage for an inordinate amount of time while James nervously sips his beer still unsure of how he will handle it when she reappears. When Katie drops by asking if he needs anything he responds by telling her that his mom had mentioned taking an early out and that they were then going to hang out together.
"Oh yeah she mentioned that. She is in the back changing. Making herself beautiful for you sweetheart. You know she feels real bad about not winning. Her self-esteem is hurting."
"Yeah well she should have won." James says quickly and then wonders suddenly if Katie will think him weird for being so quick to point out how his mother should have just won a wet tee shirt contest.
"Well make sure you tell her that tonight when you are hanging out. You know she really"--Katie leans in close to him and quietly says--"needs to hear that you don't think she was maybe too old for having her boobs done."
"Really, I . . ." James almost blurts out that he thought his mom's tits looked spectacular when he realizes how this might sound to her friend so he quickly shuts his mouth and rethinks what he will say.
"I will do my best to reassure her."
"I'm sure you will as I get the feeling you two have a very special relationship and that you would do most anything to make her feel good about herself."
Then much to James' surprise Katie sits down next to him and stares him deep in the eyes before saying in a low tone of voice, "If you want my advice you should know your mother really needs a whole lot of love and affection as she has been so lonely this past few months. Desperately lonely. And tonight if you two start drinking, which I suspect she will suggest you do, you need to be doubly sure that you are sweet to her. She gets real touchy feely, along with ultra-sensitive if you know what I mean when she is drinking."
"Yeah I know," James sighs remembering just how very sensitive and playful she gets a bit drunk.
"You know what sweetheart?" Ellen says surprising her son as she had slipped up to the table from behind unnoticed.
James whips his head around, "Oh Mom I was saying . . ." He stops unsure of how much of their conversation she had heard. Fortunately Katie comes to his rescue, giving him a nod and a wink before saying, "He was just saying he knows you will both need a shot and a beer to get your night started. And I will return shortly with both."
"Thanks Katie," she replies settling herself down next to him. Although she has a smile on her face he senses a sadness about her that might go deeper than whatever disappointment she feels for not winning the stupid contest.
He admires her as she sinks down in the chair across the small table from him. She is dressed in a pair of tight faded Levi jeans, same as Katie he notes, but it's her top that is drawing his attention. He stares, drinking in every detail of how good it looks on her, while simply loving how she went all out just to look good for him.
She is wearing a tight fitting, neon pink crop top that shows off a copious amount of skin. It has a rounded neckline, long flared sleeves that are slit underneath with tie closures at the wrists, and is short enough where it leaves her sexy flat tummy bare. But it is the lightweight sheer chiffon fabric, with the emphasis on sheer, that maybe captures his attention the most as the he can't help but to notice the outline of her dark nipples under the pink fabric. She is clearly not wearing a bra he happily realizes.
"So you like your Mom's new top," she asks once she settles down next to him. "I hope so as I picked it out with you in mind." She smiles at him once again her heart filling with pride as his eyes keep flickering down to her tits. "I know how you like pink dainty things on women."
Besides being pink the top is indeed dainty as there is a line of pretty crochet lace panels at the sleeves, but more noticeably is the row of crocheted lace that runs up and in between her breasts and also under them at the hemline adding a rather dainty touch to her fabulous top.
A feeling of de ja vu comes over him, as just like this afternoon when he seen her most unexpectedly without a top on, he marvels at what great shape she is in for a women in her mid-forties. Just as he marvels at how much of a show off she seems to have become since he last saw her. Her fabulous top makes one thing abundantly clear-- she wore it as a way to ensure those big new tits of hers would be the main attraction for the rest of the evening.
"Yeah Mom. It looks really nice on you," he finally responds shaking off that feeling of de ja vu.
"Nice huh. Is that all?" she says with a warm smile fishing for further information.
James promptly understands she wants more. "Well honestly"—he leans in closer to her, letting the beer do the talking—"it looks really fabulously sexy on you Mom."
"Nice to hear you are brave enough tell me that," she responds with a contented grin. "Speaking of sexy, well I tried. I guess I am not as sexy as that stupid little blond that won the contest."
"Mom Jesus I . . ." He had planned on lecturing her while professing his absolute shock that she entered the contest, but just as the words are coming out of his mouth Katie appears with two beers and two shots.
She sets them on the table, and then apparently reading his mind, she leans and whispers discreetly to him, "Remember what I said hon, she needs praise not a lecture."
After she disappears Ellen asks, "What did Katie whisper to you?" before she picks up the shot glass and surprisingly downs it in one fell swoop.
"Oh that, ahh just that I should like give you praise instead of a lecture." He decides on telling the truth since his mother always had a keen sense of whenever he tried to be less than honest with her.
"Yeah well I have a feeling of just what you might want to lecture me about and just save it for later, along with any praise, until after we have left and have a quiet moment to ourselves." She picks up the beer and takes a large swallow of it while nudging his shot glass closer to him.
James picks up the shot glass full of clear liquid and sniffs it making a face.
"Just drink it son. C'mon you can't let your mother outdrink you."
His pride properly stung he downs the shot of what turns out to be tequila in one swallow. The fiery liquid burns its way down his throat and into the pit of his stomach.
"Jesus that is strong."
"Yeah it's Herradura, potent stuff hon. Drink your beer it will give you balance." Ellen tells him as she tips back her own beer once again taking a large swallow.
They make small talk for a minute as Katie brings them both a second shot of Herradura. James has never had tequila before but he is quickly becoming a fan as he likes the way it is totally relaxing him.
As they talk he fights to keep his eyes off his mom's tits but it's a losing battle, especially after the second shot of Herradura burns its way inside of him.
"So you never answered the question. Still feel like hanging out with your mother tonight. I officially am off duty and yours for the evening." She leans forward across the table with a most mischievous smile on her face before she adds suggestively, "That is if you still want me."
"Of course I always want you Mom." He answers her emphatically while making sure to emphasize the word "want" in just the same teasing manner she did to him.
"Hmm you do huh. Hope you are willing to show that to me later baby boy," she says ruffling his hair a bit.
"Mom stop," he says all the while loving the way she is flirting with him. "Anyways, yeah I'm ready to go home, but I mean should either of us be driving."
"Who said anything about going home?"
"Oh, I just assumed."
"Rule number one. Never assume what a woman might do when she is drinking tequila." Katie says cheerfully as she reappears suddenly sitting a small bottle of the potent tequila down on the table.
"That is right baby. Is that for us?" Ellen says gesturing at the bottle.
"Yes and on the house even. Mark said you could have it for being such a good sport and entering the contest on short notice."
"Mark, who is Mark?" James says jealously before he can stop himself.
"Hmm someone is quick to be jealous over their pretty mom huh." Katie says in obvious playful jest directed at him.
"Mark is our boss hon, the manager."
"Oh." James says feebly, feeling pretty damn stupid now, especially since Katie noticed his obvious jealousy.
Katie joins them at the table as James excuses himself to use the bathroom. The last thing he hears as he departs is Katie asking his mother where they are going to share their nice little bottle of tequila since they are not going home.
"A good question indeed," James mumbles wondering about that himself.
When he gets back to the table they are ready to leave. He again suggests neither of them should be driving to which his mom laughs and points at Katie and says, "Oh we have a driver already."
"Yeah I am going to drop you off and then pick you up around ten when my shift is over."
"Oh really and where are we going?"
"Surprise," his mom simply says giggling at some inside joke with Katie as the three of them head out the door.
The surprise turns out to be a close beachside park. Katie drops them off at the far end of the nearly deserted parking lot reminding them she will pick them up there around ten. Before Katie takes off she opens the trunk of her car and gives them a pair of large blankets for them to use in case they want to go hang out on the beach.
The sun is about to set so Ellen, who has always been a sucker for watching sunsets, suggests they find a quiet spot to watch it together while they enjoy their small bottle of Herradura along with the two bottles of beer Katie grabbed for them on the way out the door for chasers.
They wander around searching for a quiet bench on the edge of the park portion of Hidden Cove Recreation Area that is secluded enough for Ellen's liking. Unfortunately, the park is just crowded enough where they really can't find a secluded enough spot for the picky Ellen.
"Do you feel like being naughty," Ellen says glancing over at him as they walk side by side.
The comment nearly stops him dead in his tracks. He already has been being naughty since he has not stopped taking long sideway glances at his mom's large bouncing tits trapped in her tight pink crop top as they strut across the walkway looking for a suitable park bench. She has left her high heels on which only increases the bounce factor it seems he has happily noticed.
"What do you mean?" he says slowly his mind leaping at the possibilities.
She points to the end of the path they had been walking on. It ends with a pair of crisscrossing yellow danger tape strung between a pair of cement posts and some orange cones. A sign posted nearby says SORRY-- THIS AREA OF THE PARK IS CLOSED FOR RENOVATIONS.
"I bet it's nicely secluded in there for us to enjoy my romantic sunset."
"Mom they are working in there. Can't you read anyways we are not allowed past the tape?"
"First of all," she says turning to him with a sly smile, "they are done working for the day. You see any work trucks around? Any guys in hard hats? No. Second as for not being allowed you, as I recall are still only 18."
"Yeah so," he retorts defensively.
"So you should not have been drinking alcohol but you are doing it anyways."
"Touché" he responds conceding the point as grabs his hand and pulls him towards the yellow tape.
"Look as long as we are quiet and don't raise hell no one will notice us. C'mon lets go while no one is around to see us."
He sighs heavily as they duck under the caution tape feeling scared for doing something they could get in trouble for but at the same time feeling thrilled that they will most assuredly be able to enjoy his mother's "romantic sunset" alone.
He relaxes once they get deeper inside the tape and out of eyesight of anyone that might wander close by the tape. Just as she had assured him it is totally deserted beyond the tape.
It appears they are extending the cement path to this area of the park overlooking a nearby sandy stretch of beach along with, much to Ellen's delight, adding some brand new park benches just off the path.
"There, that will be perfect." Ellen cries with glee as she spots a bench about 30 yards ahead and to their left. She takes his hand and hurries him along while kidding him about being reluctant to come inside past the yellow caution tape in the first place.
As they near the bench, still holding hands, Ellen sees it is situated perfectly nested back among a small stand of trees giving it some cover from prying eyes while it faces the nearby beach and ocean.
They settle down on the long, nearly seven foot cement park bench after Ellen spreads the blanket out on it to make it more comfortable. The sun is just diving slowly into the water casting long beautiful fingers of dying fiery red and orange light across the calm ocean.
Mother and son sit side by side, holding hands again, content to enjoy the dying light of this most adventuresome day in silence. They pass the small bottle of tequila back and forth both taking small sips only further relaxing them.
The coming night is beginning to get chilly to the overly sensitive Ellen. A cool breeze is now coming off the ocean causing her to shiver a bit. Hoping to ward off her sudden chill she takes a larger drink of the powerful tequila. The fiery liquid burns its way down her throat casting a warm glow to come over her.
As she relaxes on this secluded park bench watching a most romantic sunset with her son she suddenly realizes he would be everything she was ever looking for in a -- lover. The unbidden thought causes her heart to race as her mind, helped along by the tequila, becomes filled with soft romantic fuzzy thoughts that she can deny no longer.
As the sun disappears into the sea throwing off a blaze of crimson glory, Ellen finally breaks the silence. "Wow what a gorgeous sunset," she whispers as she clutches his hand tighter.
James looks at his mother and smiles. He remembers what Katie had told him earlier about how she needed to be reassured, especially since they are drinking, so he screws up his tequila fueled courage to its maximum and decides to lay on the charm.
"Yeah but not half as gorgeous as you Mom."
"Hmm what a cute little charmer you are," she says beaming back at him her heart singing due to his uninvited and most welcome praise. But her beaming smile quickly disappears as she sighs sadly after taking another large swallow of tequila.
In a soft voice barely rising to a whisper she says, "If only you truly felt that way."
"But I do. You are gorgeous Mom. Beautiful, lovely, delicious even," he tells her meaning to tease her a bit with his over the top accolades. He leans back against the cement arm rest, drawing her next to him, waiting to see what kind of reaction this will get him.
Delicious is the key word as his eyes glance down and notice small goose bumps are beginning to form all over her bare tummy. Now that the sun has set, and with the breeze picking up further adding to the dropping temperature, she is obviously starting to get chilly.
Although they are very cute it's not the goose bumps forming all over her beautiful bare tummy that has so enthralled his eyes, but instead it the fact her lovely nipples have hardened and become rather erect due to the cold. A fact made abundantly clear as they are pressed tightly up against the sheer fabric of her pink crop top.
"You know why I say that?" She says sweetly touching his face and drawing his attention away from her tits although she is secretly thrilled she caught him --again-- staring helplessly at them.
"N-no." James says nervously as the way his mother discreetly directs his gaze away from her chest by the light touch of her hand indicates to him she probably understands he was checking her tits out.



"In the bedroom earlier this afternoon. The way you tried to move so quickly away from me when we kissed tells me that you think kissing me is not such a . . ." She trails off sniffing while almost appearing on the verge of tears before she finishes her complaint, "Attractive option."
"No, no I was just embarrassed because when we kissed"—he takes her hands softly into his before looking shyly away—"I liked it too much. More than I should have I guess for someone my age."
He looks back at her to see her reaction. Her face is neutral revealing nothing unlike that sheer pink crop top which his eyes flicker down to for about the tenth time since they arrived at the park. Her nipples are fully erect as the cool breeze blowing in from the ocean has picked up in intensity. His eyes linger—she smiles sensing the moment is right to pounce.
"Honey a son, no matter how old he is, should never be embarrassed because they like their mother's kisses." The moment of truth is upon her. Ellen, without thinking, most likely due to being blasted on tequila, plunges ahead adding recklessly, "Or their breasts."
"Mom I--" He, of course, is about to protest but she silences it with a soft finger to his mouth.
"Sweetheart you have been staring at them all night and . . ." She pauses, preparing to play her trump card, while letting the tension build.
"And what?!" he barks embarrassed and exasperated.
She talks slowly, telling him everything. "And well you know I forgot my purse this afternoon. I had to come home. I went upstairs to get it."
James starts to fidget; the horror of what she is saying just starting to hit him.
"I seen you."
He looks away wanting to flee.
"Look at me hon," she says gently before using her hand to turn his face towards her. "I was at your doorway, watching. I seen, heard everything this afternoon."
He now does try to flee, jumping up from the bench. "Oh Jesus I am going to kill myself," he nearly shouts. Before she shushes him as she reaches up quickly and snatches his arm. "Please sit down. You need to hear my confession."
He pauses, still wanting to run, wanting to crawl away and hide, but when she pleads with him once again to please sit he obeys her.
"I could have left, but I stayed and watched. My heart was racing, especially when I heard you say, the words are burned into my soul sweetie, 'Oh God yes Mom your tits are so big and beautiful.' That warmed my heart and put butterflies in my stomach knowing you were fantasying about your mom's tits."
"Y-you . . . are not mad. Disgusted."
"Not at all," she answers quietly.
He takes a large swallow of the tequila suddenly wanting to be very drunk.
"I will say it again sweetie. Your mother is not mad or disgusted."
"I can't believe that. I mean you must have seen what I was . . ." He tries to draw his hands from her but she pulls them back and pushes them against her bare stomach.
"Using my pretty white strapless bra to help get the job done. Yes I seen and was proud that you found it ahh alluring enough to help you."
There is a moment of silence as James simply is at a loss for words. His hands are flush against her bare tummy now trapped by hers.
"Relax baby. If I was disgusted even in the least I would not have stayed and watched. I would not have had butterflies in my stomach while watching. I would not have invited you to the bar tonight knowing I was going to be wearing a half tee shirt barely big enough to cover my boobs."
She starts to slowly, ever so slowly, guide his hands upwards. "Hmm your hands are warm baby."
"The wet tee shirt contest. Y-you knew you were going to be in that so that is why you insisted I stay."
"No hon that was pure and simple fate. I was only backstage to help with the preparations when one of the contestants got stage fright at the last moment. Mr. Wells, Mark that is, asked me to fill in."
"I can't believe you said yes."
"Neither can I and honestly I would not have if you had not been sitting out there." She has paused in guiding his hands north over the flat plain of her well-toned stomach.
"Why?"
"Stupid I know but I wanted to show off for you. Wanted to impress you. Did I?"
"Did you show off? I would say most certainly. You should have won the damn contest."
"You really think so?"
"Yes."
"So I guess I impressed you then too huh?"
"Very much so. You have been impressing me all damn day with your . . ." He pauses somehow, despite everything, reluctant to say the word in front of her.
"My tits. Go on you can say it. Tell me you are impressed with my new bigger breasts." She removes his hands from her stomach and kisses each in turn lightly, "Please baby tell me you like them."
"Oh God mother I do." He finally blurts out after a long pause.
"Thank you for being brave and telling me that. Now I really think you should snuggle with your mother a bit. With that wind picking up and the sun gone I am cold now hon."
They take the second blanket and fold it in half, before bunching it up in the corner against one of the arm rests.
The folded soft blanket makes perfect padding for James to lean against as he reclines back against the arm rest. His mother then snuggles next to him under the blanket leaning her back against his chest.
She finds his hands and once more traps them against her bare midriff. "Are you comfortable enough?"
"Sure," he says honestly as he has had just enough tequila where being comfortable is becoming real, real easy. He is, much to his surprise, even becoming somewhat comfortable with the idea that his mother was watching him whack off that afternoon while he knew he was fantasying about her.
Once again she starts moving his hands for him in slow semi circles allowing them to flicker across her bare tummy. "Are you starting to get warm Mom?" he whispers in her ear.
"Maybe a little bit." She smiles sweetly and turns around enough to face him. "A kiss or two might help the warming process though."
She brings one hand up and snakes it through his hair around the back of his head. She moves her lips closer and closer whispering as she does, "Don't pull away this time please baby."
Their lips come softly together. They exchange several light kisses, their lips barely brushing against one another. It is like they are testing the waters before they dive in.
They kiss and part before she whispers, "Show me your words are true baby. That you really do think I am gorgeous."
"I do," he whispers back his heart racing; his mind reeling as to what is happening between them. Determined to show her, feeling brave from the alcohol, he brings his lips to hers. This time, instead of pulling back from embarrassment, he plunges forward, forbidden lust ruling his heart, as he lets his lips linger on hers while they share a much more meaningful kiss this time.
She offers no resistance, but instead encourages him by returning his kiss with equal fervor. If the earlier kiss in her bedroom this afternoon sent small firecrackers exploding in his heart, this kiss, here on their lonely secluded park bench, causes his heart to experience nothing less than a virtual earthquake of explosions.
The earthquake becomes even stronger when he feels her tongue slip into his mouth. His response was natural as he lets his tongue out from behind clenched teeth. He had keep it there previously afraid that it would escape before he knew that is what she wanted.
His hands slip around to her back, crushing her against him as their tongues intertwine slowly. The several small light kisses they shared earlier has morphed into one long slow wet dream of a kiss. How long the kiss lasts neither could say for time seems to have lost all meaning under the dark June sky, but finally she breaks it off wanting to only tease him at this point.
"Hmm that was nice," she purrs as she settles down back under the blanket against him. She finds his hands under the blanket, and now for the third time, guides them back to her exposed tummy knowing in her heart of hearts the third time will be the charm.
Again James finds his hands being directed by his mother's into stroking that maddeningly sexy bare tummy of hers in soft semi circles. Soft semi circles that sends chills up and down her back, while causing his cock to begin to twitch with untold excitement inside his jeans. She leans back against him closing her eyes as she has guided his hands up to the pretty crotched hem line of her crop top.
"Are you still cold Mom," he whispers in her ear.
"Kinda of baby. I guess I picked a bad night not to wear a bra. My poor tits, they feel like a pair of icebergs."
Instead of being too embarrassed to comment about her running around in front of him braless, determines to tease her about it. "Well," he begins slowly, "I guess that is the price you pay for being such a consummate showoff mother."
She is starting to move his hands in a slow upward trajectory across her tummy. "Well don't you pity your mother and her cold breasts? I mean your hands are so very warm . . . so nice and toasy."
"You know what they say, warm hands means a warm heart."
"Yes they do say that. So why don't you use those warm hands of yours to" -- she has guided his hands right up to the lower edge of her pretty crop top--"warm your Mommy's poor little boobies up sweetie."
His hands slip up and onto her crop top. The whole experience seems surreal as he begins to carefully knead her large tits through the sheer material of the crop top. He expects to wake up in bed at any moment sporting a huge boner as this most illicit dream of his bursts into a million pieces.
But it's not a dream he is experiencing but instead a most lovely reality. Her tits feel soft and natural as he fondles them shyly. She leans her head back onto his shoulder sighing, "Baby why don't you be brave and slip your hands under my top? That way my boobs can feel the full effect of your hands warmth."
She doesn't have to ask twice. James slips his hands up and under the lower edge of her top and cups her breasts gently. He fondles them with great reverence. Tenderly, sweetly exploring them like a new born baby explores a fresh new toy.
"You really like your Mom's tits huh James?"
"Yes they feel so nice," he says his voice coming out in a nervous hoarse whisper. He is nervous as the growing erection inside his pants is starting to become an issue, especially when his mother turns and begins to shower him with a series of light kisses as she whispers, "This can only help warm me further baby."
And warm her he does. He fondles her boobs with swelling confidence urged on by her soft words of encouragement in between the sinful little kisses they are sharing which, just as before, is turning into one long tongue twisting kiss.
"Hnhh . . ." Ellen lets out a soft moan as she breaks off a deep and passionate kiss with her son. He has found her weak spot that turns her into butter. He is flicking his fingers lightly over her fully erect nipples making her moan and squirm with increasing desire.
"Jesus honey that feels good," she whimpers as James sensing he has indeed stumbled onto something is flicking her ripe erect nipples with growing enthusiasm.
It all becomes like a soft dream for the both of them. A moment lost in time as he continues to fondle her tits while they snuggle under the blanket. His fondling, her moaning, their kissing—it goes on and on until finally Ellen simply cannot take that rock hard boner of his poking against her back.
She knows her son must be desperate for relief and she intends on giving it to him. Without a word she slips off the park bench and onto her knees. She looks up at him with maybe the sexiest look he has ever seen a woman possess in his life.
It all seems so incredibly fantastic as she reaches out with one hand and slowly undoes his jeans. "Mom w-what are you doing?" James whispers barely able to find his voice.
"Hmm well honey, your mother let you play with her big tits now it's time you let me play with your big"—the belt comes undone—"hard"—she carefully is pulling down his zipper—"cock."
She reaches inside his boxers, and with a smile such as a cat might have before it swallows the canary, she pulls his raging erection out. James watches with dreamlike excitement his beautiful mom lick her lips, running her tongue back and forth over them, before she slowly lowers her mouth to his cock.
She pauses mere inches from the trembling head of his cock. She looks up at him saying sweetly, "Will I be the first baby."
James nods his head yes. She opens her mouth slightly to tease and excite allowing the raw sexual tension between them to build even further. She breathes on his cock, then blows on it, before pulling back just a bit and sticking her tongue out to reach for him.
She works some saliva up in her mouth making sure her tongue is dripping wet and then begins at the bottom of his shaft and licks upward slowly. Ellen turns her head sideways as she circles her tongue all around the tip of his penis.
She opens her mouth and takes him inside gradually inch by precious inch. He moans as one hand involuntarily reaches for the back of her head. As she increases the speed of bobbing up and down on his cock she looks up letting his cock slip from his mouth.
The simple fact was James size was almost too much for her. Ellen does not have much experience sucking cock as John was not big into oral sex, but what she lacks in experience she is determined to make up with sheer enthusiasm and wicked sweetness.
"Do you like your mom sucking your cock little boy," she says so tenderly. The sweetness of her voice is totally at odds with what is happening.
"Oh God yes Mom," James hisses, "please don't stop!"
Determined not to go to fast and make him cum too soon she lingers deciding to make him beg a bit.
"Are you sure that is what you want hon. For me, your Mommy to suck on that big cock of yours."
She has decided to ratchet up the whole forbidden idea of what is happening between them by reminding him that it is his mother on her knees sucking his cock. She figures the taboo nature of what is happening will only serve to increase the sexual tension between them and thus ultimately the pleasure derived from it.
She was absolutely right in this line of thinking. James, thanks to her soft whispered words, is getting more turned on by the whole idea of it being his mom on her knees taking his hard cock in her mouth.
"Yes Mommy please suck on it. More please!!" he moans to her.
She hesitates, batting her eyes at him seductively, before going back to work, determined to take his whole seven inches deep in her mouth this time. She again goes slow, progressively taking him into her warm mouth inch by inch until she has nearly the entire length of his rock hard shaft buried in her mouth.
She alternates between bobbing up and down on his cock and letting it slip from his mouth to attack his sensitive underside with a series of soft kisses and gentle licks. She brings one hand up to massage his balls liking his almost immediate reaction which is a loud "Oh God that feels nice."
"Yes honey. Mom is making her baby feel so nice I bet. I want you to . . . cum in my mouth sweetie. Please baby!" she sighs to him between teasing licks of her tongue.
When she opens her mouth, taking him fully inside, he quickly entangles one hand deep in her hair forcing her to bob up and down faster and faster on his cock. He is beyond the breaking point now feeling his orgasm growing. He thanks his lucky stars now that he masturbated earlier or he would have by know surely blew a wad deep in her mouth.
He is moaning louder; his breath coming in short gasps; legs shaking, hand tightens around the back of her head forcing her to suck him harder. "Oh God Mom I am"—she pounds her mouth quicker up and down on his twitching cock while jiggling his balls—"cumming."
He finally explodes in her mouth with a loud groan of exquisite pleasure. She quickly gets to her knees as she swallows his cum and wraps her arms around him. Bringing her mouth to his ear she whispers a question with a most obvious answer.
"Did you like that baby?"
"Oh God and Jesus yes Mom that was so . . . so good," he says his voice still quacking with excitement.
They spend the next few minutes cuddling under the blanket just holding each other, both doing nothing but enjoying the moment.
The wind has died down while the temperature has stabilized prompting Ellen to suggest they go for a short walk on the beach. James gladly accepts, eager to please his mom now, after the incredible thing she had just done for him.
She checks the time on her phone and sees it is now past nine. Not sure how long their walk will last and remembering that Katie gets off work at ten, she decides to call her and inform her that they are going for a walk along the beach a bit beyond the yellow caution tape. Ellen knows Katie is twice as adventuresome as she is so she won't have a problem going past the yellow tape to find them.
But what Ellen doesn't know, as she takes James and leads him down the short path to the beach, is Katie will not be coming alone to pick them up. Further, she doesn't know that calling Katie adventurous would be like calling the Pacific Ocean that are about to walk along a small body of water.
The fact is Katie, her new best friend, is a stone cold sex freak as is her 22 year old daughter who will be tagging along with her mom when she goes to pick up her beautiful best friend and her shy but extremely cute son.
Adding to the intrigue is a few rather alluring facts. Number one is Katie's daughter, Alexis, is none other than contestant number four that had so captured James heart earlier during the wet tee shirt contest. But more important is that Alexis is, just like her mother, a huge sex freak, maybe even bigger even.
Adding a bit of spice to the night's coming attractions is the reality that Alexis is extremely attracted to the older Ellen, while her mother is equally attracted to James.
A perfect storm of passion is brewing that will make what just happened between James and Ellen, forbidden and passionate as it might have been, look like nothing but a soft summer rain.
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Ellen moved up to Mt. Charleston with Frank, her soon to be ex-husband, and Jimmie, their only child at the beginning of the summer. She thought the change of scenery from Las Vegas, and its myriad of vices, might save her marriage. Simply put-- it was only wishful thinking. Her marriage was still a train wreck despite the change of scenery.
It was a cold September evening and Frank was sitting at home drunk and in ill spirits and, as usual, heaping abuse upon Jimmie about nothing in particular, when she arrived home from a long day at work.
Not in a mood to take his shit on this particular night, maybe thanks to the two glasses of wine she slurped down with her friend Marcy after work, things quickly escalated to the point where Frank slapped her across the face. She told him to leave or she would call the police.
His retort was direct. "Why don't you leave for the evening with your worthless son and I will be gone within a few hours. I just need some time to make some arrangements."
Frank was an asshole, but he did not want blood on his hands. He knew if one of them didn't leave the police probably would become involved in some sort of domestic abuse case and that was one headache he didn't need.
Ellen quickly accepted and headed off to grab her son. Jimmie was not in good spirits either as just that afternoon he had been dumped by his girlfriend, Katie. Now at the tender young age of eighteen his heart was broken into a million pieces for the first time. Foolishly, he thought they were going to get married and live happily ever after.
He quickly washed up, unhappy about the ill way his father treated his mother, as usual, but happy he would not be sitting in his room alone grousing over Katie.
It was beginning to rain lightly as he backed the car out of the driveway and they roared off into the night.
"Honey you came to my rescue. My knight in shining armor, spirting the queen out of the castle and away from the evil king," she told him with a giggle indicating she had been drinking.
"Yeah, well, you needed rescuing, Mom. I don't trust he is going to be out of there in a few hours so I am going to take you to the hotel. You can spend the night there."
The mist turned into a quiet rain as he slowly negotiated the winding road to the Mount Charleston Lodge about a fifteen minute trip roughly down the mountain.
Upon reaching the hotel Ellen decided she was not yet ready to retire for the evening, especially by herself when Jimmie told her, now that he was out and about, he was going to head into Las Vegas to track down some old friends of his.
"Honey can we drive around a bit before I check in and you head off to find your friends. I'm just not ready to sit alone in a hotel room as of yet."
"Really are you serious. I mean it's starting to rain harder and it's getting cold and you don't even have a jacket on."
"So the car has a heater so what's the big deal. Please can you just like take the scenic loop on Hwy. 157? It's so beautiful up there and it will give me time to think and clear my head."
He agreed, as he always did when his mom wanted something. Before heading out for their drive, they stopped at a small convenience store next to the hotel so she could get a Coke from the fountain machine to mix with the small bottle of Jack Daniels she discreetly grabbed on her way out of the house.
She took the bottle, not so much because she liked whiskey, but out of spite, knowing Frank would be pissed because she took it from his not so secret stash he thought was secret. But now, getting a bit tipsier seemed like not such a bad idea.
Armed each with a large Coke from the station's soda dispenser, they headed back out into the night. As he headed back up the mountain towards the scenic drive, feeling playful, she started to tease him.
"You could have at least let me change before we rushed out of there. You know how I hate wearing my work clothes."
"Why are you still dressed in them? It's about nine and you get out of work at what six?" She was a receptionist at a local animal hospital and today she was wearing a pretty crème colored blouse with a rather short navy blue skirt.
"I came in this morning a bit late so I stayed late and then after work I stopped and had a drink with Mandy after we finished up. Then your dad started in on me and we got to fighting so I never bothered to change. He was on me to get his damn dinner started as soon as I walked through the door . . . besides bitching about you, of course."
"No surprise there."
"I know," she sighed.
"I thought about suggesting you take the time to change but I sensed he was ready to blow. You know how he gets when he starts to turn red. I just thought it was best to follow his suggestion that you leave before things got messy."
He looked over at her liking the way the short skirt revealed a rather generous portion of her well-toned legs and added, "Besides I like your- ahh work uniform. You look real nice. Sexy even maybe."
"Oh just maybe. What a charmer you are, Son," she commented wryly even as she blushed from his observation.
Even though it was only a bit past nine, this was late by Mt. Charleston's standards so there was little traffic on the roads. The late hour, plus it being Tuesday, only added to the sense of isolation as they reached the scenic loop.
Adding to the feeling of isolation, Jimmie glumly noted how the rain was not stopping.
"Maybe we should turn back, Mom. The rain is really starting to pick up."
"I don't wanna go back and sit in my stupid hotel room. And beside I saw the forecast for tonight and it said the rain shouldn't last long."
"Fine," he said as he made a right turn onto the scenic loop.
Normally, he would have been thrilled at this alone time with his mother who he secretly adored. Secretly because Frank had been insanely jealous of his pretty Filipino wife even with his own son so he had been careful to hide his love for his mother.
She was all of 5" 1"and might have weighed roughly a hundred and seven pounds. She was both pretty and petite. Short and sweet. Despite her rough life with Frank she aged well. Her pretty face hardly showed barely any lines or wrinkles to mar its distinctive beauty and was framed by a lovely spill of coral black hair falling just to her shoulders with nary a hint of gray, despite being in her mid-forties.
But maybe most of all it was his mom's warm smile- one that she could turn on like a thousand watt bulb-- that charmed him the most. His mom's smile was inviting, magnetic, and alluring all at once while seeming to possess a beguiling bit of mischievous naughtiness to it when the mood struck her.
All in all, Jimmie thought his mother was a stunning beauty who was only growing finer with age. In the dark of night, alone in bed, he often wondered what she looked like - naked. Such thoughts brought him shame, along with a powerful erection.
Stealing a quick glance over at her, he spied the top three buttons of her pretty crème colored blouse were casually undone, allowing a generous portion of her rich olive dark skin to be revealed. Trying to keep his eyes focused on the road was growing difficult as between her unbuttoned blouse, and her short skirt there was plenty of alluring bare skin to look at sitting right next to him.
As they drove on in the dark rain they were a good ways into the scenic loop by now, maybe roughly three miles, Jimmie started to get a sense this night was somehow special. Maybe it was because they were both sharing the pain of a relationship gone badly or maybe it was because he just felt emotionally raw and in need of serious comfort, much as he suspected she was feeling.
A sudden unbidden thought popped into his head making him grip the steering wheel tighter. I wonder if she finds me attractive, in a manly sense, like I find her to be?
Scoffing at such a silly thought, his inner voice spoke up. No way does she find you attractive dude. He tended to agree with that inner voice as they seemed mismatched in every way: she was pretty, outgoing, easily smiled and was well liked by lots of people while he, on the other hand, was none of the above.
Instead, he thought of himself as plain in nearly every way. At 5' 10" and a hundred and sixty five pounds soaking wet, he was of average height and weight. He had a light smattering of freckles still on his wholly baby face which made him appear much younger than his actual age. This youngish looking pale baby face of his was accented by light brown hair, a non-descript nose and chin, average ears, average hazel eyes, average this, average that etc. etc. etc.
She was beautiful and I am plain and such is life he thought darkly to himself before she interrupted his thoughts.
It was almost as she had been reading his mind when she spoke. "Jimmie, just so you know, you are handsome and Katie is a fool for breaking up with you."
Jimmie was taken by surprise by his mom's comment. He knew he should not engage in any real conversation with her now, but instead should be giving his full attention to the road. But what she said piqued his interest to the point where he had to respond. "What do you mean by that?"
"It's so obvious honey, the hurt on your face tonight, she dumped you huh. I seen it coming months ago but I just didn't say anything."
"Really, how did you know? I mean really . . . how did you know I was dumped? I haven't told anyone."
"A mother bear always knows when her cub is in pain sweetie."
He glanced at her with awe. He had given her no hints . . . at least, not as far as he could tell but still she knew.
Jimmie looked at her, greedily sucking down her potent Jack and Coke and now understood something: she must be in real pain if she was drinking like this.
His simple sideways glance at his mother ended up sealing their fate though when his eyes lingered, first on her open blouse, and then on her bare thighs showed off so nicely by her semi- short skirt.
He tore his eyes off her body just in time to look back at the road where he saw a fairly sizable woodland creature, it might have been a kit fox or badger maybe, darting across the road in front of the car. Ellen screamed, "Look Out", as Jimmie instinctively swerved to avoid hitting the poor critter.
The car skidded out of control on the wet, slick pavement before it veered off the road. Jimmie fought to regain control but it was too late—the car plunged down a decent sized incline just barely squeezing between a large stand of evergreen trees and a large boulder.
As the car plowed its way through the underbrush while small tree branches lashed at the front windshield, Jimmie fought to slow the car down and get it back under control. The car finally thudded to a halt about forty feet off the road after smacking into a large stump. Thankfully, by the time the Cadillac hit the stump it had slowed down enough where both Jimmie and Ellen, although badly shaken, were not seriously hurt.
"Are you all right, Mom?" he asked shooting a worried look her way as he took a deep breath and turned off the engine.
"Yeah, but I am now wearing the majority of my rum and coke." She looked down, first at her blouse, where an obvious dark stain was already spreading, and then down at her dress skirt where another large stain was well underway.
"Important thing here is that we are both fine. Really, it could have been much worse," he said thankful she was not hurt.
He took a deep breath and twisted the key in the ignition after assuring her he was OK. The engine fired up right away.
"At least it still starts. Now let's see if maybe I can back it up slowly out of here."
"Doubtful," she told him as she dabbed at the wet stain on her blouse with some Kleenex she had stashed in the glove box.
"Well, I will at least try."
He tentatively eased the car into reverse while gradually depressing the gas pedal. The car started to creep backwards slowly before grinding to a halt as one of the rear tires slipped into a rut of some sorts.
"Shit," he exclaimed loudly before banging his hand on the steering wheel.
"Told you," she snapped at him before softening her voice. "Don't worry about it hon. In the best of conditions it would be hard to get us out of here but at night, in the rain, where you can't see where or what you are doing, forget it."
He opened the car door glancing back at the rear of the car. It had sunk lower into a large muddy trough of sorts.
"Yeah, we are not going back up that hill," he lamented with a grimace.
"Shoot, my phone is dead. I forgot to charge it today." Ellen told him only adding to the growing pile of bad news. "What about yours."
"I didn't bring it."
"Really, a teen without their phone?" Ellen asked.
"I just would have been checking it like every thirty seconds hoping for a message from . . . you know who . . . and it would have been just a distraction and pissed me off so I left it at home."
"Hmm . . . So what do we do? Walk." Ellen asked. She was starting to get nervous and maybe a little scared, especially as the rain, instead of slackening like the forecast had called for only seemed to be picking up in intensity.
"Mom we drove a good two or three miles after turning onto the scenic loop and then even when we get back to the regular highway it's pretty much deserted this time of night, especially midweek, and its gotta be a good, I don't know five, six mile hike back to the hotel. Do you really think you could manage that?"
"No, probably not but maybe someone would stop and help us."
"At night, in the pouring rain. Sounds like wishful thinking to me."
"Fine your right. But what then?"
"How about this. I will go back up to the road and maybe by a miracle someone saw us crash or saw evidence of the crash and stopped or maybe I will get lucky and another car will pass by and stop."
"Jimmie, no. It's dark here and I don't want to be left alone."
"Once I get to the road I will only stay long enough to find out if anyway saw us by some chance. Then I will be right back. Be gone twenty minutes at the most."
"Fine, I guess, but hurry please." She looked at him with big pleading eyes. His mother just looked so beautiful, so vulnerable at that very moment causing his arms ache to hold her.
"At least the rain slowed down some." After opening the car door he realized the rain slowing down theory was nothing but wishful thinking as if anything, it was coming down harder than ever.
"Just hurry baby please."
On impulse, he leaned back into the car, giving her a quick kiss fondly on her cheek before, again, acting totally on impulse, he expressed his deepest feelings toward her. "I promise and remember I love you more than anything, Mom."
As he started to pull back, she impetuously wrapped a hand around his neck pulling him back toward her. She gave him a kiss of her own now, firmly on the lips; one that literally set his world on fire.
The kiss, it didn't last long enough or maybe it lasted forever, either could be have been possible as time literally stopped when her warm lips, tasting of Jack and Coke, pressed against his.
They parted, but not before she gently caressed the side of his face. "Thanks for telling me that hon. I really needed to hear it and you know I love you too with all my heart and soul."
"Yeah, OK Mom, be right back," he told her as he slammed the car door shut. He wanted to say more, much more, but he needed to get up the hill to see about his miracle.
It was not an easy climb back to the road, in the dark, in the rain, and with a wild assortment of tree stumps, rocks- some insignificant, some quite significant - small stands of pine trees, and an assorted variety of scrub underbrush blocking his path.
Finally after he reached the road he found it to be utterly silent and deserted. Worse, there was no real evidence anything untold took place. No skid marks, no broken guard rail, there was no guard rail actually to break, no nothing indicating their car left the road and plunged down the slope of the hill.
He waited for about two or three minutes, peering first to the left, and then to the right hoping against hope to see the telltale flash of headlights. But there was nothing but rain and cold to be found here.
Dejectedly, he started back down the hill. He tried to follow best he could the trail of broken bushes and snapped tree branches, but halfway down worry began to set in maybe he lost his way in the dark as he zigged and zagged this way and that way to avoid the large boulders or stands of trees blocking his path.
When he didn't come across the car in enough time where he should have spotted it by now, a bit of panic started to set in, turning his careful plodding downhill into a reckless ill-advised jog.
In the meantime, back at the car, Ellen was busy. Just after Jimmie left, she hurried out of the car and popped the trunk open. She fortunately took some local residents advice when they first moved up on the mountain to always have an emergency kit packed in the car. Just in case.
Her emergency kit consisted of a first aid kit, flashlight, some bottles of water, a box of granola bars, and maybe most important, a pair of heavy blankets. After pulling everything out and arranging it between the front and back seat of the car as needed she started to have some pleasantly naughty thoughts about spending the night with her son, cuddled together in the back seat of the car under the blankets.
Ellen, even though she was not outside for long grabbing the stuff from the trunk, received a good soaking from the cold rain and was now feeling its full effects. Of course, it didn't help her blouse and skirt was already soaked from the ice filled Jack and Coke she had been sipping on so furiously right before the accident.
Feeling she had no choice, she started the car and cranked the heater on high, but much to her dismay she determined she couldn't run the heater as long as she would have liked as they were nearly out of gas. The needle was just hovering above empty.
After a good two or three minutes she turned off the car, and then about another five or so minutes later she started to seriously worry about Jimmie when he had not returned yet.
Spying the bottle of Jack on the floor of front seat she picked it up. "What the hell, it can't hurt," she whispered to herself as she poured a generous amount of Jack Daniels into Jimmie's cup still secured snugly in the cup holder. Fortunately, he too had wanted a coke from the store, and took a large swallow. The whiskey immediately worked its magic allowing her to relax.
Leaning back in the front seat of the car, she sipped on the whiskey filed drink, letting her mind wander. It wandered almost immediately to the impromptu kiss she just gave him on his lips. "Jesus, Ellen, you have not kissed him full on the lips since he was little," she announced out loud to the darkness of the car.
A little voice in her head responded by scolding her for that bold and audacious kiss. "So what!" She fired back at the voice. He deserved a kiss anyways, considering all we are both going through.



She could see the hurt on his face when she brought up Katie and intuitively knew, as only a mother would, her baby boy needed both love and comfort to ease his aching heart. And by God she would be there to give him plenty of both in untold abundance if need be.
The one thing she would not think about, although it was nagging at the back of her mind, was how their kiss made her feel. The simple fact was it took her breath away, while having the dual effect of causing her heart to race long after their lips parted.
She took another large sip of the Jack and Coke and once again cursed silently, wondering why he hadn't returned. Jimmie possessed a poor sense of direction, this she knew, so it was not hard to imagine him wandering around on the side of the hill lost in the dark.
Lost and afraid and wanting his mommy. Somehow the whole idea of Jimmie wanting his mommy gave her butterflies. She tried to ignore the feeling as she peered out the window in the darkness hoping to see him come into view.
Then it hit her. If he was wandering around in the dark searching for the car maybe this would help. Starting up the car, she flashed the lights several times, before leaning on the horn.
Lucky for Jimmie, although he veered off course, he was not so far off course where he couldn't both hear, and then see, the car's flashing lights some distance away to his right.
Relieved, he adjusted his course but not his speed. Instead of slowing down, he actually started to jog faster as the rain was really coming down now. He was tired, cold and frustrated and wanted nothing more than to get back to the warmth of the car and his mother.
His jog turned into a run. An ill-advised run as he recklessly, about ten yards from the car, tripped over a large rock, taking a nasty tumble to the rocky ground where he gashed his head on the side of a large boulder.
Cursing loudly, hoping his mother didn't see his prat fall, he picked himself up.
It proved to be a forlorn hope as his mother was, in fact, watching him approach the car before taking his tumble. She reacted by dashing out of the car and into the pouring rain. Slinking an arm around him, she helped her dazed son limp the last few yards back to the car.
A minute later, he was resting painfully in the back seat, stretched out on one of the blankets she placed across the spacious seat. She cranked up the car heater-- full blast-- in a vain attempt to ward off the chills from their rain soaked clothes.
Jimmie was in some serious pain as he tried to relax in the back seat while Ellen was in the front seat, tearing through the first aid kit looking for the bandages she apparently forgot to pack. She was worried about the blood trickling out of a ragged gash along the top of his forehead.
Before ordering him to lay down in the backseat she told him to strip out of his wet clothes since they were only serving to make him colder. He half followed her advice, taking off shirt and using it to dab at the cut on his forehead oozing blood.
While not finding the bandages, she was able to locate a bottle of aspirin. She shook two out in her hand and ordered him to wash them down with the coke which she-- without telling him-- added a generous amount of whiskey to. She hoped between the whiskey and the aspirin it would help deaden the pain to a manageable amount.
She was just about to climb in the backseat with him when he finally spoke up. "Hey Mom, you might think about turning off the car and saving the gas. It's probably only going to get colder as the night goes on you know."
"Yeah, I suppose you are right, hon," she replied in a bit of a daze herself as the reality began to set in they would, in fact, be spending the night here.
After taking a big swig of his drink to wash the two aspirin down, he nearly spit it out. "Jesus Mom!!" He snapped at her maybe more harshly than he meant. "You added the whiskey to my drink?"
Not at all concerned with his sharp tone, she only laughed. "Remember I spilled my drink all over myself when you crashed the car so I took the liberty of turning your drink into our drink and adding some of the whiskey to it."
"Yeah, but you could have, at least, warned me!"
"Now what fun would that have been," she answered while reaching out and ruffling his hair a bit.
Although the whiskey caused him to wince initially, he liked the warm, fuzzy feeling it was now giving him so he took another large swallow of his drink before handing it back to her.
"Just holler if you start to get cold," she told him after turning off the car. "Maybe when can just turn the car on and off for a bit during the night to stay warm."
"Mom, don't worry about me being cold. I can handle it. You are the one I'm worried about. I mean, look at you, you are shaking like a leaf. Forget me and wrap yourself up in one of the blankets."
"Not a chance am I going to forget about you. We have to get that cut on your forehead to stop bleeding and then apply some ointment to it. Now hush up and let me take a look at it."
Jimmie, playing the role of concerned son to the hilt, wouldn't hush up though despite her admonishing him to do so. "But Mom you are freezing for God's sake. Your clothes are soaked, first from the drink and then from the rain."
"Well I had to get the stuff out of the trunk, hon." Feeling playful she then added, "You know before going back out into the rain to come to your rescue."
Deciding to ignore her playful comment he snapped back, "You're not fine. I know how you easily get cold."
"Ok fine, yes I am freezing especially since we turned the heat off."
"So turn it back on."
"Honey you just told me to turn it off. Remember, not much gas left and we will be here all night. Better conserve what we got. The night will only get darker and colder I'm sure."
"Fine, but I am going to wrap you up in this blanket first and then you can-" He actually started to raise up, intending on wrapping a blanket around her, by force if necessary, if she wouldn't listen to reason, but she cut him off sharply, "Jimmie, wrapping me up in the stupid blanket when my clothes, especially my blouse, is soaked won't help that much."
Jimmie hesitated, not sure if he should make the suggestion but in the end he supposed the whiskey infused Coke gave him the reckless courage to make it.
"So take your stupid wet clothes off just like you told me to take my wet clothes off."
Ellen, while she secretly loved how he was being brave enough to make such a bold suggestion, decided for the moment to ignore it. Instead, she flipped the overhead dome light on bathing the interior of the car in a faint light while wondering if he would continue to press for her to remove her clothes.
She positioned herself on the edge of the seat next to him before taking the white button up shirt out of his hand he was using as a makeshift bandage.
Looking at it, it was covered in dirt stains, she snapped at him. "What are you using this filthy thing for as a bandage. Are you trying to get your wound infected, Son."
"Well you could not find one and I was bleeding. But forget that, Mom did you hear what I just said?"
"Yes," she answered simply. She gave him a sly little grin before she added, "You desperately want your mother to take her clothes off, but, of course, why should I take your advice when you have not followed mine as I see your pants are still on."
"I took off my shirt and shoes off. That was enough I thought."
"It's a start, but your pants are a muddy mess and they are wet too. And look, they are messing up the clean blanket, but more important, how can you get really warm when your still have your wet pants on, Jimmie?"
"So I have to take my pants off too?" he replied diffidently.
"Yes of course," she barked back at him in a voice strained with exasperation. "Jimmie, this is no time for modesty. Remember I am your mother so there is no need for this shy act around me, Son. Besides I will put the blanket back over you so you have nothing to worry about."
"Then you first, Mom. Like you said it's no time for modesty. You are shivering and need to get out of your wet clothes too."
"Honey, I have never felt modest around you. That is not the problem. It's something else."
"What then?"
"I'm just afraid of your reaction of what I have on under my blouse and skirt."
"What . . . Hmm let me guess, underwear, a bra and a pair of panties to be specific, would be my guess. Not exactly shocking, Mom." He looked at her before adding sarcastically. "How shall I ever recover from the sight of that!?"
"Honey stop . . . I am being serious. You are right. I am wearing a bra and panties, of course, but not my usual style I guess you would say. I am afraid of what you might think."
"All I am thinking is you are freezing and if you want to get warm you are going to have to strip out of those wet clothes just exactly as you told me."
She dabbed at the gash on his forehead making it a point to ignore what he just said, again curious to see if he would push the issue. "I need something clean to get the dirt away from this gash on your forehead."
"That pretty blouse of yours is clean, Mother."
"Yeah, I suppose it is," she sighed. "I guess you are right. Maybe I should strip off my blouse and use it to help clean you up a bit and if I am going to take off my blouse I might as well remove my skirt too huh?"
The mischievous look on her face make him wonder if she was wholly serious but when she started to unbutton her blouse—he had his answer.
After undoing just a single button though, Ellen started to lose her courage as her innate shyness was asserting itself. Hoping she had the cure, Ellen reached out, snatching the whiskey filled drink, she took a large slug of it.
It worked as the larger than normal drink she just took left her feeling both bold and reckless.
"I can close my eyes if you want." Jimmie offered tentatively as he watched her begin to undo her blouse again with a greater sense of expectation than he should have been feeling.
"Oh don't be silly honey. Just try not to be too grossed out when you see the new bra your mom is wearing under her blouse," she told him in a flirtatious voice.
She was unbuttoning her blouse deliberately slow; conscious of her son's eyes on her chest. The fact he was watching her made the whole act seem almost surreal. She imagined she should feel some sense of shyness, but instead she felt only hope. Hope her son will like the new colorful bra she was wearing.
Just so as to not let her shyness get in the way of things again, she once more grabbed the plastic cup with it potent mix of whiskey and coke and took another large gulp, followed by a second one. The buzz was instant. Incredible. She felt sexy. Invincible even, as he continued to watch her.
Ellen's new colorful bra was the direct result of her best friend Mandy's persistent badgering. Mandy teased Ellen that white was not the only color bra available in her size. Nor was it a sin to wear bras and panties actually all prettied up with lace and ribbons and whatnot.
After months of resistance, Ellen finally took the advice to heart and today, as fate would have it, for the first time, was wearing something a bit more sexy and daring than normal.
As she leisurely continued to unbutton her blouse she thanked God for the copious amount of whiskey she consumed. Being drunk made it much easier than she could have imagined to strip off her blouse in front of her eighteen year old son.
The whiskey was also taking its toll on Jimmie, who did not consume much alcohol as a rule. The two large swallows of the whiskey filled Coke went straight to his head, giving him an instant buzz. If he had been sober, more than likely, he would have made it a point to turn away as she took off her blouse, but he was not sober and he was not turning away.
He marveled yet again at the pure sexiness of his mom. He remembered how he earlier stared at those nice legs of hers so aptly on display beneath the short dark skirt. Now watching her so take off her blouse made staring at her legs earlier seem almost innocent.
"Honey are you sure seeing your mother in her bra and panties won't be like . . ." She paused in unbuttoning her blouse about halfway down, "I don't know maybe be totally gross for you?"
He answered slowly, choosing his bold words carefully. "Mom you are a beautiful woman who should be more concerned about the anticipation your young son is feeling in waiting to see you remove your blouse and reveal this new bra of yours. Doesn't that maybe creep you out . . . my curiosity in seeing what your new bra looks like?"
"Actually the truth is . . . it does wonders for my self-esteem honey."
He said nothing in response but continued to stare as she looked down at her blouse concentrating on undoing the large buttons. Jimmie suspected his mother was undoing her blouse slowly, very much on purpose, if for no other reason than to create suspense.
Her blouse, unbuttoned all the way, but still in place enough to cover the much talked about new bra, left him feeling anxious and curious.
Instead of making a move to take it off, she only leaned over toward him and peered at the gash in his forehead. "Hmm it appears to have almost stopped bleeding. Now we just need to get it cleaned out."
He caught the briefest glimpse of something colorful underneath the blouse increasing his anticipation. "Mom don't worry about my damn cut now. You are still shivering so you had bett-"
"I know, I know, finish taking off my wet blouse," she interrupted him with a playful smile.
She paused, letting the drama build before she got down to it and leisurely began to strip off her blouse. She sighed audibly thinking of how very wonderful it was her young son was so anxious to see his mother strip off her blouse.
He tried, at first anyways, to look away. Tried to urgently maintain some kind of innocence between them but, in the end, his curiosity was simply too much. His eyes shifted over to her just as she peeled back her blouse revealing a beautiful turquoise colored bra with black trimming running alongside the tops of her bra cups.
His eyes drank in every lovely detail of his mom's beautiful new bra noting how the black trim ended in the middle of the soft valley between her tits intertwining itself into a lovely little black ribbon.
Ellen smiled inwardly as she noticed the eager way he was staring at her chest, filling her heart with a tawdry confidence in her own innate sex appeal. But still it would be nice to hear him say aloud something nice about how her new bra looked on her.
Throwing caution to the wind, Ellen went fishing for a compliment or two. Looking at him evenly, she whispered in a cool voice, "Well I guess the eager way you keep staring at your mother's chest must mean your mom's new bra doesn't look half bad on her huh?"
Jimmie understood, with his mother well on her way to being intoxicated, meaning she would be highly emotional and sensitive, he needed to say something nice in response.
Measuring his words carefully, he told her, "I hope you don't mind me staring Mom because, honestly, your bra looks really, really pretty on you and I guess that is why I was staring."
"Ahh sweetheart you really mean that?"
"Yes, seriously I do, Mom."
"I was so worried you would think I looked gross in it or something,"she replied positively beaming from her son's praise.
Now, before she could lose her nerve, she pushed forward with a bold and reckless plan beginning to take shape in her mind.
She wadded her blouse into a loose ball, using it to dab a trickle of blood off his forehead. He winced at the pain of her blouse hitting his raw cuts.
"Sorry honey. Here you do it. Hold it in place as it is still bleeding just a little while I get out of this wet skirt."
She slid off of the edge of the car seat from where she was sitting next to him. Using the back side of the front seat for balance, Ellen managed to wriggle out of her skirt - as her son watched with rapt attention at the unveiling of his mom's delicious ass. This time, knowing it was hopeless to do anything but stare, he didn't even bother with the pretext of trying to look away.
He very much admired the pair of pretty lace black panties his mom was wearing, especially as she leaned forward over into the front seat placing her skirt there, allowing his eyes to zoom in on her delectable derrière like a pair of twin laser beams.
He felt his cock growing hard in his jeans as he eyes maintained a bead on his mother's well shaped rear end. He gripped the blanket, thankful for its protective covering, tighter around his lower body in an attempt to cover his growing hardness.
Finally, after taking what seemed to be forever arranging her skirt in the front seat, she turned back to him and asked, "Is it nice?"
"What . . . is what nice Mom?" he answered feigning innocence. Did she know how intently he had been staring at her ass when her back was turned to him?
"Why your mom's ass, of course, sweetheart. You were . . . ogling it . . . the whole time I was putting my skirt in the front seat, were you not?"
"Mom I was not . . ." His denial died on his lips as she smiled, and then tapped the rear view mirror before whispering a single word- "Busted."
Of course, she saw him looking in the rear view mirror. How stupid of him! He turned a bright red embarrassed by this sudden turn of events against him.
"Oh, look he is blushing. How cute", she said with an unconcerned laugh.
The fact she seemed wholly unconcerned about him checking her ass out left him feeling a bit out of sorts—but in a good way. Jimmie said nothing in his defense, but instead tried to change the subject.
"I think it has stopped bleeding," he told her as he pulled her blouse away from his forehead.
"Let me see." Leaning in toward him, she closely examined the cut on his forehead. "I think you're right. It has stopped so let me get the ointment and clean this thing up a bit."
She grabbed the ointment out of the first aid kit and settled herself back down next to him making no attempt to hide her half naked body. "Now baby this is going to sting a bit. That cut is deep and nasty but we gotta get it cleaned out."
He nodded his head slowly distracted by her pretty bra and ultra-sexy panties.
"Here, straight from the bottle. It will help dull the pain, sweetie." She handed him the bottle of whiskey obviously expecting him to take a big drink of it. Not wanting to disappoint her, he grabbed the bottle and took a large swig of the potent whiskey.
He winced as the whiskey burned its way down his throat, before resting his head back against the seat ready for his mother to give him what he hoped was a whole lot of TLC.
What happened next was like a bit of heaven and hell for him. Hell because the pain was quite excruciating as his mother dabbed at the raw gash on his forehead. Heaven because while she tended to the wound she leaned over him, so very close, allowing him an up close and personal view of her lovely bra.
Finally, she was finished. Looking at him, she smiled. "You were brave, barely saying a word, hon."
"The whiskey did the trick I guess. It . . . you know, dulled my senses, Mom."
"Well, I hope you can feel this." She was acting strictly on drunken impulse now as she leaned in and gave him a nice kiss on the lips.
"What was that for?" he asked while he squirmed in the seat. Between the kiss and seeing her racy bra up close and personal, his cock was not exactly in a "relaxed" state of mind.
"For being so concerned about your mother that you were rushing back to the car and hurt yourself."
"Clumsy."
"No not clumsy . . . concerned. Then again you have always been concerned about my well-being haven't you?"



"Yes," he answered quietly liking where this was maybe heading.
"Just as I am about yours. Now that we got that nasty cut taken care of let's get you out of those wet pants and tucked under the blanket nice and warm."
Not bothering with waiting for him to answer, she reached down, pulling away the protective blanket and brazenly unbuckled his belt. After making quick work of the belt, she immediately unzipped his jeans.
Jimmie tried to protest but she hushed him up quickly, "It is only fair James. After all, I am out of my wet clothes and in my underwear. Now you should be too."
He understood just how serious she was when she called him by his formal birth name. As she slowly pulled down his jeans, Ellen told herself she would not look. No way. No how.
She looked, albeit it was only a quick glance, or two, slyly, out of the corner of her eye. What she spied made her pulse quicken as her young son obviously was more than a little excited down there with the large bulge under his simple white cotton briefs.
As she pulled his pants down, she took a second longer look while pretending to be having a difficult time getting his pants off from around his ankles while she kept taking furtive glances at his crotch. Most assuredly, he was hard. The very idea of this sent her heart trip hammering inside her chest.
The business of cleaning up his wounds finished, they found themselves cuddled together, both under their own blankets, in opposite corners of the backseat.
"So now that we are all alone and have a whole night to kill I wanna know why little Ms. Katie thought it was alright to break my baby's heart?"
"Mom stop being so dramatic. She dumped me that is all."
"I am drunk and when I am drunk I'm dramatic son. Get used to it. I can tell it's something bad as I sense a great sadness in your heart. Talk to me."
He tried to change the subject, but she was like a bulldog and simply would not let it go. She wanted to hear what was bothering him and that was final. Finally, he decided to break down and tell her a little bit of what happened.
"We were at a party the other night. Over at Johnny's house, his mom and dad were gone for the evening and there was like me and Katie and a couple other guys there with their girlfriends."
He paused while she added more Jack Daniels to the drink they were sharing. His eyes darted to her chest as the blanket had slipped down while she was adding more whiskey to their drink just enough to reveal her pretty bra to his hungry eyes.
"I am listening," she told him before she handed him the large fountain drink now almost half filled with whiskey.
His eyes were glued to his mother's pretty bra once she settled back down back next to him as, amazingly enough, she hadn't bothered to pull the blanket back up far enough to cover her chest.
He wondered if she was doing all this showing off on purpose or was it an accidental result of being drunk. Deciding it was best not to dwell on such matters he continued with his story.
"Anyway, we were downstairs just hanging out playing pool, listening to the stereo and then the lights got turned down."
"I am assuming the lights got turned down so you all could maybe start making out and messing around a bit huh. And I can imagine you were very much for this as that Katie is a pretty girl."
"I was but me and Katie, well, we had only been going out for a little bit and I . . . ahh . . ."
"You two had never really kissed before huh and now you would have to do it with other people around. I understand."
"Yeah, I guess that is it," he said nervously as he fiddled with the blanket.
"And maybe, since Katie is older and, I am guessing here, more experienced in such things that made it worse."
He sighed heavily, before he answered with a heartfelt, "Jeez I am such a wimp and how the hell do you know all this so perfectly?"
"Because I know you perfectly son and I guess you have never really made out with a girl before huh?"
"No, not really. You know I have always been kind of shy around girls."
"Yes, one of your many enduring traits hon."
"Yeah sure more like a curse if you ask me," he remarked while noticing his mom had pulled the blanket back up enough to cover her bra
There was a long moment of silence as they both sipped on their whiskey powered cokes.
Breaking the silence he told her quietly, "There is more to it."
"So tell me. It will help I promise." She gave him such a warm and understanding look before he could even think of stopping he was making a complete confession to her.
He admitted how he gave it his best effort in making out with Katie, but his lack of experience made him nervous and unsure of himself. Bottom line—Katie was less than impressed.
On the way home things got worse as his friends were all bragging about how they scored with their girls, leaving Jimmy more than a little dejected considering he never even got the chance to feel up Katie before she complained about having a "headache", thus putting an end to their less than stellar make session.
The next day at school Katie broke up with him. Period. Exclamation point. Done deal. He was sure it was because his poor performance from the night before.
"So now what, Son?" Reaching out she smoothed a tangle of hair from his eyes before dropping her voice to a quiet whisper. "I guess you feel like you are somehow less of a man because your friends were all allegedly 'getting some' while things fizzled out between you and Katie . . . thanks to both your shyness and inexperience."
"Yeah that pretty much sums it up Mom, I am a failure with girls."
"You are not a failure son, just ahhh . . . inexperienced and naive is all. Katie was your first real girlfriend right?" Ellen looked at her son with a most mischievous smile before she added faintly, "Other than me of course."
She moved a bit closer after flashing a pretty smile to him while letting the blanket slide down her chest revealing once again her alluring bra to his avid eyes.
"Yes, Mom she is . . . I mean was . . . now stop teasing me about you being my girlfriend please."
He tried not to stare too hard at his mom's chest while a sudden unbidden thought came uninvited into his mind: thinking of my mom as my girlfriend is kind of hot.
The thought was immediately followed by a hot flash of guilt for having such a thought in the first place. Turning away from her, and the sight of her pretty bra, he stared out the car window into the darkness.
"I am not teasing, honey. Not really. I mean don't you remember how you used to think I was your girlfriend when you were little. God, you were so jealous of me."
"Yeah well, I ain't little anymore."
"Maybe it's not that, maybe it's just your mom is not girlfriend worthy anymore as she is now old and washed up."
"You ain't old." Jimmie snapped without turning around as he continued to stare glumly out the window.
"I'm forty four," Ellen said simply. Sadly.
"So? You still look great," he half mumbled while still staring morosely out the window into the darkness.
She sensed his sadness as any good mother would have so she moved closer to him. Her heart was set on providing him comfort in his time of need. Emotional comfort for sure. Physical comfort—if necessary.
"Yeah right. I look so great and that is why you would rather stare out the damn window than look at me."
Her biting words were enough to make him glance quickly over at her. He observed, with surprised delight, how his mother was making absolutely no attempt to hide the upper half of her body under the blanket.
He turned away to gaze out the window again and then remembered how doing so would only further upset her. Twisting his face back around, he found her smiling softly at him. It was a smile which totally disarmed him.
Reaching out, she took one of his hands in hers. "So my guess is while you guys were kissing she put her tongue in your mouth and you did not respond well because you were inexperienced with that sort of kissing. Maybe the sad truth was you simply did not know how to respond."
"Mom!!" he snapped before turning away from her to once more stare glumly out the window.
"Shhh let me finish. Maybe we can both help each other out. Right now my self-esteem is suffering greatly as my son finds a few stupid rocks and trees outside the window better to stare at than his half-dressed mother that he claims to find so beautiful."
Without turning around, he tried to defend himself. "Mom I do-"
"Let me finish," she interrupted him gravely. There was a brief moment of silence as Ellen composed her thoughts.
"Listen baby, I know you are in pain from what happened. Let me take your pain away and at the same time maybe you can warm me up in the process. Take a look at me hon, can't you see how cold I am."
He stared at the goose bumps that were forming up and down her bare arms, but more importantly he noted something else—the way she was seemingly inviting him to stare at her half naked body.
"Jesus Mom put the blanket back around you . . . I mean aren't you cold?" He was making a real effort not to stare at her tits-- but it was a losing battle.
Despite his protest, Ellen made no attempt to hide herself under the blanket. Quite to the contrary, she left her blanket bundled up around her waist.
"I have a confession to make about being cold and it's even with the blanket wrapped around me it does not warm me up as much as when I notice you staring at your mom's chest honey. I . . . well that just sets my heart racing and warms me up so much."
There was a moment of silence between them while the raw sexual tension rose to an almost unbearable level before she leaned forward, whispering pleasantly in his ear, "I have a suggestion that will both take away your pain while warming me up in the process. Do you want to hear it?"
He nodded his head yes while shrugging his shoulders uncertainly. His timid uncertainty was a reaction she was prepared to deal with. Using both hands, Ellen turned his face toward her, using a firm touch to keep it there in place.
"Better if I just show you maybe," she whispered to him.
Slipping under his blanket, she nestled up close to him, not waiting or needing a reply from him as she brought her mouth up close to his ear. Whispering tenderly she told him, "It's a known fact that when someone is kissed by someone they really, really love it raises their body temperature and since I really, really do love you Jimmie maybe you should try and give me a whole bunch of kisses until I'm all warmed up."
"Really Mom you want me to kiss you?"
"If I have to ask twice I am going to be hurt sweetheart and since your heart needs mending from what that bitch Katie did to you I should be allowed to kiss you back. You know only a mother's kisses, soft and sweet, warm and loving, can truly heal a baby's broken heart."
Jimmy said nothing in response, he didn't know what to say, so, instead, he wrapped an arm around her and gave her two affectionate light kisses on each of her cheeks in turn before shyly pulling back.
"Honey if you are going to start a fire inside of me you need to do better than that. Your kisses need to be . . ." She patiently brought one finger up to her lips and whispered a single word, setting his heart on fire, "Here."
He sighed heavily, basking in the warmth of his mother's intense beauty so near to him. Her face was so close, her lips so near, he found it impossible to stop what happened next.
Their lips came together; slowly, patiently she shared a good half dozen kisses- soft and sweet at first- honeyed, delicate kisses breaking off almost as soon as they started, only to start up again.
Their soft kisses, so full of caring, kindhearted affection were shared in an intense isolated silence serving only to augment the already enflamed atmosphere.
The rain, for the moment, had stopped falling in this pristine alpine forest prison where they found themselves trapped by their desperate, fiery adulation for one another. Their soothing, tender kisses soon give away to a series of deeper, more meaningful kisses.
Ellen remained in charge, not letting her timid eighteen year old son back away from her. She kissed him over and over again with each kiss more aggressive, and more affectionate, than the prior.
Finally, she drew her mouth away. "Honey you are not such a bad kisser. You just need practice."
"Really?"
"Really, in fact I think you should let me show you how women really like to be kissed. Follow my lead sweetheart and then you take over."
Her hands glided up to his face, bringing it in closer as their lips came together softly. This time when they kissed there was no pretense of innocence.
She let her tongue slip out; slowly, carefully she swirled it around in his mouth. She felt him tense up momentarily before relaxing and allowing her tongue to weave its magic spell over him.
After a few seconds of this delightful spell, she broke it off when she pulled back. "Now let's try that again . . . but this time don't tense up sweetie. Instead, relax and enjoy my tongue in your mouth and then it's your turn. Kiss me back like that letting your tongue loose to do some exploring."
Their lips crashed together once more as Jimmie--eager to do exactly as his mother wanted—did not tense up at all when he felt his mom's tongue glide artfully into his willing mouth.
As soon as she withdrew it, he tentatively slipped his tongue out to return the favor, finding her mouth to be warm and inviting. He also found his cock to be growing hard as they continued their little kissing 101 session.
The tension inside the backseat of the car became neigh unbearable as his restless hands skated all over her exposed tummy while she traced miniature circles with her fingernails on his bare chest.
Both of their hands wanted more while desiring to go in opposite directions. Ellen hands desired nothing more than to dip downwards and explore that large bulge of his she spied earlier, while his hands wanted to float north to reconnoiter the gentle rise of her breasts. To fondle her breasts, to feel the silkily smoothness of her pretty turquoise bra covering them would indeed be a dream come true.
But dreams would have to wait as, for the moment anyways, while both of them practiced restraint, keeping their hands in a holding pattern.
They spent the next few minutes with Jimmy eagerly honing his kissing skills under the skilled guidance of his learned mother as their tongues energetically slipped in and out of each other's mouths over and over again.
Finally, after an inordinate amount of time, she pulled back, breathless. "You are a fast learner sweetheart," she whispered while, much to his chagrin, pulling the blanket up to cover her desirable chest.
"I c-can't believe we are kissing like that. I mean -"
Ellen promptly interrupted him, not wanting to travel the path of "what is right and what is wrong".
"Sweetheart don't dare say it's wrong. I bet the whole time we were kissing you didn't think of Katie . . . not once I imagine. Am I right?"
He nodded his head in agreement. Katie, indeed, was nowhere near his thoughts for the first time since she dumped him.
"And your kisses made me forget about the coldness in the car, but more important the coldness in my life. Your father, well, he never really ever made me feel very desirable Jimmie and you just don't know how important that is to a woman, especially as she gets older."
"Mom you are desirable!!" he blurted out.
She leaned back slightly from him, letting the blanket drop away from her upper body. "Desirable enough where you may want to try and get to second base with your mommy when we start kissing again."
Jimmie, at first anyways, was thunderstruck at his mom's suggestion, but then made a quick decision she was simply teasing him. Probably. Deciding it might be best to ignore her teasing comment about trying to get to second base with her, he instead only addressed her comment about them kissing again.
"What, so you want to kiss some more?" he asked tentatively.
"Don't you?"
"Yes."
"Kiss me and since you missed out on feeling up Katie, well, I was thinking why not take a chance . . . and try to feel up your mother."
"Mom!!" Damnit stop teasing me. It ain't funny," he barked at her.
Ellen looked at her son seriously. "Mom is not teasing baby. Those demons will bother you for some time unless you exorcise them tonight, here and now, with me. You know maybe it was not all your fault. Maybe Ms. Katie was simply not aggressive enough with you. Not a problem I will have."
Jimmie said nothing while continuing to stare fixedly at her chest—while his cock became stiffer than it had ever been in his young life.
Ellen, the whiskey making her feel so carefree and flirtatious, figured, what the hell, let's see just how far I can tease him before he snaps.
"Well you were desperate earlier to get your mom's blouse off of her so I can't imagine you . . ." Tilting her head at him seductively, she thrust her chest out a bit, hoping he would take the bait as she finished up with her teasing comment. "Not wanting to feel me up a bit."
"Mom, it was your idea to take your blouse off," he retorted going on the defensive while conveniently forgetting how actually it had been his idea she take her blouse off.
"Yeah, that is not the way I remember it, but regardless, ever since I've had it off I have noticed the shy little subtle glances you have been casting towards my chest, which only leads me to believe you were not lying when you told me earlier how pretty, real pretty that is, your mother's new bra looked on her."
"I wasn't lying, it is pretty, Mom."
Deciding it was time to go for broke, she gazed at him, staring deep into his warm hazel eyes, "So aren't you just a little curious to find out if your mother's new bra feels as good as it looks."
She was glad when he didn't answer, but instead just sat there, fidgeting nervously. She liked the feeling of being in control and calling the shots. Reaching out, she stroked the side of his face before taking his hands in hers. .
She carefully guided them off his lap and back onto the smooth plain of her bare tummy.
"I am curious a-about that but . . . w-would you really let me do that, Mommy?"
He called her "Mommy" by accident-- it just sort of slipped out—but it took them both back to a time when he was young and she was the all-powerful queen and ruler of his world and he always called her "Mommy" with such sweet reverence.
That simple word, and its meaning, was not lost on Ellen. She jumped on it, meaning to use it for all it's worth. She sensed he too was under the same lecherous spell which made her lust for the forbidden things in this world—like being sexually romantic with one's own son.
Ellen, wanting to capitalize on that simple word, while introducing the theme she hoped it would produce between them, a theme of purity, innocence and love that existed between a mother and her son, could only hope he was on the same wave length. She especially hoped the underlying theme of love and innocence would appeal to her heart-broken son.
"Of course baby. But only if you tell me the truth . . ." She paused before beginning to guide his hands upwards before introducing this new theme. "Is Mommy the first?"
"The first?"
"Will my breasts be the first you ever touched, the first you will ever have a chance to fully explore? Honestly, it would just melt my heart sweetheart knowing that your mom's tits will be the first those sweet, virgin hands of yours have ever fondled."
He was beginning to suspect he opened some exciting new door when he called her "Mommy", by accident, just a moment ago. It looked as though she relished thinking of him as her adorable baby boy.



This could work to my advantage, Jimmie thought as he lowered the tone of his voice while trying to make it sound as sweet and innocent as possible.
"Y-yes they would be Mom-Mommy. I have never touched a girl's breasts before."
She steered his hands up to a few inches below the gentle rise of her tits before stopping. She said nothing for a long moment, letting the unbearable sexual tension—that had been gradually rising all night between them-- rise to nearly unbearable levels.
"Really . . . Wow. I am going to feel so special then, honey."
"Well, you should feel special coz you are special, Mommy." Jimmie again swallowed hard; his self-effacing nervousness was offset by the growing hardness inside his briefs.
"You have been thinking what it might be like to touch them all night huh sweetie. Tell Mommy you have been, please sweetie." Her voice was so pleading, so soft and sugary, so desperate even to the point where he found it utterly heart-warming.
Just as he heard the impatient imploring in his mother's voice it dawned on him what maybe she was doing. By referring to herself as "Mommy" and him as "baby" or "sweetie" she was trying to maintain a semblance of innocence between them. Probably so she won't feel so guilty about what was happening.
If he didn't understand the game she was playing fully before, he certainly understood it now. He decided it would very much be to his benefit to "play along" with the innocent scene she was striving to create between them.
"Mommy I . . . yes, I mean . . . I h-have been dreaming of playing with your boobies for so long." His hands crept slowly upward toward them before shyly pausing.
"Oh really," Ellen answered with a bemused little smile on her face.
"So that means you are going to be a brave and see if Mommy's bra feels as nice as it looks?"
"Oh, can I please, Mommy?" He gazed tenderly into her face, trying to appear as adorable as possible, now that he was sure this was what she wanted.
"Of course, sweetheart you know Mommy never, ever can deny her adorable little boy anything he wants." She quickly decided while the sweet and innocent theme was nice, he needed a reminder, every now and then anyways, that he was a grown man so she looked at him seriously whispering, "Of course my little boy is . . ."
She carefully pulled back the blanket covering the lower half of his body. Her breath caught in her throat as her son was sporting an extremely large bulge under his white briefs. It was quite large enough, in fact, where it literally took her breath away.
"Not so little anymore, but big and strong and quite hard it appears," she whispered in a voice hoarse with desire as she stared pointedly at his crotch.
Jimmie's hands, emboldened by this glowing compliment, moved unflinchingly upwards towards the mild ascent of her petite boobs so enticingly clad under that tantalizing turquoise bra of hers.
He began to explore them slowly, carefully through the maddening plush material of her bra.
"Oh, that's it, baby," she murmured as she leaned her head back against the seat. "Does mommy's bra feel nice?"
"Y-yes, Mommy," he panted, barely able to believe this fantastic fantasy was actually happening.
Jimmy continued to rub his hands all over her bra, experiencing the feel of her heavenly boobs underneath to his heart's contents. Finally, Ellen let out a mild sigh as she pulled him into her arms where they exchanged a trio of slow and easy kisses that soon turned into several, long hot sizzling kisses, making their earlier make out session seem innocent in comparison.
Sometime during this kissing session, much to her delight, she noticed how he was becoming a bit braver as she felt his hands beginning to explore her tits once more. Breaking the kiss off, she sensed it was time to advance their game to the next level.
Swinging one leg over him, she positioned herself where she was straddling him. He required no prompting this time as he eagerly used both hands to attack her breasts with untamed vigor.
She let him play with her boobies for a bit before she whispered sweetly, "Do you wanna see your Mommy's boobies, hon?"
"Y-yes." His voice came out in a hoarse whisper full of a terrible craving to finally see his mom's bare breasts.
"Will mine be the first you have ever seen, other than in a movie or pictures of course."
"Yes," he answered truthfully, his voice barely rising above a whisper.
She looked at him with a sly smile as she leaned closer. "Go ahead then and unhook your Mommy's bra sweetheart."
His hands moved around to her back while his heart trip-hammered inside his chest as his fingers commenced a fumbling, bumbling attack upon the intricate hook and eye closure. He tried to undo it, but the elaborate hooks befuddled his novice fingers.
Ellen, sensing her son's growing frustration, came to his rescue. "Here . . . sit back and let Mommy do it, baby," she whispered using one hand to push him back against the seat.
His hands fell away as his poor heart continued to pound away inside his chest. He found it fantastic the very first bare boobs he would ever be witness to would be his mother's.
He watched with rapt attention as she reached back and undid her bra with little effort before letting it slip down tantalizing slow off of her breasts, revealing inch by inch the heaven underneath.
She tilted her head to one side, and in a honeyed maternal voice sighed, "Do you like them, sweetheart."
"Oh, God yes, Mommy they are so . . ." His voice caught in his throat momentarily before he could finish. "Beautiful."
She took his hands up and guided them to her breasts. "I'm so glad you like them, sweetie. Now that Mommy's bra is not in the way you can really play with them huh, baby?"
His hands provided the answer as they eagerly fondled her breasts. Like a novice explorer in a new land sampling forbidden treasures, he took his time investigating every inch of her luscious little boobs. He especially enjoyed how when he flickered his fingers over her fully erect nipples she would let out a subdued moan so he decided to concentrate his efforts there.
First, he let his hands and fingers lightly brush over the entire surface area of her breasts before tracing lines and patterns near her nipples, coming ever so close before backing away. Finally, hoping he teased her enough already he slowly scraped his fingernails over her stiff nipples, sending shock waves of pleasure throughout her body.
He was delighted-- much like a baby playing with a new toy would be-- to witness this amazing new thing of how her nipples snapped to attention whenever he flickered his fingers lightly across them.
Jimmie boldly explored his mom's nipples to his heart's content, this time using his thumbs to brush her rigid nipples back and forth several times. This elicited a quiet moan from her. By the third time of him doing this she was squirming in his lap and losing control.
Opening her eyes, she raised her head up and grabbed his hands. Surprised, he wondered if he did something wrong.
"You have been teasing Mommy for too long," she hissed at him in a voice full of husky desire. "Jesus, you need to give me more!" she hissed at him. "I want, I need you to suck on them . . . . Now!"
She placed one hand behind his head, guiding his face to her tits. His lips were mere inches away from her nipples. He was so close he could see every contour of her beautiful little breasts topped by her ripe nipples.
Instead of diving right in, he paused to lick his lips in anticipation of doing the unthinkable. This caused the impatient Ellen to plead with him.
"Come on, love. Please suck on Mommy's tits. Please, baby. I want you to sooo, sooo bad," she implored him. Her voice was deep and throaty with raw untamed longing.
Jimmy, inexperienced as he may have been, possessed an innate sense of just what to do to turn his mother on. He began by kissing every inch of her tits slowly. His lips moved cautiously, not wanting to miss even one inch of her delicate little breasts which only served to drive Ellen crazy with a carnal lust bordering on insanity.
His lips, lingering everywhere while staying nowhere all at once, moved this way and that across her breasts in a haphazard pattern of soft kisses and tender nibbles.
Taking his sweet time, he showered the entirely of her breasts with tender loving kisses and deliciously tantalizing flicks of his tongue while being sure to avoid her lush nipples altogether.
Jimmie somehow knew it was her nipples-- more than anything-- she wanted him to suck on. Tentatively, after he observed his mother's increasingly desperate moans, and the way she was squirming in his lap, he lowered his lips to one of her fully erect nipples, flashing a playful flickering tongue lightly across it.
Ellen let out a loud moan and begged for more. "That's it baby suck on Mommy's tits. Please."
Very much pleased with himself, Jimmie pulled on his mom's nipples, one after the other, with his lips after he flicked his tongue over them each nice and slow. He increased the speed of his flickering tongue which only caused Ellen to writhe with unabashed wicked delight before she whimpered louder than ever.
Jimmie, warming to the task at hand, experimented with wrapping his tongue around first one, and then the other of her nipples, trying different things, at different speeds with the sole purpose of seeing just how loud he could get her to moan. He was soon rewarded as first she pleaded for more, then begged for more, before finally demanding more.
Ellen arched her back and tried frantically to force her pint-sized tits deeper into his warm, wet mouth, "Stop teasing Mommy and suck on them baby, pleeeeeeeeeeeasse."
Jimmie responded to his mom's pleas, capturing first one, and then the other, of her breasts in his mouth. He slurped at them sloppily as if his very life depended on it with his mouth flying back and forth between the delectable small mounds of her breasts.
He bathed each of her splendidly elongated nipples with his tongue before he opened his mouth wide and suckled on each one in turn.
Ellen bucked her hips in a wild frenzy of uncontrollable passion. She could feel her son's hardness poking at her through his briefs. The simple idea she was the one making him so very hard sent her into a frenzied state of mad hunger. It was a wild craving of that which a mother should never have for her natural born son-- yet there it was-- in spades.
Unable to control herself any longer, Ellen slipped off his lap and onto her knees, clawing at his tight white briefs. Her eyes were focused wholly on his tremendously large bulge as she uncovered his manhood. Like a ferocious tiger freed from his cage his robust six and a half inches of hard cock sprang out.
"Close your eyes hon and let Mommy make you feel so good."
He obeyed, shutting his eyes while leaning back. The last thing he remembered before he died and went to heaven was his mother on her knees licking her lips greedily while she stared at the tremendous erection he was sporting.
It seemed almost too far out to believe this old Cadillac—the same one he had ridden so innocently in the back seat literally hundreds of times in his life would now be the scene of his very first blow job—given by his mother.
Ellen looked down at her son's rigid cock as it jutted out towards her, seemingly begging to be sucked on. In untamed desire, she ran her tongue over her lips in wanton anticipation of what she was about to do with a virtual storm of lustful zeal to have his cock in her mouth overtaking her lecherous heart.
She stared at his cock- wanting to burn the memory in her soul forever- before she did the most inconceivable, the most immoral, and the most depraved thing of what had proved, up to this point anyways, to be an otherwise rather dull and boring life.
Ellen took her son's cock deep into her mouth, swallowing it whole almost immediately making her son sigh with forbidden delight.
Jimmie was in heaven with his mother's warm mouth and flickering, darting tongue, worshipping his hardness as he twisted his fingers in her beautiful hair and began to push her head up and down as she sucked his cock as eagerly as the cheapest whores might well have done.
Ellen sensed he was close to exploding already, not really a surprise considering how young and inexperienced with sex he was.
She broke contact, letting his glorious hard member escape her lips just long enough for her to look up at him. "Baby you can cum in Mommy's mouth if you want," she whispered sweetly to him.
"Arghh," Jimmie muttered an unintelligible response as the power of even simple speech evaded him. The fact was he was too far gone on this powerful new drug of having his cock sucked on to respond intelligently.
She smiled to herself knowing he was ready to burst. Lowering her mouth back onto his stiff penis she was wholly ready to accept his love. As a coup de grace she brought one hand up to cup his balls as she slowly circled the head of his trembling cock with her wet and wicked tongue.
She expertly flickered her tongue slowly across the sensitive underside of his shaft before dropping to the base and gradually licking, kissing and nibbling her way to the top—while gently massaging his testicles.
Jimmie, squirming something awful, was ready to erupt. She suddenly wanted very much to watch him cum; wanted to see the volcanic explosion of cum burst forth from his big hard cock. She pulled up at the very last second just as he let out a low moan of "Oh God Mommy I am going to cum."
Using one hand, while still jiggling his balls delicately in her other hand, she skillfully stroked his cock up and down, faster and faster, until the head of his cock spilled forth a virtual lava flow of sperm.
She watched the sticky white sperm surge out of his cock with a wicked little smile. Putting an exclamation point on her wickedness, she gave him a sly smiled before using an eager tongue to lick up her mess.
Their lust momentarily sated mother and son cuddled under the blanket after Ellen took a large drink of whiskey and coke to get the taste of his cum out of her mouth, but more importantly she simply wanted to keep any feelings of guilt that might be starting to creep up on her at bay.
They spent a few minutes in silence, just enjoying the closeness of their warm bodies pressed together against the chill of the night. Not wanting to press his luck, Jimmie decided to stay quiet until she talked first.
He was secretly thrilled though as his mom had not bothered to put her bra back on as he snuggled against her under the blanket, loving the feel of her supple, naked tits against his bare chest as they cuddled.
As they continued to cuddle a quiet, desperate need was building inside of Ellen. A need feed by the tight way they were cuddling against each other, snug in the warmth and love of each other's embrace.
Within a few quiet minutes her need began to become more than a little urgent as she wanted, desired nothing more than for her son to do nothing less than bury that big, hard cock of his inside of her.
The fulfillment of this need for Ellen started with a simple kiss; soft and suggestive, full of the love a mother and son feel for each other. Maybe thirty minutes had elapsed. Their kisses grew longer and more urgent.
This time Jimmie needed no encouragement to shove his tongue into her mouth or to fondle her breasts. He did both very willing and very aggressively much to his mother's slightly amused surprise. He was no longer playing the role of the bashful little boy which was just fine with her.
Their tongues intertwined as he flicked his fingers across her breasts making her nipples snap to attention. She guided his hand down inside her panties whispering to him about how wet he was making her. Jimmie, with her help, pushed first one finger, and then two, up into his mother, curiously exploring the spot where his life started eighteen years ago.
His mouth fell to her breasts. No need for begging this time on Ellen's part as her son impatiently attacked those lovely little tits of hers with reckless abandon while he continued to shove his fingers, faster and deeper, up and inside her dripping wet pussy.
Ellen's moans grew deeper and more desperate by the minute. His mouth on her tits, his fingers up and inside of her, created a fierce tempest of animalistic sexual craving deep inside her heart and soul.
She pushed him back, and away from her, as a prelude to the final and most forbidden act of the night's drama. She observed with utter joy how his cock was fully recovered by now. It jutted upwards- hard and proud- ready to be mounted.
After carefully straddling him, she teasingly rubbed her pussy up and down on his stiff shaft causing him to let out a quiet moan thanks to the lovely way her silky smooth black panties felt being rubbed on his cock.
He closed his eyes as he wrapped his lips around one of her ripe erect nipples. He was so very close to losing his virginity now he was actually trembling with anticipation. His mom's wet opening hung just barely inches above his fully erect cock just waiting to be filled.
"Mother needs you sweetheart. Inside of her now. Are you ready for me to take your virginity?"
"God, yes Mom. I want you so bad," he replied his voice rough with passion.
She reached down and pulled aside her black panties. They stared deeply into each eyes both knowing the moment of ultimate truth was at hand. She was about ready to take her son's virginity.
She carefully lowered herself onto his throbbing erection, letting out a deep hiss as she felt his manhood pierce her.
"Ohhh God, honey, you feel so good."
She admonished him to go slow and easy. She wanted someone to make love to her, real love, for the first time in forever. Ever the obedient son, he did her biding, actually letting her do most of the work as she rocked slowly up and down on him while they leaned forward, exchanging several mushy kisses during this opening act of lovemaking.
Jimmie had forever worried about his first time. He was insecure, unsure of himself, almost afraid of the act itself. Simply, he was afraid he would get it all wrong, but with his mother, his beautiful sweet mother to guide him through this most wonderful, most special act, his insecurities all but melted away under their red hot passion for one another.
The second act of their lovemaking burst upon the scene when Ellen started to ride her son's cock harder and faster while he fondled her tits. Bouncing up and down on her son's glorious rigid cock, Ellen was starting to lose control. Thrusting his hips upward, Jimmie began to pick up the pace with a fierce intensity leaving his mom groaning with pleasure.
She responded by wrapping her arms around his neck and initiating a long and intense kiss. The kiss seemed to last forever before it broke off into a breathless series of little fond kisses, intermingled with panting exclamations of love.
Rarely were two people during their love making so totally in sync with one another as Jimmie and Ellen seemed to be with each knowing instinctually what the other wanted.
Mother and son were joined together in the naughtiest of fashions, melded into one living breathing entity with their minds, bodies and souls strictly and totally in tune with one another. They were making love like an orchestra makes harmonious music—soft, soothing and sexy.
Watching her bounce up and down on his hard cock was so intensely erotic Jimmie was forced to bite his lip in a supreme effort to keep from coming again. He noticed how his mother appeared totally lost in a world of pleasure- her head back, eyes shut, diminutive tits shaking, her breath coming in short frantic gasps. All the while, she moaned lovable little terms of endearments to him in a deep throaty voice that barely qualified as a whisper.



She bounded up and down on his cock, faster and faster, as they sprinted towards the finish line. Panting, she whispered to him, "Baby you feel so good inside me. I want us to come together, darling."
Sensing a mighty orgasm approaching, Ellen slowed down to a gentler pace. She did not want to leave Jimmie behind.
"Come inside your mother, honey." She begged again and again.
"I love you so much, Mom," he whispered. Their eyes found each other all full of love and lust. "I am near, Oh God! I think I am. . . ." His words become lost as she leaned forward, crushing her mouth against his for one final intense kiss before her head lolled back.
Rocking into her, hard and fast now, the intense orgasm building inside of him for the past few minutes rolled over him in a wave of fierce passion when he started to shake all over. Crying out in fiery anguish, he exclaimed loudly, "Mommy I love you!!"
Wanting to match his orgasm, Ellen pistoned her body up and down on his cock in a wild and reckless fashion. Amazingly enough, she managed to do just that as the most powerful orgasm of her life washed over her in wave after wave—just bare moments after he spurted a load of sperm deep inside of her.
It was a mere moment in time for the both of them, but what a glorious perfect moment it was. In the fitting end to their forbidden drama they somehow got lucky and managed to perform that rarest of feats: the near simultaneous orgasm.
They were both left clinging to each other as they tried to recover from the monumental peak they just achieved. Ultimately, Ellen finally mustered the power to climb off of him and wrap herself in the blanket.
Tears of joy flowed freely from her. Almost like the curtain falling at the end of a play, the rain stopped completely letting a surreal silence fall upon them. In the deathly silence of the car, Ellen and Jimmie huddled tightly under their blankets, neither saying a word.
No words were needed as none could describe what just happened. Their love now confirmed, in the most forbidden way possible, they both slipped gently off to sleep in each other arms to await the dawn and the start of their new life together. A new and exciting life holding out the promise of many more erotic adventures between mother and son.
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Act I
Author's note:
This is an improved revision (hopefully) from a story I originally did back in 2015. I am re-releasing it because finally I have the second act done which will be released shortly after this "new and improved version."
Sometimes you have to go through Hell to get to Heaven. Such was the case for young Jimmy. Hell came in the form of the tour of duty he served during the second Korean War which started roughly 66 years after the truce that ended the initial war in 1953. Subsequently, he found Heaven sometime after arriving home.
He was suffering from what the doctors called Post War Sleep Disorder (PWSD). Simply put, the young man could not get a peaceful night's sleep to save his life. The six months of almost continuous combat he experienced, coupled with his 18 month stint as a POW in a horrific North Korean prisoner of war camp, had left him deeply scarred, both mentally and emotionally.
The war and its aftermath was his own personal hell. But if you asked him, "would you do it all over again," the answer would be a resounding yes for it was this hell that set the stage for him to find an especially heavenly love in the arms of an angel—his beautiful mother.
Amanda heard her son pacing restlessly in his room at night. These were the occasions when he gave up on sleep altogether. Other nights when he slept out of utter exhaustion after being awake for two or three days, she heard anguished cries plaguing his sleep.
A mother's heart is a fragile thing, especially when it comes to an only child, so it was no surprise that poor Amanda wept for her son to the point of complete despair. It did not help that Jimmy closed himself off to her about his combat experiences in the war.
It was his experiences as a POW that especially bothered him Amanda suspected, but despite her best efforts to get him to open up regarding the time he spent in the harsh North Korean POW camp, in the end, it was to no avail. All of Amanda's best efforts to get him to talk failed, as he simply would not, or maybe could not, open up to her.
Amanda was beginning to feel she had failed as his mother since she could not help her 20 year old son overcome his night terrors. She had already failed as a wife, in her mind anyway, as Jimmy's father, Tom, had left her some 4 years ago for a younger woman.
Amanda was approaching 40 and becoming extremely self-conscious about her age, but if she would have taken the time to critically examine herself in the mirror she would have noticed she had very little reason to be self-conscious. She was a true beauty, with locks of chestnut-brown hair that fell past her shoulders in a perfect wave of teased curls curtaining her lovely oval face.
Her lips are pouty and inviting. Jimmy had long ago memories burned upon his very soul from when he was just a boy of the taste of her kisses from those honey flavored lips.
Her complexion was perfect and glowed with a beauty that demanded strict attention. At 5' 8" and 135 pounds she had a body that demanded even greater attention. The highlights of her heavenly body was a pair of long, muscular legs, along with a perfectly shaped ass. Her nearly flat washboard stomach had only hints of fat on it such was the sculpted figure she strived to maintain still at her advanced age.
Her outer beauty was matched by an inner beauty that reflected itself in her warm and bubbly personality. Her smile was dazzling and would simply light up any room when she was happy.
In short, Amada had the personality of an angel, but the body of a devil, accented by her all natural 37F breasts. Amanda's tits were regal and majestic, to say the least, and she took extra pride in following a workout regime that ensured they would stay that way for some time to come.
But Amanda, ever the harsh critic of herself, thought her tits were beginning to sag a bit with age. What Amanda really required more than anything was a boost of self-confidence in regards to her aging body. Such self-depreciating thoughts left her feeling insecure, depressed, and vulnerable.
In spite of this feelings of insecurity, she yearned to see if she still had what it took to turn someone's head. She often wondered to herself, "would I be such a horrible mother if . . . maybe I showed off for my son a bit to see if I still had some sex appeal because if I could turn his head then . .?"
With the arrival of summer she had the perfect opportunity to find out. They had a nice pool in the backyard and Amanda, being a sun worshiper, loved nothing more than to spend a warm, quiet summer afternoon working on her tan. For this task she had a varied assortment of multicolored bikinis that were very much up to the job of showing off her luscious body to the sun's warming rays.
Indeed this summer Jimmy is to be the perfect little guinea pig. Amanda sincerely hopes, after seeing so much ugliness during combat and during his captivity, Jimmy will find the beauty of his mother to be a most welcome sight.
They had always been close, and now with his father out of the picture, Jimmy ha optimistic expectations they will only grow closer. His sincerest wishes are that he and his mother will develop a very special and extremely tight committed bond of deep eternal love. This would be a dream come true for Jimmy, the shy sincere "mama's boy".
Jimmy arrives home in the spring of 2019. He isn't long before the nightmares start that prevent him from getting a decent night's sleep. After a week he is looking drawn and pale. His mood is dark as he even becomes irritable with his mother.
Amanda tries to give him time and space to get adjusted to being home, but as June arrives and with it the warm summer days things are not getting any better.
They had plenty of time to enjoy the summer alone together as Amanda had taken a LOA from her job as a nurse at a local hospital once it becomes evident what rough shape Jimmy is in emotionally.
Physically, it is quite the opposite. Jimmy despite his lack of sleep still finds the energy to hit the gym on a daily basis. Naturally, during his captivity he had dropped quite a bit of weight, but now that he is home again, with his Mom's subtle encouragement, and wanting to impress her, he is eating like a horse and getting back into top physical shape.
Jimmy should have found the long summer days hanging out by the pool with his mother to be a wonderful tonic, but it is not just the sun's rays that caress his mom's body as she reclines by the pool sunning herself. He finds it extremely difficult to keep his eyes off her beautiful bikini clad body thus causing no small amount of guilt, along with quite a hefty load of sexual tension to build up inside of him.
So now, besides the night terrors he is experiencing from the war, he is also having to contend with some rather steamy fantasies about his mother as he lies in bed at night.
Most of his fantasies focus on her colossal tits as they strain against the thin material of whichever of the skimpy little bikinis she is showing off in.
Such thoughts cause him to give up trying to sleep and spend the night pacing. To do otherwise, that is to stay in bed and try to sleep, would put him at risk of engaging in a very long and wicked masturbating session starring his mother. He is not so sure he can take the inevitable guilt that would follow. Thus the pacing. Thus the snapping at his mother irritably the next day over the smallest of things.
He reasons his sexual fantasies about his mother are not entirely his fault though as the doctors at the VA tell Jimmy if he has difficulty sleeping, he should focus his mind on "nice things". Things that make him smile. Things that warmed his heart. Things that give him comfort. When he tries this method he finds his thoughts inevitably turn to his mother and, of course, she is wearing one of her skimpy little string bikinis.
Finally, after a few nights of pacing and trying to avoid whacking off thinking of his mom, Jimmy is forced to take a couple of strong sleeping pills to knock himself out just so he can get some sleep. And then after falling to sleep the night terrors hit him hard. It was a losing proposition either way it seems.
Amanda is not completely blind to what is happening. She senses her son's eyes on her while she reclines in the sun in her sexy bikinis. This has the effect of warming her heart that she can still at her age garner her son's attentions while giving her self-confidence a much needed boost.
Her self-confidence blooms to the point where even after she is done sunning herself out by the pool, she doesn't take off her bikini right away. Instead, she makes it a point to prance around the house in her bikinis, watching while Jimmy does his level best trying not to notice her. It soon became like a little game to each of them. A game that neither has the courage to speak about, but both loved playing.
She understands it is maybe a little wrong to show off in such a way, but the simple fact is she loves the attention. Her self-esteem had taken a major hit when Tom left her for a younger woman.
She had tried dating, but the men she met were only interested in one thing it seemed-- hauling her off to bed. She wants a man that is interested in more than a quick roll in the hay; a man that loves her heart first and her body second, but much to her chagrin, she finds such men to be in short supply.
In fact, the only man that she understands that might fit her needs as such is Jimmy. She knows he simply adores her and loves her beyond the pale, and now, as an added bonus, she is beginning to suspect he is also growing quite fond of her body.
Now with Jimmy home, and in such obvious need of love and comfort, she deems it best she puts what little social life she has on hold. But despite focusing all her attentions on him, Amanda finds the long, hot summer dragging on, with Jimmy's overall emotional health only growing worse.
She is becoming frantic. She knows she must do something, and sooner rather than later, as Jimmy's well-being is a real source of concern for her. A plan is beginning to form in her mind, but she would need courage to put it into play.
She remembers how when Jimmy was younger, and suffered from the occasional bad dreams that all little kids seem to have, she would comfort him by snuggling in bed with him, and letting him fall asleep in her arms. It worked every time, but then, of course, he was only a boy and now he was a man!
After some internal debate Amanda considers her plan, at the very least, worth a shot. She shall figure a way, assuming her courage holds out, to get him in her bed and from there -- it will be in the hands of fate. A few nights later the moment of truth comes. Will she will have the courage to act upon her plan?
It is around midnight and she is just getting ready for bed. She had been talked into going out for a few drinks at a local restaurant with friends to celebrate a birthday. It was her first time doing anything socially in weeks and she came home a little drunk and depressed.
The two glasses of wine she had with dinner had left her feeling playful and frisky. But, as usual, she had no one to play with which is why she is sad and lonely.
After getting undressed for bed, she is in the midst of brushing her teeth when she hears a loud thud and then a short cry of pain. It comes from down the hallway; most likely from Jimmy's bedroom. She rushes out of the bathroom and into his room, not realizing, or maybe better yet, not caring, that she is wearing nothing but her bra and panties.
When she enters his bedroom she is, at first, confused. By the dim light streaming into the room from the hallway, Amanda sees his bed is empty. Then she hears a small rustling noise on the far side of the bed coming from the floor. She hurries around his bed and sees, her heart breaking, Jimmy curled up on the floor in a fetal position, clutching a pillow.
"Jimmy . . . Honey . . . Baby are you all right?" she shrieks reaching over to flip on the small bedside table lamp. "What are you doing on the floor?"
He blinks his eyes at her, once, twice, looking confused. He is shaking like a leaf and has a look of panic in his wide staring eyes. Although his eyes are open, Amanda is not sure if he is fully awake and aware of his surroundings. A suspicion that is soon confirmed by his actions.
"P-please d-don't let them . . . put me in the hole again Mommy." His voice comes out barely above a whisper, and has such a heart-breaking quality to it that it causes large tears to begin to well up in her pretty green eyes.
Fighting back the tears, she bends over him and brushes a strand of his swirling lion's mane of light brown hair out of his eyes. Amanda gazes down at him. Maybe for the first time, she realizes her son is no longer the cute little boy he once was, but while away he has matured into a strikingly handsome young man.
His jaw is square and firm while his angular cheekbones accent his masculinity. His skin has a dark healthy glow from hours of relaxing in the sun with his mother. She can't help but to notice his broad shoulders or his washboard stomach as he reclines on the floor shirtless.
A sudden wave of guilt washes over her after she realizes she is standing there like a gaping idiot admiring her son's well-toned military physique before becoming lost in his gentle hazel eyes as they stare wide and unblinking up at her.
He is hot and sweaty and obviously scared. Making a firm decision that she must do something to ease his suffering, she leans over and whispers in his ear, "You are safe Jimmy. Mommy is here, and you are coming back to her bed and I am going to . . ." She helps him to his feet before continuing. "Give you so much love and comfort that you are going to get a good night's sleep for once."
"Mom you don't have to do that. I'm alright." Jimmy snaps back irritably in a rough voice designed to hide the abject fear that the horrible dream has caused him. He gamely begins to pace the floor, shaking off his mother's hand on his shoulder.
She watches him move like a tiger treading in his territory. When he turns towards her and hits her with that rascal like grin of his she once again finds herself captivated by his sweet innocent charm wrapped up in such an exceedingly dashing and elegant physical package.
"Mom it's Ok. I'm all good now. I don't need to come to your bed."
No sooner does Jimmy speak those words come to your bed aloud than his heart leaps with fevered anticipation at just such a thought.
Her simple response sends shivers up and down his spine. "Shh honey. You do. I mean you must. It's what you need baby. It's what I need . . . Please don't deny your mother the chance to provide her baby boy with so much love and comfort those silly nightmares won't stand a chance. Please honey . . . come to your mommy's bed."
Dazed and still a bit confused it's easy for Jimmy to let his "mommy" take control. He allows her to sit him down on the bed while she waits patiently for his final decision.
She stands there in the small pool of light thrown off by the small bedside lamp she just clicked on, hands on her hips, a motherly look of concern on her lovely face. He starts to protest before he looks up. He blinks his eyes up at her; he is finally fully coming awake.
"Mom really you . . ." The protest dies on his lips when he finally notices what she is wearing—an attractive lime green lace bra with matching panties. Jimmy is rendered speechless by the casual way his mother is standing there-- half naked-- looking hotter than hell.
Yes, standing there so cool and casual, looking totally worried about him while seemingly very unconcerned that she is wearing nothing but that sexy, lace, lime green bra and panties in front of her twenty year old son.
This warms deeply knowing that she was so concerned over his welfare that she went rushing into his room wearing only her underwear.
"I will not accept any excuses Jimmy. I have stood by and done nothing long enough while you have been plagued by these awful dreams."
"L-let me think about it a minute Mom," he says weakly not yet ready to surrender. But surrender he will as he understands by the tone in her voice that she is in no mood to compromise.
There will be probably nothing for him to do but to swallow his pride and accept her invitation to come sleep in her bed. He looks at her and thinks to himself just how damn sexy she looks standing there, no make it posing there, in her bra and panties while looking all concerned and motherly. Just for him. Maybe sleeping in her bed would not be so bad after all!
Jimmy's thoughts soon turn to less pure ideas than simply allowing his mother to comfort him. He could not help it as his mother's gorgeous big tits, protected from his eyes only by her pretty lace bra, invited, nay, begged for such dark and forbidden thoughts. He stares at them helplessly enthralled by their majestic splendor.
It does not escape Amanda's attention that her son is noticing her tits with more than a passing interest. She observes how, as he sits on the edge of the bed fidgeting while seemingly trying to make up his mind about her invitation, his attentions kept wandering down to her chest. This causes no small measure of excitement in her-- especially since she is a little drunk and her emotions are running free.
This is much the same thing that happens when they hang out by the pool: the way his eyes will inadvertently become glued to her tits, while she is wearing one of her skimpy bikinis. Inwardly, she is thrilled by this accidental sudden turn of events.
As Jimmy reaches out to take her hand, it suddenly comes to Amanda what she must do to get his mind off the horrors he experienced during the war. She must keep his mind focused on much more pleasant things-- like her tits.
Just like at the pool, Amanda does not mind at all if her young son can't keep his eyes off them. The truth was she craved his attention. Besides, she is a natural born show off and is blessed with the body and the attitude to be good at it.
Back in her bedroom, Amanda tucks him straight away in bed before joining him under the covers. Wow, she had not bothered with any pajamas!! Jimmy excitedly thinks to himself as she settles next to him.
The scent of her snuggled next to him drives him mad with an irresistible longing that is nearly overpowering. It wasn't even necessary her perfume, which she rarely wore, and then only in dabs. Instead, it was just the natural smell of her body. Fresh and clean.
And oh her hair; he smells it as he nuzzles his face against her neck. It falls lightly in his face. Hmmm it smells of lilacs and roses, of fresh rainwater, of spring flowers and vanilla lavender. Or maybe that was the smell of her neck.
Whatever it may be, the smell her natural scent drove him crazy with maddening thoughts of . . . dark sexual urges of a most forbidden nature.
And when she cuddles him close to her body, after gently, carefully nestling his head down safely between the immense twin cups of her sexy lime green bra, he never felt safer or slept better.
Her large, soft tits serve as a pair of delightful pillows for his face. The fact he is so utterly exhausted is the only thing that allows him to slip off to sleep. Otherwise, considering his stiff condition "down there" sleep would have been rather difficult to say the least.
The next day does little to relieve the sexual tension he is feeling towards his mother. The day is full of bright sunshine so Amanda suggests they spend the afternoon hanging out by the pool. She wears an enchanting white string bikini that stands out in stunning contrast to her lovely dark well- tanned skin. Once again, Jimmy finds himself drawn to the delightful sight of his mom's chest as the string bikini shows off her big, beautiful tits to such a degree that Jimmy finds himself casting furtive sideways glances at them all all afternoon.



At dinner time, when they decide to barbecue steaks outdoors on the patio grill, she changes out of her bikini and into something maybe even more dangerous than her scanty little bikini. She decides to dress casual for dinner. Real casual as she is now wearing a pair of daisy duke shorts, along with a light blue tank top.
The shorts are skin tight, as is the tank top that shows clearly she is not wearing a bra underneath. The outline of her large nipples pressed invitingly against the thin material of the tank top is a beacon for Jimmy's eyes. He has a feeling she knows he cannot keep his eyes off of her tits, and much to his growing surprise, and hidden delight, she doesn't seem to mind one bit.
They enjoy a bottle of wine with dinner and then retire to the living room to watch an old horror movie together. Soon, they are cuddling in each other's arms like long lost lovers.
Snuggling together on the couch while watching some old horror movie had been one of their favorite pastimes together when he was younger. Quite naturally, Jimmy is pleasantly surprised when she makes the playful suggestion they relive a bit of their past.
Before the movie begins, Amanda once again goes upstairs to change her outfit. She replaces the tank top and daisy dukes with a pair of old sweat pants and a half tee shirt. The sweat pants were not very sexy, but the same thing could not be said about her half tee shirt. It is light pink, extremely tight, and just covered her immense tits by the barest of margins. The short sleeved tee shirt seemed to be designed for the express purpose of showing off as much skin as possible.
As Amanda comes striding back into the living room, Jimmy can't help but to notice how deliciously his mom's little half tee shows off her well-toned stomach, along with her immense tits—just as she had planned it.
As they share their third glass of wine, Amanda becomes especially warm and friendly with him. Jimmy, liking the warm buzz the wine gives him, responds likewise with her. When it is finally time to go to bed he follows her up the stairs with his mind full of endless pleasant ways this night might end. At the top of the stairs, he heads to his room, but before he can get more than two steps away she reaches out and snares his hand.
"Honey," she beams while flashing her dazzling angel-white teeth at him, "don't you want to try for another good night's sleep snuggled in my arms."
He stops and turns to her, his heart racing, as he had been wondering all day if she was going to suggest he sleep with her again. Amanda quickly recognizes where his gaze is fixed, dead on her tits that is, and smiles slyly to herself knowing that her little half tee shirt is working perfectly as designed.
While it may have been her natural propensity to show off that allowed Amanda to wear such an enticing skimpy shirt in the first place, it was the wine she has been sipping on all night that gave her the courage to boldly invite him to her bed once again.
"I . . . I ahh . . . y-yeah s-sure Mom," he manages to sputter as his mind spins out of control at the possibilities that another night in her bed might hold. The stakes are higher now considering both of them are a bit tipsy from the wine. Add in the fact they had been flirting with each other all night so outrageously makes the idea of sleeping with his mother seem rather ominous. In a good way though. Maybe.
Once inside the bedroom, Amanda casually hints she is too tired to put on pajamas, and would he mind very much if she just took off her sweat pants and slept in just her little half tee shirt and panties.
"Unless seeing me like that would make you . . . ahh too uncomfortable son," she coyly hints to him as she starts to slowly peel off her off sweat pants. Her voice is syrupy and absolutely dripping with honey.
What can he say to such a suggestion? He carefully responds that he wouldn't mind much if she wanted to sleep in just her tee shirt and panties thus raising the stakes even higher for tonight's drama.
He disappears inside her bathroom to brush his teeth and try to tame his growing erection. When he comes out he finds the bedroom is softly lit with a dozen or so small candles.
Amanda knew, especially after returning home from the war, her son had an aversion to the dark so she thought it would best to fill the room with dim candle light. Besides she simply adores candle light herself as it makes her feel warm and romantic, especially when she was feeling a bit tipsy.
As she passes him, heading to the bathroom herself to brush her teeth, his eyes involuntarily turn downwards to check out her ass.
Nice, extremely nice, Jimmy muses to himself as the barely there thong panties she is wearing tantalizing show off both of her well-tanned ass cheeks.
He crosses over to the bed and strips off his jeans and tee shirt. He hurriedly crawls into the bed wanting to hide the large tent pole he is sporting inside his boxers. The tent pole, the result of the sneak peek he just stole at his mother's well defined ass, along with the long and loving looks he has been giving her tits all night long, is growing bigger and harder by the moment. He sighs deeply, wondering if he will be able to control himself if she makes it a point to snuggle that delicious body of hers up against his.
Closing his eyes he expects to fall asleep quickly, considering the fair amount of wine he has consumed this evening it's a real possibility. The safest scenario being if he passes out before she returns to the bed he will be off the hook completely.
He had just crossed over into the shadow land between consciousness and unconsciousness, neither fully awake nor sleeping either, when he feels the bed shift. He sighs a little, but does not open his eyes. He is acutely aware of her warm body pressed against his.
Then a tender whisper in his ear jerks him to full consciousness. "You can't fall asleep yet Jimmy as Mommy has not given her little boy a good night kiss. Do you remember how when you were little you refused to go to sleep until Mommy kissed you good night?"
"Mom, I am a bit old for that don't you think. I mean I am not a little kid anymore," he mumbles at her irritably. He would very much like a kiss, or two, from his mom, but his strong male pride resists allowing her to think of him as a little kid again.
"Nonsense, you should never be too old to let your Mom kiss you good night honey. Besides my kiss will be like a dose of magic that will ward off any bad dreams.
She pushes her body even closer to him making refusal of her invitation so much harder. "So what do you say, hmm can you indulge me and let me give you a little kiss for protection."
"Mom you're being silly," he tells her not so irritably this time as he is flattered at her persistence. His eyes flutter open in order to see her reaction to his latest rebuke.
He observes a stern expression on her pretty face that hints this suggestion of a kiss good night is serious business.
She begins to pout a bit as her stern expression turns into a deep frown. This gets the expected reaction from him. He reaches out with one hand and touches her arm whispering, "OK sure a good night kiss would be sweet . . . Mommy."
Somewhere deep in the inner depths of his heart and soul he understands that by calling her "Mommy" he is going all in on this very serious little game they are playing. He tells himself he is doing it for her sake as he strongly suspects she is feeling quite protective over him.
Maybe, he ruminates to himself, if I allow myself to be babied it will make her feel really good. So he swallows his pride and decides to do everything in his power to indulge her wishes to baby him if that is truly what she wants.
Amanda leans down and gives him several small, light kisses -- one on each cheek and then one on the forehead. She draws back. Their eyes lock. Both of their hearts swell with innocent love.
She detects the moment is right to push the envelope and give him a real kiss, directly on the lips, hoping against hope, he will not turn away. She closes her eyes and moves her lips close. A sense of unbearable sexual tension hangs in the air between mother and son as her lips hover mere inches from his.
Their lips came together for just the briefest of seconds, and then part, before crashing together again and again. They exchange at least a half dozen small butterfly kisses, so light and gentle, but yet so full of love, that it leaves both of their hearts beating wildly.
"There," she smiles at him tenderly, "you are fully protected from any evil spirits that might try and haunt your dreams baby."
"I hope so. G'night," he tells her before reluctantly turning his back. What he really wants to do is to snuggle up to her, but is fearful if he does just that she will feel the raging monster his rock hard cock has become. So instead he turns away -- reasoning discretion is the better part of valor.
Amanda lets him turn away suspecting as much. She thinks briefly of reaching down and grabbing his hardness, while whispering something pleasantly naughty to him, but instead does nothing. Despite everything, she is not yet ready to take that final wicked plunge.
Disappointed she lacks the courage to demand what she truly wants, she just sighs and also turns her back. Soon she is dozing fitfully.
She has a dream. A naughty one at that. It is a really hot dream that involves her breasts being thoroughly suckled on by someone unknown hidden under the covers.
In her dream, she remembers being too afraid to yank back the covers and look. Afraid to see who it might be that is giving her such pleasure by slurping so greedily on her tits. She strongly suspects who she might see, if she was to pull back the covers, but is fearful to confront those feelings.
As for Jimmy, he finally relaxes enough to fall asleep and is greeted with an incoherent mixture of both bad and naughty dreams. Dreams of his half naked mother, intermixed with dreams of the horrors he suffered at the hands of his captors in North Korea.
Guilt, terror and pleasure all spin in and out of his dreams, until he finally awakens with a terrified scream. Hot tears of fear and guilt roll down his cheeks. He has a painful erection to go along with his tears.
Amanda instantly comes awake upon hearing Jimmy's scream. Her heart is breaking, knowing that her baby boy is still experiencing his bad dreams, even while sleeping in bed next to her.
She speaks quietly to her shivering son, "You had better let me snuggle you against my chest like last night since apparently my kisses were not enough to keep those bad dreams at bay."
Not waiting for him to answer she reaches out and draws him into her warm embrace. His tears are stifled by her plentiful bosom as he burrows his face snug against that sexy pink tee shirt of hers. They rest like this for a few minutes as Jimmy slowly calms down.
His thoughts are gradually turning to what lies under the thin material of his mother's little half tee shirt. He is so close --yet lacks the courage to risk the final step and go for broke.
As he pines for what might be if only he had the courage a small voice inside of him says harshly, Don't be such a fucking pussy. Do something!!
He takes a leap of faith, shamed by this inner voice, "Maybe we could try again. Another kiss I mean Mommy," Jimmie declares to her; his voice almost pitiful with quiet desperation.
He is using his best "little boy" voice trying to sound so innocent, but the voice has another quality to it. A quality that his mother cannot help but to respond to with sympathy—worry, fear and anxiety-- all designed to tug at his mommy's heartstrings.
It works as their lips came together again as before--their first kiss is slow, unhurried, soft and delicate. Finally, they part lips. Amanda regards her son's tear stained eyes with a growing desire to provide him the comfort he so seriously needs that can only be found in her loving embrace.
"You surprised me asking for another kiss hon. I thought maybe you found your . . . Mommy . . . not so attractive anymore and the idea of getting a kiss from me would be kinda gross."
He notices straight away how she emphasized the word "Mommy". Now he is sure this simple solitary word is the key to the Promised Land.
"Oh God no . . . Mommy you are so . . ." he brushes a strand of her luxurious brunette hair with one hand, while figuratively turning the key with the other hand by using that powerful word. "So beautiful."
"Honey you mean that? Really, really, mean that?" she seductively bats her eyes at him thrilled that her son still finds her attractive.
"Yes, I think you're the prettiest Mommy in the whole wide world and I just love you so, so much," he tells her sincerely again in spoken in a voice that is as delicate as possible.
He knows she needs to hear such words in order to help mend her broken heart. Such words spoken so very sincerely, so very kindly and with so much love that she can't help but to respond to them; and all spoken in that sweetest most innocent little boy voice of his.
Crying tears of joy, she reaches out and hugs him tight as they fall back against the pillows. It worked!! It worked!! His smile is smothered against her body.
"Mommy loves you so much baby," she breathes to him as their lips find each other again. This time their kisses are deeper; each full of new meaning and ever increasing passion. In between, they whisper to each other in breathless, devoted exclamations of their love and fondness for one another.
They cuddle under the covers as they kiss. Her hands are stroking his bare chest, while his hands work their way around her exposed mid-section rubbing her delicate bare skin below that sexy half tee shirt.
They continue to kiss for the longest time with no words being spoken to break the rhythm. Instead, it was just one deeply passionate kiss after another doing all the talking.
At some point, their tongues find their way past clenched teeth and into each other's mouths adding an extreme element of forbidden delight between mother and son. Neither seem to mind the naughty nature of their kissing. Maybe due to the wine they had been sharing all night, or maybe it was simply because finally after so long they are eagerly exploring their hearts deepest cravings.
Finally, their lips part, but not their bodies. Amanda pulls her son deep into the comforting embrace of her pure mother-ness. Jimmy finds his face being gently guided towards the tremendous paired peaks of his mommy's mighty breasts.
"Mom no--" He was going to tell her it was not really necessary to do that, but she shushes him up with a finger to his mouth.
"Shh honey." Amanda, her mind is resolute on the issue, instead of letting him answer slowly pulls him deeper into her warm, cozy embrace. He finds his face, again, sliding down on that maddeningly short, tight pink tee shirt of hers. Just as before, he understands with utter clarity there is nothing between his cheek and her bare breasts, but the thin material of the tee shirt.
He rests there for a few minutes his heart beating wildly as his cock comes fully alive. He has been in this position before, but this time the sense they are on the verge of something much deeper and more meaningful than simply slipping off to sleep is inescapable.
"Are you getting sleepy yet honey?"
He turns his eyes up and looks at her solemnly in the dying light of the flickering candles. "I am afraid to go back to sleep. I know you probably think I am a little baby or something, but it's the truth."
"I have news for you," she stares at him deep in his eyes while lifting his chin up gently with one finger. "Mommy will always consider you to be her baby. And like all babies you need your mommy's love and comfort to help you go back to sleep. So just relax, close your eyes and listen."
Jimmy does as she requests wondering where this is all leading. Her voice is as quiet and soothing as a songbird's as he anxiously awaits what must come next.
"I know it stings your male pride, having me think of you as a baby." She takes a deep breath letting the incredible tension that is building between them reach its zenith. "Maybe that is not such a bad thing, me thinking of you as needing babying, pampering even. You know the bond between a baby boy and his mother is the most special, the most sacred bond in the whole wide world Jimmy. You must understand that sweetie?"
His voice is barely audible as he murmurs a positive reply to her.
"I really think this calls for desperate measures to take your mind off those God awful dreams that you have been suffering." She pauses while turning just enough to get her son into the perfect position. "And I think the best way to take your mind off those unpleasant dreams is for you to concentrate on something else with all your heart and soul baby."
Amanda intuitively understands exactly where she must focus his attention. The thought, the pure naughtiness of it, makes her heart gallop.
"Like what?" he mouths back. His eyes flutter open for a brief second, just enough to see his mother reaching down to the edge of her tee shirt. He closes them again-- hoping for the seemingly impossible to happen.
"Something nice, something that can provide you with so much love and comfort those bad dreams of yours will never come back." She looks at him warmly as she intones all this in a subtle whisper before adding with a sly look, "Yes, baby, something big and warm and soft. Now open those adorable little hazel eyes of yours and see what Mommy has in mind for her baby to enjoy."
His eyes flicker open. He watches with rapt attention as his mother slowly begins to pull her short little tee shirt up. She thrusts her chest out to him eagerly hoping he will accept her forthcoming invitation and not look away.
Every bit of his attention is focused on his mother's grandiose tits. He notes with fascination how they strain against the tight confines of their pink prison. His breath is coming in short rapid bursts as she slowly begins to peel her tee shirt back to reveal them. He is about to get a glimpse of heaven!!
Inch by slow maddeningly inch she pulls the tee shirt up. Finally, her imposing tits flop free in all their naked glory.
He sucks in his breath, his heart thumping away like a jackhammer as has never seen such majestic beauty as his mother's mammoth tits. After having so many naughty fantasies about his mother's breasts, the real thing proves to be hardly a disappointment at all. In fact, they are even bigger and more magnificent than he ever could have imagined!!
He notes curiously the pronounced tan line on her tits that marks the outline of her many sexy bikinis. He notices with even greater interest her semi-erect nipples that, much like a pair of luxurious crown jewels, jut out enticingly. He licks his lips as his cock grows painfully hard.
"God Mommy they are . . ." he pauses wanting to say something poetic about them but instead, drawing a blank, he settles on the obvious, "so big and beautiful."
"You really think they are sweetie," she answers. "I mean just because they are big don't mean they are nice."
As he stares longingly at her boobs that spark of fiery imagination that eluded him earlier now strikes. "Mom . . ." he begins slowly, "not only are your breasts big and beautiful, but they are beguiling and bewitching. So much so that I am quite powerless to stop staring at them such is there dazzling magnificent splendor." He pauses a moment hoping his words have the desire effect on her. "In fact," he continues formally, "I think they must have been sculptured in heaven by angels to the point where I am simply awed by their imposing grandeur Mommy."



Finished with this grand tribute to her mighty tits, Jimmy swallows nervously, hoping she is reassured by his little homage to their utter beauty.
Amanda blinks back the tears of happiness that fills her heart. "Oh baby that was so beautiful. Your words, your beautiful sweet words touch my soul. Never has anyone paid me such a heartfelt compliments."
Pure, simple desire begins to blossom in her heart along with a playful notion of what must come next. "Well since you seem to like Mommy's . . . big . . . beautiful . . . boobs so very much . . ."
Jimmy notices how she accents each of those three words: big, beautiful, and boobs and his heart races.
A mischievous grin begins to spread across her face as she continues. "Maybe Mommy should let you play with them a bit before we try to get you back to sleep." She tilts her head to one side, again pushing her tits out at him as her voice, so full of innocence and sweetness, is in direct contrast to what she is inviting him to do. She lightly strokes the side of his face with one finger. "Hmm would you like that sweetheart?"
"Mommy, I . . ." Coherent thought is impossible when confronted by the mighty twin peaks that are her bare breasts. He wants to say he would love to play with them, but cannot seem to find the words. Instead of speaking, he can only gaze at his mother's regal breasts with awed reverence bordering on complete and utter devotion.
Her feloniously hard nipples jut out like a pair of lovely crown jewels that sit atop a huge heaping twin piles of stately splendor that are her boobs. His eyes, staring in wide-eyes wonder, are completely captivated by the sight.
Amanda understands this and it only turns her on all the more. He is so completely the opposite of the men she had been used to dating. All of them seemed to think it was their God given right to be overly aggressive and paw at her body in the most intimate of places, without so much as the slightest hint of an invitation, just because they bought her drinks or took her to dinner and a movie. It was rather disgusting the sense of entitlement they felt they had.
She understands fully his innate shyness which is exactly what she wants. She reaches out and grasps his hands and leads them over to her chest.
Amanda is at a critical stage in their little drama. She knows she must careful now as they stand on the brink of something very special happening between them. "Honey," she begins her voice dripping with compassion, "Mommy understands how shy you are and it just makes me want you all the more. Go on you can play with my boobies. I bet you want to huh?"
She pushes his hands against their fullness, and Jimmy is forever lost. He deliberately runs his hands all over them, squeezing them, fondling them, and gently kneading them like two large loaves of bread. They are big and soft, spongy and squishy and so much, much fun to play with he discovers with childish glee!!
He takes a minute to bounce them up and down in his hands, testing their weight and firmness while she sighs quiet encouragement to him.
This is Jimmy's first sexual experience with a woman mainly due to a couple of factors. One is his extreme shyness around girls and the second is he wanted his first sexual experience with a woman to be real special and not just some cheap fling. He was just different from other guys in this matter. His mother wholly appreciated this fact and was thrilled when he made a quiet confession that she was his first.
The fact his first sexual experience is with his mother only makes the whole thing even more profoundly exciting. Seriously, who experience sex for the first time with their mothers, especially at his advanced age?
He watches with fascination as her nipples become fully erect as he continually flicks at them lightly with his fingertips before he carefully begins to graze them over and over with his thumbs making them snap to full attention.
She lets out a softhearted moan ahead of giving him a genuine smile, "Oh baby that feels sooo good," she whispers.
He continues to explore every inch of his mother's succulent boobs with his eager hands as she reclines her head back against the pillow, closing her eyes while thrusting her chest out to its maximum potential allowing him complete and total access.
Finally, after a long indeterminate amount of time, Amanda senses the time is right to go for the kill. She leisurely raises her head up, opens her eyes, and looks at him seriously.
"Do you want to suck on them baby?" her voice comes out in a throaty whisper, betraying the intense excitement she is feeling asking such a question to her young son. She knows he does, but craves to hear him say so in that little boy voice that is driving her crazy with desire. The reason is simple—Amanda has, maybe more than anything, an extreme weakness for anything sweet and innocent.
Jimmy guesses what his mother wants so he drops his voice and whines, just as innocently and shyly as possible, "Yes Mommy."
This little game they are playing of mommy and her darling little boy is turning him on more so than he could have ever imagined. His poor cock is a massive throbbing monster.
Amanda is feeling quite frisky herself after letting him play with her tits. Adventuresome even. She is really becoming quite fond of this little role playing game they are enjoying.
"Yes what sweetheart? Tell Mommy what it is." She pauses letting the tension build as she looks at him gravely before continuing, "Exactly that you want to do."
"Mommy can I . . . suck on them," he begs in a voice that speaks like a quiet summer rain.
She looks at him slyly, as she tilts her head to one side provocatively while seemingly having to think about it. But in reality, she is doing nothing more than letting the sexual tension build between them. Again.
"Hmm, Well, I guess maybe since you asked so nicely hon, but only for a little bit then we have to get you off to sleep, baby."
Amanda raises herself into a sitting position before tenderly cradling his head in her arms. She slowly arches her back, while using her hand to push lightly on the back of his head. His face sinks deep into the warm cleavage of his mommy's bare breasts. He opens his mouth as she turns his face to one of her large erect nipples.
He begins to suckle on one of those magnificent nipples. Delicate and slow, his tongue flickers out lathering her glorious nipple in wet saliva.
Amanda is in heaven, such is the warm tender feelings her "baby boy" is giving her by sucking so tenderly and so sweetly on her breasts. Indeed, it's a most pleasant change from the usual rough treatment she has received in the past. Just because her breasts are large, it's been her experience that men think they can be rough with them.
Even her idiot ex-husband was guilty of this more often than not. She really hated the rough treatment as her breasts, especially her nipples, were extremely sensitive. Nothing turned her off more than to have her big boob manhandled with extreme insensitivity.
"Ohhh baby, God that feels soooo good." She arches her back trying in desperation to get more of her hefty breasts into his eager young mouth. Her head drops back as a moan of forbidden ecstasy escapes her lips.
Amanda has never felt such a wonderful sensation. Such pure and simple love during sex, as opposed to wild, ungainly male lust, is an alien concept to her. She looks down, and sees her sweet Jimmy suckling to his heart's content on first one of her boobs, and then the other.
He is taking the time to pay equal attention to both. With carefully calculated deliberation, he works his tongue all over and around her deliciously fully erect nipples, one after the other. He then begins to shower the entirety of her tits with a gentle cascade of warm, tender kisses. He finishes up by literally showering his mommy's tits with dozens of long, slow licks of his enthusiastic tongue.
He lifts his head up and meets his mother's gaze. Something unspoken passes between them as she slips one hand around the back of his head, pushing his face down once more to her heavenly tits.
"I know you want more baby and so does Mommy. Now come on honey suck on them sweetheart," her whispered voice is rough with hungry passion. "Suck on your Mommy's boobies like there is no tomorrow."
Now that she has been properly warmed up, Amanda is ready to have the innocent love that has blossomed between them turn into pure lust. Forbidden lust that is-- the most powerful force known to man!!
With her gentle encouragement Jimmy begins to lose control. He starts to suck on her boobs like a ravenous dog, but yet somehow manages to maintain a sweet innocence that doesn't cross over the line for her.
Amanda curves her back, forcing her magnificent tits outward again and again, allowing Jimmy complete and total access. She soon finds herself flat on her back, with her young son literally attacking her tits with his hungry mouth. She rests her head back against the pillow, closing her eyes, as wave after wave of intense pleasure from his lips and tongue assaulting her sensitive nipples washes over her.
Forgetting about her earlier admonishment to him that he could, "only suck on them for a little bit", she whispers frantically to him, "Oh God, honey you . . . you can suck on Mommy's boobies all night if you want."
He had no intentions of stopping whatsoever. This is the single, most joyous experience of his young life. One that he wants to last forever.
Eventually, Amanda and Jimmy find themselves twisting and turning in all sorts of positions. She makes sure that not once during these many twist and turns does his mouth ever, ever, leave her boobs.
Their favorite position turns out to be when Amanda aggressively flips him over onto his back. She then stretched out over him letting her heavy tits flop down into his face. She playfully swayed back and forth--her tits dangling like two large, ripe melons right before his mouth. He raised his head, while opening his mouth wide, as he suckled on them to both to his heart's content.
Jimmy is slowly gaining confidence in his relentless attack upon his mother's boobs. Thus, much to her pleasant surprise, Amanda finds her son becoming a bit more aggressive himself, as he wraps his arms around her mid-section and proceeds to flip her over onto her back.
She landed with a soft grunt, smiling to herself, at her once shy son's new found aggression. She finds herself looking up at him as he stares down. His eyes were fixated on her heaving chest.
"God they are so big and beautiful" he manages to utter before he falls upon his mom's tits with a mad, insatiable lust. Kissing, licking, suckling on them without limitation-- without restraint—Jimmy is lost in that wicked world of insatiable lust.
On and on it goes with no sign of letting up. Whenever he raises his mouth from them, just for the briefest of moments to catch his breath, she will slip a hand around the back of his head forcing his him back down into all that divine tit flesh while imploring him not to stop.
"Please don't stop, baby. Pleeease. Come on suck on your mommy's boobies more please honey, pleeeasee," she literally begs for more and more.
And more and more is what she gets. He is in heaven sucking so eagerly on his mommy's boobs. And then yet another twist as they ended up on their sides facing one another. She pulled him in close, burying his face in between her massive boobs. He sucked on them with renewed abandon as his hands slip around to her backside and start to knead her ass.
All the while she urges him on and on. They lose track of time as nothing matters except that his hungry mouth should continue to make love to her breasts.
At some point, Amanda's hand slips down instinctively inside her son's boxers and wraps around his large, throbbing cock. "Oh God baby is that for Mommy?" she intones breathlessly as the sheer size of his cock takes her breath away. Her husband had been a bit on the small side, obviously not a trait passed on to Jimmy!!
"Yes Mommy . . . it's for you," he says panting with sheer uncontrollable lust. Then hoping she will be impressed adds, "I . . . I have been saving it for you all my life. You are the first to ever touch it."
"That is so sweet baby. Mommy is so proud of you saving it for me." In anticipation for what she is about to do she spits twice onto the palm of her hand and then works the wet saliva around with her tongue. Her hand slips back down inside his boxers to his smoking hot raging hardon.
She starts slowly, not wanting to make him come right away. Her hands glides up and down the nearly seven inches of his manhood making it his turn to moan.
Despite her best efforts to prolong things it did not take long. He is young and overheated already. A dozen or so strokes up and down, coupled with some encouragement whispered in his ear has him on the verge of exploding in his mother's hand.
"Come on baby . . . That's it . . . Your . . . such . . . a big boy now, cum for your Mommy . . . please baby."
He starts to say something in response when Amanda, suddenly inspired to make it a perfect ending, wraps her free hand around the back of his head and forces his face deep into the writhing cleavage of her tits. Any response he may have had is lost in all that glorious tit flesh of his mommy's.
The perfect ending comes just a few bare seconds later as his cock literally explodes in a geyser of cum. Amanda smiles to herself as she feels the warm, sticky cum drip onto her hand and wrist. "Hmm I think you can sleep peacefully now honey."
After she got him cleaned up they both settled back down under the covers. Almost by sheer instinctive. Jimmy finds his mouth slipping back down to her boobs once more. She begins stroking his hair as he suckled away sweetly and innocently, the previous untamed lust being replaced once more by gentle love.
Amanda laid her head back and closed her eyes, allowing her son to suck on her tits to his heart's content. It was like a fairy tale ending to the night. He actually fell asleep with one of her breasts stuffed in his mouth about the same time Amanda slipped off to sleep herself.
Jimmy slept quite soundly that night—like a deeply contented little boy-- next to his mommy while Amanda . . . not so much. The very naughty session of love and comfort she had just provided her son lit a fire inside of her that would soon grow out of control.
The next few days passed with neither mentioning that fateful night's sinful activities. Jimmy had determined that what happened would cause his mother to somehow think less of him. If he was not such a "baby" none of this would have happened.
Sadly, his inner doubts are getting the best of him as he believes that his mother is deeply scarred by what happened between them, but he could not have been more wrong. It is true that Amanda feels some sense of guilt for that night's lascivious activities, but it quickly passes once she notices how well Jimmy is now sleeping. If anything, she is disappointed that he has not sought the comforts of her bed since that night.
She thinks briefly of extending him another invitation to her bed just to see how far things might go, but decides to wait and see if his bad dreams reoccur and only then would she reconsider what to do. In the meantime, the fire inside of her continues to grow hotter and hotter.
But all good things must pass and so it was to be with Jimmy's peaceful nights of dreamless sleep. Once again, the night terrors rear their ugly head and begin to plague the poor boy.
He had somehow managed to stop masturbating at night while fantasying about his mother. Instead he tried to "play it straight", if you will, and just go to sleep normally. It was not working as the bad dreams started again about a week later. This does not go unnoticed by Amanda.
A frustrated Amanda decides it may be time to once more extend an invitation to her bed for some of her special "sleep therapy". She had noted the last few nights how Jimmy is either pacing in his room, not even trying to sleep, or sleeping the sleep of the damned. It is rather obvious he was being plagued by those God awful nightmares once again.
It was not a firm decision she came to, but only a maybe simply because she did not want to force anything. If she is to find her son in her bed once more, it would just have to naturally play out that way. Although, she concedes, maybe a little light flirting wouldn't hurt anything.
It's a lazy Tuesday afternoon when they pack up the car and head out to the park with a picnic basket. She decides to make sure she has his full attention so she wears a pair of tight cut off blue jean shorts and an equally tight, white tank top without a bra.
Jimmy spends the afternoon drooling over his mother's luscious body. The highlight comes when they decide to play catch with the Frisbee. His eyes track her as she chases down his purposefully errant throws.
He enjoys watching her jog gracefully in chasing down the Frisbee. More specifically, he loves the way her big tits bounce up and down within the tight confines of her white tank top as she pursues the flying disk.
Later, at home, they decide to grill some burgers out on the patio. Much to his disappointment though, when she went upstairs to change, she comes back down not wearing anything the least amount sexy, but instead just a plain old pair of jeans and an ill-fitting blouse.
Unknown to him, this is all part of a plan that is slowly forming inside Amanda's heart. She wants him to focus not on her physical beauty, but instead on what a good, loving, and sweet mother she is to him. For the time being, she will remove her over the top sexual allure from the equation and let it simmer just below the surface.
As the night wears on, and they consume a bit of wine along with the burgers, she playfully begins to flirt with him. A sly, subtle glance, a brief stroke of the hand on his arm, a light caress of her fingertips gently scrapping along his cheek, is all it takes to get Jimmy focusing once again on what might be.
Her non-sexy outfit works like a charm as Jimmy falls in love that night with his mother's sexy, warm personality which is fully on display, especially since, for once, it didn't have to compete with her voluptuous body. But just bubbling under the surface, thanks to the light and playful flirting that is going on between mother and son, his thoughts are never far from those twin treasures that lie under her blouse.
When it comes time to retire for the evening, Jimmy finds himself being led into his mother's bedroom. Not a word had to be spoken for this to happen. She wanted him to follow her and so he did.
Once inside, he strips down to his boxers and crawls into her bed while she disappears inside her bathroom. He nervously waits for her with his restless cock on full alert status.
When Amanda comes swaggering out of the bathroom they have come full circle in a manner of speaking. She has cleverly put on that same sexy lime green lace bra and matching panties that had so fired his imagination that first night they slept innocently together in her bed.
She strides across the room like a cat—cool, calculating, and just a bit cocky. She can feel his eyes on her body. Just like the other night she lights a dozen or so candles placing them strategically throughout the room. His eyes never leave the luscious curves of her body as she moves about lighting candle after candle.
Amanda senses her son's eyes upon her and takes her time lighting the candles, enjoying having his complete and undivided attention.
The candles all lit, the bedroom awash in dancing flickering shadows, she crawls into bed with her son. They nestle warmly together. Hot flames of desire quickly consume both of their hearts. Without even giving it any conscious thought Jimmy feels his face sliding naturally downwards into his mother's imposing cleavage.



She traps him between her tits by lacing her fingers tightly through his hair forcing his face deep into the lime green valley between her grand breasts. By this point, there is no stopping the pure sexual tension between the two of them that had been building like a wicked summer storm all day. Simply put, the divine opulence of his mother's prodigious breasts are much too irresistible for Jimmy's eager young mouth.
Despite his terrible hunger it begins slowly between them. He applies light butterfly kisses to the exposed skin in the deep valley between her tits. She responds by uttering quiet words of encouragement to the boy. To further inflame the fiery passion building between mother and son she carefully gathers his hands into her and guides them up to the land of milk and honey that are her fabulously large tits.
Jimmy tenderly kneads her breasts through the lacy material of her lime green bra as she lets out a gentle sigh knowing how this game ends. It does not take long before his boyish eagerness gets the better of him. His gentle butterfly kisses become more reckless and full of passion with each passing brush of his impatient lips over her silky smooth skin as the gentle caresses of his hands upon his mother's majestic tits soon turn to a desperate urgent pawing that borders on the frantic.
Time loses all meaning for both of them when Jimmy gets joyfully lost in the wondrous bounty that is his mom's breasts, but soon enough Amanda realizes she must act before it's too late. Jimmy, like a lost little puppy in heat that does know any better is humping away down there pushing his mighty erection against her thighs as he plays with her tits.
Amanda is forced to take control of the situation before an "accident" occurs. Following her instructions, Jimmy disappointingly tears his hands and mouth from her chest and crawls out of the bed. She slowly slinks over onto her back before carefully peeling the sheet off her body as Jimmy watches with rapt attention wondering just what she has in mind.
She stretches out on her back and looks over at him. "Take off your boxers Jimmy," she says in an amazingly calm voice that is both patient and motherly. She might as well been asking him to put his dishes in the sink.
The whole scene seems eerily surreal to Jimmy as he shyly pulls down his boxers. He notices how his mother is pointedly staring at his crotch as his hard cock springs fourth from the confines of his boxers.
She eyes his penis with a lustful, racing heart. "Wow honey it's so big and hard. Hmm . . . yeah, really hard," she whispers in a tone that contains no small amount of reverence for what she is so lustfully beholds. Feeling how big he was the other night was one thing, but now, seeing that stiff jutting prick in all its naked glory has Amanda panting like a school girl.
"Would you like to show Mommy just how big and hard you really are honey?" She purrs.
Jimmy's mind is reeling. He doesn't know what to do . . . not really, not for sure. His insecurities are getting the better of him. He stands there staring dumbly at her. He says nothing his eyes fixed on the soft rise and fall of his mother's chest.
She sees, once again, where his gaze is fixated. She decides firmly what might be the most perfect way to make him lose control. As much as she wants him to make love to her-- sweet, passionate, uninhabited love-- she decides the night is young and full of wild adventures yet to come. There will be time enough for making love, and fucking even, later on, but the first time will be all for him.
He finally makes a shy tentative move towards the bed while being painfully aware of his nakedness.
"That's it honey," she states peacefully as if she was reading his mind. "You have nothing to be ashamed of. Mommy has seen her little boy naked hundreds of times before you know."
He tentatively places one knee up on the bed. And then the other as she watches him.
Her voice is soft, sweet and suggestive. "Of course," she says eyeing his large rock hard cock. "You are not so little anymore. Hmm . . . No, not by a long shot."
She calmly instructs him to reach over to the nightstand and hand her the small jar of coconut oil that is sitting there.
As he passes the oil to her he curiously asks, "What do you use this for Mommy." He uses that magical, mystical word -- Mommy -- for the first time this night hoping it unlocks the same wonderful doors it did the other night.
"Oh I use it on my hair normally, but I just think . . ." She gapes at her son's penis and a simple mad desire to touch it, to play with it, once more overtakes her heart.
"Maybe," she twists off the cap and dips her hand into the oil, "You may enjoy a bit of coconut oil on your . . ." She pauses smiling at him mischievously as she works the slippery oil into her hands.
"On my what, Mommy?" he asks innocently, but all the while suspects exactly where she wants to apply the oil. His cock twitches to new heights of hardness with this thought.
"Here raise up, let me show you." She helps him up onto his knees as she faces him.
She reaches down and finds his erect penis and begins to run her hands all over it. "Hmm does that feel good sweetie."
"Oh God yes Mommy." He says as his hands boldly fly up to her chest and start kneading her tits through the lacy material of her bra.
She moves her lips towards him whispering, "Mommy is so proud of her bold little baby letting me play with his cock while he bravely plays with her boobies."
Any response he might have had is lost when their lips come crashing together. Their tongues slither in and out of each other's mouths, while her hands are working a bit of magic down below making his cock quiver with renewed hardness as she strokes it faster and then slower.
Meanwhile, his inexperienced hands have slipped around to the back of her bra and are engaged in a desperate struggle to undo the three clasps that hold her bra shut tight.
She stops stroking him-- sensing his rising frustration-- as his poor hands are obviously engaged in a losing battle in trying to unhook her bra. She reaches back and is about to undo her bra for him when a sudden thought makes her change her mind.
Instead of quickly undoing her bra for him, she instead pushes his hands away and reclines onto her back. She looks up at him with a wry expression on her divine face. A single strand of her gorgeous golden brown hair has fallen into her face.
"Forget about undoing your Mommy's bra and crawl on top of me honey," she tells him with a voice dipped in honey.
His heart racing a mile a minute he does as she suggests and straddles her.
With a knowing smile that her son will absolutely adore what she is about to suggest she uses her hands to carefully push her grandiose tits together.
"Now sweetie, Mommy wants you to slide that big . . . hard . . . cock of yours up and in between her boobies OK baby. Can you do that for me huh?"
Amanda watches her son. Like a little boy learning to tie his shoe laces for the first time, he is doing every step of the process carefully and with intense concentration.
Deliberately, Jimmy maneuvers himself into the perfect position in order to do exactly as she told him to do.
Amanda prays she has made the right decision to leave her bra on for this opening act of the night's sexual activities. Her reasoning is twofold. First, she thinks it's only fitting that she leave it on since it was this same lime green bra she was wearing the night they first sleep together so innocently. She imagines in her mind that her son has been dreaming of her in this same lime green bra ever since.
And second, and just as importantly, she imagines Jimmy may have a bit of a bra fetish. She envisions this to be true as, after all, she is his mother and who knows him so well as her. Besides, as a young boy he would always staring wide eyed with wonder at her whenever, which was often, she stripped down to her bra and panties in front of him.
Now that he was mature she can't conceive his fetish for seeing her in a bra has done anything but become more powerful. Regardless, the moment of truth is here: she will find out just how excited he is to shove that big hard cock of his up and in between her tits.
Per his mother's whispered instructions, he scoots forward until his hardness rests directly in between her imposing breasts. Jimmy looks down, imagining his cock has died and went to heaven as it's nestled in between the silky softness of her breasts.
What happens next comes natural for him. Without any further instructions Jimmy slowly begins to pump his hips forward as his mother uses her hands to push on both sides of her breasts, trapping his cock inside a beautiful tunnel of silky soft bra clad tit flesh. The feeling of his cock against the lacy material of her lime green bra is simply awesome.
Jimmy starts to thrust his cock harder with his mother's encouragement. "Go on, baby, make love to your Mommy's tits. Show her how much you truly love them."
Her whispered loving words of encouragement only fuels his wicked yearning. He pumps harder feeling the orgasm already growing inside of him. It's like a runway freight train picking up speed. His big oiled cock slides easily up and down inside the deep canyon of her breasts.
Up and down. Up and down. Up and down. Faster, then slower. Over and over again. In less than a minute, he is fucking his mommy's tits like a mad man as her words of depraved encouragement turn him into a titty fucking monster.
"Go on baby. That's it. Fuck your mommy's big tits. Harder honey, please, baby, harder for Mommy."
He is starts to grunt and groan now with every eager lunge of his cock up and in between those delicious twin mountaintops. Things turns serious when she begins to beg him.
"Mommy wants you to cum all over her pretty bra baby boy. Please, pumpkin fuck em harder." Amanda pushes her boobs up and squeezes her hands together tighter trapping his large aching cock ever deeper in the snug depths of her tits.
Her pleas grow even more drastic and depraved. "Baby harder. Fuck your Mommy's tits harder. Please, sweetheart."
Trying to impress his mother with his manhood Jimmy gives it his all. He pulls back resting briefly, collecting his energy, steeling his nerves, and then plunges forth with reckless abandon into the task at hand.
He starts fucking her tits so hard the whole bed begins to shake making Amanda moan with supreme satisfaction that he is losing control.
"Oh God, Jimmy you are doing so good fucking my big boobs. Honey . . . Yeah that's it . . . Cum all over my tits baby boy. C'mon for Mommy."
Jimmy bites his lip hard, trying desperately to slow the insatiable lust building inside of him. It's fruitless. Despite all his best efforts, he probably stands a better chance of stopping his heart from beating than he does of preventing the unstoppable feeling that is building inside his loins.
To stop such a powerful force of nature as an overheated young man's impending climax is forlorn: any attempts to do so are simply futile at best and silly at worse. Between his mother's begging and pleading for him to fuck her tits harder and then cum all over them, and the intense pleasurable feeling of having his aching hard cock cocooned by his mother's big, squishy breasts leaves him unable to delay what must come next.
The inevitable happens. Control is something he is yet to learn so all it takes is for yet another hard stab or two before the head of his cock explodes in a veritable fountain of cum. The muscles in his arms give way as he collapses onto his mother. She holds him tight in her arms as he is shaking, even crying maybe, as the intensity of his orgasm overwhelms him.
She holds him for a long moment in her arms stroking his hair as he trembles against her. Finally, he rolls off of her onto his back.
Amanda looks down and sees the mess he has made on her chest and bra and a sudden playful mood overtakes her. "Hmm bad little boy you made a mess on Mommy's bra," she teases her son. "I better go get a wash cloth and clean your damn mess up."
She jumps up off the bed and stalks across the room, ignoring his pathetic cries of "Mommy did I really do something wrong."
She disappears inside the bathroom after slamming the door hard enough to get his attention. He is left panting on the bed with spent desire wondering maybe if she really is mad. She hardly ever swears, or slams doors, so maybe that is a clue he was not supposed to cum. Not so soon anyway. Or maybe not on her bra. Maybe he ruined it? He is dazed and confused from the night's events where almost anything could seem possible.
Inside the bathroom, Amanda looks at her son's cum, half of which is on her bare skin above her bra, while the other half has made a nice little stain on the bra itself. She smiles to herself. Things are going perfectly.
Act I of tonight's play is complete. She will take some time in the bathroom allowing her son to recoup his energy for Act II while wondering if she really is upset.
Of course, she is really not mad, but he doesn't need to know this. I will have him eating out of my hand and simply begging to do anything to get back in my good graces when I come out of the bathroom still looking upset, she thinks.
Plans of utter depravity swirl in her mind. With a cunning smirk, she reaches around to undo her bra pondering just what she will wear next. She has a new purple corset that really shows off her tits making them look huge. She thinks Jimmy will like that combined with a pair of black stockings and a pair of 5 inch spike heels.
Humming a playful tune she pulls open the bottom drawer of the bathroom cabinet where she had secretly stored her heels and corset away earlier this afternoon . . . just in case.
She wonders what his reaction might be when he fully realizes what is in store for him during Act II of tonight's adventure. Her heart races at a thunderous pace when she thinks of it -- of what must cum next for them.
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Poor Amanda. All dressed up and no place to go. She emerges from the bathroom ready for Act II of their night of sexual high jinx dressed in a purple corset that shows off her tremendous tits to the Nth degree.
She also stuck with her decision to wear the black stockings along with a pair of slutty 5 inch spike heels. Before she emerges from the bathroom she checks herself in the mirror and pronounces you are one hot Mommy Ms. Amanda.
But alas much to her chagrin she would be coming on stage without an audience to entertain in her slutty little outfit. Left alone after she disappears into the bathroom Jimmy becomes worried that he really did do something wrong. These worries, along with a fair amount of guilt from the sexual experiences he just enjoyed with his mom, causes him to flee her room.
Amanda finds the bedroom empty except for a small piece of white stationery that he left on the bed. She crosses the room, picks up the piece of paper and reads it.
Mom:
Sorry for my mess. I guess I got carried away. Anyways I think I can sleep now so I went back to my room. See you in the morning.
Love,
Jimmy
The note is simple and to the point and so is her reaction. Amanda crumbles up the piece of stationery and lets it fly across the room. She is angry at herself for that teasing little comment that had apparently caused him to bolt from her bedroom.
But maybe more than angry, she is deeply disappointed that she is not going to get her son's big, young 18 year old cock of his into her pussy tonight. Bottom line - there would be no Act II. Not tonight anyway.
Things get no better the next morning. Jimmy is quiet during breakfast while Amanda, now sober and nursing a vicious hangover, feels a fair amount of guilt for seducing her son the previous night. But the guilt is nothing compared to the distress she feels at him for abandoning her.
Her response is actually a bit immature. Instead of taking her son by the hand and talking things out, she responds by being equally quiet with him and maybe just a little bit cold. This sadly only drives Jimmy further to the conclusion that he did something wrong last night.
Now, unfortunately, there is a current of tension between mother and son because of their wicked night of sexual adventures. Even more regrettable, the tension does not ease with time, but, instead, only grows more acute.
Amanda responds to the strain in their relationship by becoming extremely conservative around him in both manners and dress. No more flirting, no more prancing around the house showing off her hot body in sexy string bikinis, no more cuddling sessions in front of the television, but most disappointingly of all is how Jimmy seemed not to notice. Or perhaps even worse- not to care.
He appears, in her mind's eye, cold and distant. Yes, they are still polite to each other sure enough, but beyond that . . . nothing. As for Jimmy's little sleeping problem? It is all but cured.
He sleeps like a baby provided he does one thing before falling to sleep. He tries to fight what he needs to do to relax and get a peaceful night's sleep, but the night terrors from the war return in full force if does not succumb to the guilty pleasure that bedevils him.
It takes him less than a week to realize the solution which in the end turns out to be rather simple. He remembers fondly, very fondly, the love and comfort she provided him that night thus causing him to get a tremendous erection. From there the rest is simple. He whacks off dreaming about "Mommy". Then, and only then, is he able to slip off to sleep peacefully.
If only he had known of just what was happening down the hallway in his mother's bedroom things, both naughty and beautiful in nature, might have happened sooner. But what Jimmy did not know, what he had no way of knowing, what he would have never suspected in a million years, was happening down the hallway every night in his mom's bedroom.
Amanda was also masturbating herself to sleep every night using a large flesh colored 8 inch dildo to simulate her son's equally large cock. Her dreams of being with Jimmy bounced between soft and sugary, shameless and sensual, then back. She still secretly harbored the idea that she would be the one to take his virginity. It was an idea that had taken hold of her heart and would simply not let go.
Although both would have been loath to admit it out loud, especially Jimmy, beneath the icy coldness that had developed between mother and son ran a red hot current of sexual tension that was fueled every night by their mutual, but separate and lonely, masturbating sessions about each other.
The budding sexual tension between them would only need a spark to explode into a red hot fury of reckless and immoral sexual passion or, if things turned bad, a level of sexual frustration for the two of them that would lead to self-loathing and guilt driven hatred.
Finally, that spark was provided in the form of a pretty young girl named Vicky. She was 16 years old and lived across the street. Jimmy had been dating her for a few weeks now much to Amanda's extreme displeasure.
But it was more than simple displeasure that drove Amanda to her decision to melt the icy tension between mother and son. It was pure and simple jealousy. She loved Jimmy deeply, fervently even, and until now, never knew how very possessive over him she might be. Vicky brought that possessiveness and jealousy up to a fever pitch.
The only good thing about Jimmy dating Vicky, as opposed to some other pretty young girl, is Amanda was sure she had a bit of time if she still wanted to fulfill her dream of being the one to take her son's virginity.
Vicky's parents were strict. Vicky was raised to be a "good girl" and indeed that is what she was. Jimmy, of course, is still naive about sex himself so she had no worries he was going to push her into going all the way anytime soon.
But just to be safe, Amanda went out of her way to explain to Jimmy since he was nineteen now and she was only 16 that if he did go to bed with her he could be charged with statutory rape even if Vicky was willing. Amanda presumed if Vicky's parents found out that Jimmy had sexual relations with their daughter that would be the case.
What happened next Amanda told herself she only did to protect Jimmy from making a move too quickly on the beautiful young Vicky and finding himself either with a broken heart by being rejected, or in a whole heap of legal trouble if her parents found out.
Amanda, soon after Jimmy and Vicky started dating, embarks on a campaign to seduce her son. It was a simple campaign of sorts. She, just as in year's past, proceeds to show off her tremendous body once more to him in a wide variety of daring and sexy outfits. She jumps at every chance to be so very, very nice to him while flirting outrageously.
The showing off, the flirting causes Jimmy's late night masturbating sessions to become extremely intense. He finally is forced to admit that his fondest wish is to turn fantasy into reality. But this is partially offset for the very strong feelings he has towards Vicky.
Time passes. Jimmy continues to go on dates with Vicky as Amanda's jealousy grows. Jimmy's lustful sexual cravings for his mom swells, especially as Vicky is not hinting she has any desire to give up the almighty pussy. Things are about to explode.
It's Vicky's 17th birthday. Her parents have graciously allowed her to celebrate by going to an all ages dance club with Jimmy as her date and Amanda as their escort for the evening.
Amanda assures Vicky's mom, who she has a nodding acquaintance with that she will watch over the "kids" and make sure they do not get into any trouble. To further reassure her, Amanda informs Vicky's mom that her good friend Misty is the club manager and that the club is above board and not some sleazy joint that caters to the delinquency of minors. All they would be doing at the club is dancing while drinking nothing stronger than club soda.
The plan is to meet at the club around 8pm. Vicky is getting dropped off by her parents after they have a dinner of their own to celebrate her birthday.
Amanda went out of her way to assure Vicky's mom that she would watch over the kids and not let them get into any sort of trouble; however, trouble was exactly what Amanda was hoping for. Vicky, she suspected, was not as innocent as she appeared.
She further imagined that when her son's girlfriend shows up at the club she will be wearing something rather enticing to show off her young, rapidly developing body. It would not surprise Amanda one bit if upon being let out of her cage for the evening, young Ms. Vicky becomes quite the flirt with practically all the boys at the club, except, hopefully, Jimmy.
This would play out perfectly into Amanda's hands as the quite sensitive Jimmy would be deeply hurt by seeing his girlfriend flirting with other guys. Fortunately for him he would have his beautiful mom at hand to ease his jealous heart. At least this was what Amanda envisioned for the coming evening.
With this prospect firmly in mind, Amanda goes all out in getting ready for the big night. She spends an hour doing the lovely tresses of her dark brown hair up just perfectly, while also taking the time to apply her make up with equally meticulous care.
Her choice of an outfit border on making her look like a high priced call girl. One that was hanging out trolling for clients in a high class bar. Amanda dresses in her sluttiest little mini skirt.
It is both short and tight in the extreme. To complement her outfit, she added an extra snug white blouse that she casually left the top three buttons undone making it abundantly clear she was not wearing a bra underneath.
She looks in the mirror for one final appraisal. She smiles. The cleavage she is exposing under her new blouse is nothing short of devastating. Surely poor Jimmy will find it hard, very hard, to keep his eyes off his mother's tits, she muses to herself as she heads out of the bathroom.
Jimmy feels he is the luckiest guy at the club as he is in the company of two extremely attractive ladies both dressed to kill. Vicky had pulled the age old trick of swapping outfits in the bathroom. The conservative jeans and sweater she wore to dinner with her parents had been replaced at the club by a tight mini skirt and a cute little crop top.
Jimmy, for his part, is dressed somewhat casual wearing a nice powder blue dress shirt along with a pair of new Levi's. Both his mother and Vicky comment on how handsome he looks, but on a somewhat ominous note maybe, Jimmy felt the compliment from his mother was the only sincere one of the two.
It was Amanda's idea to have the three of them dance together just after getting settled into a booth at the club. Jimmy, escorted by his mom and girlfriend, dances to the fast paced music as best he can. He is not much of a dancer, a fact that his mom does not seem to mind, but unfortunately the same cannot be said for his girlfriend.
Vicky, shortly after the song starts, makes a couple teasing comments about Jimmy's lack of rhythm and soon disappears into the myriad of gyrating bodies on the dance floor.
Amanda seizes the moment and is determined not to lose a second in reassuring her son. She is not going anywhere! Boldly, she reaches out and snatches both of his hands in hers as they dance. Jimmy smiles at his mom, warmed by this clinging gesture.
His heart is warmed even more when she leans in close to him and whispers, "Don't worry hon, I'm not going anywhere . . . unlike that stupid little girlfriend of yours."
As the fast dance progresses Jimmy finds it extremely difficult to keep his eyes off his mom's big bouncing boobs trapped inside the tight confines of her exceptionally tight fitting blouse as she happily bounded around the dance floor still holding onto his hands tight.
The throbbing, pulsating music, the flickering multi- colored lights, all add to the memorizing effect of watching his gorgeous mom shake and sensuously writhe her body to the lively pounding music.
When the music decelerates from fast to slow Amanda immediately takes control of the situation not letting her son escape. She gathers him into her arms as the lights dim and the music turns soft and romantic.
They dance, embracing each other tight in silence, as Amanda rests her arms on his shoulders. In her six inch high heels she towers over Jimmy much to his delight as it gives him a lovely view of those delectable big tits of hers.
She plays with his hair as they dance, twisting it this way and that way sending tiny chills up and down his spine. Her arms coil around him tight drawing him into a tight embrace before she lowers her mouth to his ear, "I missed this so much. Being close to you like this."
"Yeah me too," he responds happily. But alas, it's a fleeting happiness marred by the fact he is distracted by the disappearance of his girlfriend.
Amanda spots her first and immediately senses victory is within her grasp. She makes a quick decision to show her son just what his girlfriend really thinks of him even though doing so will hurt his feelings.
After all I will be here to sooth any hurt feelings she muses with an inner smile thrilled that things thus far are going perfect.
"You are a handsome young man in your own right so don't worry about that." She nods her chin across the dance floor and over to the right. Vicky is wrapped in the arms of a tall muscular looking guy with movie star good looks. They are leaning against the wall in a semi dark corner and seem rather chummy.
"Right Mom I have nothing to worry about compared to him. He is a hunk and I might as well be a little kid in comparison."
Amanda nestles her mouth in close to his ear, her heart beating rapidly as this was her grand opening. "There are advantages to being a little kid you know."
"Really . . . such as?"
"For one thing, little kids get cuddled and kissed by their mommies. That is not so bad huh?" she purrs to him quietly before moving her lips down to his.
On the dark dance floor their lips find each other. They kiss- slow and easy- both remembering that fateful night when she provided him with so much love and comfort. Over and over again they exchange loving kisses during the balance of the song.
Short, sweet, shy kisses, as they both seem to be testing the waters. They dare not let their kisses linger for fear of what might happen right there on the dance floor.
The pleasing little kisses, along with the sensation of his Mom's big, soft pillowy breasts pushing against his chest causes Jimmy to become stiff down there. He tries to back away hoping his mother does not notice, but she reels him back closer still crushing him against her.
Finally the song comes to an end and he tells her he has to go to the bathroom. Really it was just an excuse for him to relax . . . down there. Amanda understands as much and is secretly delighted.
As he crosses the club on his return trip from the bathroom, Jimmy still harbors hope that Vicky will be back at the booth waiting for him with his mom. This hope is promptly dashed on the hard rocks of reality though as he spies her across the dance floor sitting with Mr. Hunk and a couple of his friends at another booth. She seems to be the center of attention.
He takes a couple steps towards the booth as jealous anger fills his young heart. He is not sure of what he will do or say, but he feels he must make a statement of some sort.
Fortunately, before he can reach the booth his mother swoops in out of the semi- darkness and saves him. She grips his arm firmly and, despite his protests, steers him away from Vicky.
"Trust me hon, that would not have ended well," she hisses in his ear. Secretly, he is relieved as deep down inside he understands his mom is most likely spot on correct in her assessment of the situation.
The two of them slide back into the booth together with Jimmy pouting a bit. Amanda quickly seizes on his hurt feelings and whispers quiet terms of endearment in his ear until that hurt little pouty look on his face disappears replaced by a smile.
"Forget about her hon, you have me," she says tussling his hair playfully before she adds with a wink, "All of me if you want."
Jimmy sigh deeply and allows her to snuggle next to him. His heart is filled with joy from his mom's gentle musings of love, but maybe more importantly from those big, bra-less tits so proudly on display under her tight blouse. His eyes kept flickering to them helplessly.
The next time a slow song plays, Amanda quickly drags a reluctant Jimmy to the dance floor. His reluctance fades away fast though when he finds her snug in his arms.
As they sway to the music he detects with a note of disappointment something that surprises him-his mom has discreetly buttoned up her blouse almost to the top. Sadly, it appears her mood to show off has passed.
His curiosity piqued he decides to ask why she is suddenly being so shy. "Mom I . . . ahh, noticed you are not like . . . showing off so much anymore." He flicks his fingers across the extra three buttons that are now securely fastened so she would understand exactly what he is talking about.
"Are you disappointed?" she answers relieved that he both notices and has the courage to ask about it her newly buttoned up blouse. It is all part of her grand scheme of seduction.
Jimmie knows his mother wants him to say yes, but his mood is playful and curious, mainly due to the determination he feels not to let that little vamp Vicky ruin his night. He decides to tease her a bit curious as to what her response might be.
"No not at all. Just curious that is all as to why all of a sudden you seem so shy."
She gives him a pensive look before responding, "Well you are telling half the truth anyway. I believe you are curious that much is true, but I can't believe you aren't at least a little disappointed to see your mom's blouse buttoned all the way to the top."
"OK, yes, maybe I am. So what!" He again flicks at the buttons as they circle the dance floor holding each other close on the crowded dance floor. "So tell me why did you button them up?"
She draws him in even closer, saying nothing, instead letting him wonder if she will answer. Finally, she decides to tell him a little something that might bring them closer to the truth, if only he takes the bait.
"Well I presumed you really were not paying much attention anyway. You were too busy trying to keep an eye on your pretty little girl friend. I mean I just figured . . ."
She looks away while letting her voice trial off away feigning sadness.
He takes the bait and demands quietly for her to finish her thoughts.
Now it is Amanda's turn to sigh deeply before finishing her thought praying that it has the desired effect on him. "You were so focused with your attentions on that cute little ass of Vicky's in her tight little mini skirt that your Mom showing off her big tits did not interest you so much anymore and besides . . . I probably look foolish."
Just hearing his mom say those two simple words - big tits - sends chills racing up and down his spine.
Amanda's sad smile fades to a deep frown as she continues to make her confession. "I mean I am not so young anymore and my breasts are getting old and flabby, just like the rest of me. So why bother to show them off?"
Jimmy would have thought she was teasing if not for the seriously sad expression on her face. In fact, she looked to be nearly in tears as the slow song ends. A second slow dance number starts up enabling them to continue their conversation without interruption.



Fresh determination fills his heart. He understands he needs to make her believe that she still, even at the age of forty, has an absolutely great set of tits. They have always been her pride of joy and for her to think otherwise will only make her feel old and depressed.
"You should show them off because, honestly Mom, they are still nice." He wishes he could say something more, maybe something a bit more clever, but among the crowd on the dance floor his clever thoughts do not come easily.
"What is nice hon?" She knew perfectly well what he is talking about, but wanted to hear him say it out loud.
Jimmy presumes as much and plays along wanting to soothe her fragile ego. "Your tits. They are nice Mother. Really nice." His comment sends her ego soaring as she notices how he very much put extra emphasis on the word really.
Then he remembers that night of delectable pleasure between them and how she melted over his sweet little innocent boy act and so he quickly adds for her benefit, "At least your little boy really thinks so."
"Well if you think they are so nice, maybe Mommy's little boy should grow up and be a man, and . . ." she announces sternly as she pulls back from him.
"And what mother?" he replies a bit taken back at her abrupt change of mood. Apparently the little boy act won't work tonight on her he thinks to himself.
Amanda took his hands into hers and looks at him earnestly so he will have no doubt she is not playing. "And do something about it."
She presses his fingers against the buttons of her blouse. "You wanna show your mom how nice you still think her tits are then be a man and undo her buttons."
She kisses his fingers and then looks at him with fevered anticipation. Although the dance floor is crowded with swaying couples they might have well been the only two people on the whole floor so totally focused they are on each other.
Jimmie senses his mother is trying to seduce him right here on the dance floor!! And in front of his girlfriend no less as he spots Vicky sitting in a nearby booth staring at him. It seems as they circled the floor somehow fate has brought them around to the edge of the floor close to the booth where Vicky is sitting all alone.
Maybe her hunky new boyfriend has already ditched her. Maybe I still have a shot, Jimmy thinks to himself as their eyes briefly lock before Vicky gives him a bemused smile and then looks away.
It was almost like she found the whole thing amusing, Jimmy thinks with a gloomy heart. He turns his attention back to his mother. She stares down at him looking achingly beautiful. She expectantly bats her silky eyelashes over her large doe eyes. She is waiting to see what he will do next.
His eyes slip down to her curvaceous figure. There is nothing at all supple about her voluptuous body. His eyes become hopelessly stuck on her massive chest. Lost in the beauty of those majestic hills his heartache begins to fade to nothing.
Even with her blouse buttoned up completely it's still an exceedingly enticing sight- those regal breasts straining against the tight confines of her white blouse—that completely captivates him. He feels his heartache begin to fade to nothing.
If they had been alone he most certainly would not have possessed the willpower to resist such an invitation. But they were in public for one, and for another, he still harbored illusions that his heart belonged to Vicky.
He reluctantly tears his eyes off his mother's chest and chanced another look over at Vicky's booth just as they are circling the dance floor close by once more. She is still there, still alone, still smug as hell based on the smirking, bitchy look she gives him.
Amanda senses her son's conflict. "Honey you think about it while we dance. If you . . ." She uses one hand to gently turn his face away from the smirking Vicky and back toward her. "Turn me down now for her I will be deeply hurt, but I will understand. At the very least don't leave me before this song is over. Ok?"
"Sure Mom." Jimmy answers distracted by Vicky's nearby presence. Amanda, noticing how her son's attentions are being diverted from her to that young little bitch over in the nearby booth, feels her jealousy kick into high gear.
She moves closer to him, wrapping her arms snug around his waist while suggestively pressing her mammoth tits against his chest. These were her secret weapons and she would use them to her full advantage on her son if push comes to shove which apparently it had.
Vicky was teasing him for no apparent reason other than she can. It would be up to the mother bear to make sure her teasing did negligible harm to his sensitive heart and to achieve this she was prepared to do anything.
They sway to the beat of the music, her arms tightly locked around his neck, his arms tucked cozily around her waist. Jimmy tries frantically not to think of those—big—squishy—tits pushed tantalizingly tight up against his chest.
Finally Amanda breaks the silence and directs his attention back over to the booth where Vicky is sitting as it once more comes into view between the moving bodies on the dance floor. She is no longer alone Amanda sees with smug satisfaction. Mr. Hunk is back and is showering a giggling Vicky with kisses causing Jimmy to feel sad and foolish.
"Honey, forget about her. Concentrate on me. On us. Think about what I suggested you do earlier. I know you want to . . . I can feel it in the way you look at me. Tell me I am wrong?" She looks at him earnestly as the song ends with a hopeful look on her gorgeous face.
"Yes, you are right, but Mom we are not alone and Vicky being here and all I can't. Maybe if we were alone."
They break their embrace and head off the dance floor as the music becomes loud and obnoxious playing some top forty hip hop song that he cannot stand. He starts towards their booth feeling hurt and confused.
Amanda, sensing the moment of truth has arrived, grabs his hand as they move off the dance floor. "Jimmy look over there." She points across the dance floor, "See those stairs, next to the bar?"
He looks and spots a dark stairwell off to the side of the bar. "Go there and wait for me. I will only be a moment."
He tries to protest; tries to ask why, but she cuts him short and simply states, "trust me."
So he goes to the stairs and impatiently waits while she disappears somewhere in the crowd. There is a small chain barring the stairs with a sign hanging down that read "No Admittance".
Jimmy muses how that sign is a perfect metaphor for his relationship with Vicky. She should hang it around that tight little mini skirt she is wearing. Of course, the no admittance sign apparently is only for my benefit and not Mr. Hunk's, Jimmy thinks sourly as he stands there fidgeting while waiting for his mother to return.
Thankfully, it was not long before Amanda returns. She is flashing a mischievous smile along with a single key.
"What is the key for?" Jimmy asks doubtfully.
"Remember my friend Misty. The one that is the manager here."
"Yeah."
"This is the key to her office at the top of the stairs," Amanda responds happily as she turns to carefully unlatch the chain that barred the entryway to the stairs.
Before they head up the stairs she twists back to him and adds with an impish grin, "You said something about 'maybe if we were alone', well so we shall."
She holds the chain back and he follows her up the stairs his heart thudding inside his chest.
Going up the stairs behind her he found it useless, entirely useless, to even try to keep his eyes off his mother's slightly plump, rounded ass in her short little mini skirt.
Somewhere in the deep recesses of his mind, Jimmy understands, even if at this point he is unwilling to admit such a thing, once they are alone their smoldering passion for one another will become a virtual tidal wave washing away any inhibitions mother and son might have in fulfilling their deepest, darkest sexual cravings for one another. Or so he hopes.
Amanda turns the key pushing open the wooden office door with Jimmy panting close by her like an expectant puppy dog. The office is dark. She turns on a small lamp by the large desk that dominates the interior of the sparsely furnished office.
Jimmy takes a quick glance around. A battered old leather chair sits behind the desk; a couple of old dingy filing cabinets lean haphazardly against an unpainted wall; a pile of boxes with what appears to be various old bar glasses stuffed inside are piled against the opposite wall.
He sighs after hearing the audible click of the office door being locked. In the stillness of the office the thrum of the music down below is like a faraway heartbeat.
His mind wanders for a moment as his eyes finish sweeping the interior of the office. It is a metaphor for his life- the only thing attractive in it is his mother.
He turns his attention to her. She is leaning back against the desk, her pouting lips curl into a bewitching smile. She flashes her pearl white teeth as she shakes the tumbles of her russet-brown hair. She looks sexy, seductive and maybe even a little bit dangerous.
Her words are definitely dangerous. "Well son you have your mother alone. What now?"
Jimmy decides to play shy, although it really was not much of an act as it's simply not in his nature to be overly aggressive. "I don't know Mom. You dragged me up here. What is on your mind?"
"Honestly son, it is not so much what is on my mind but what is in my heart."
"Which is?"
"I don't know. Jealousy maybe. Hurt most definitely."
"Why? Did I . . ." He crosses the room to stand before her. "Did I hurt you somehow?"
"Maybe, look hon, the truth is . . ." She looks away and then down with that sad expression once more crossing her face. "I'm jealous of your little girlfriend's youth and beauty. I see the way you look at her."
Jimmy notices the hitch in his mom's voice. He knows this is often a prelude to tears. He takes her hands into his once more.
"What else? I think there is more. Tell me."
Amanda takes a deep breath, stares her son deep in the eyes and rushes forward with her confession before she loses her nerve. "I remember that look. How you used to look at me before that night we spent together. It feels like I have aged a lifetime in the year since. I feel old and washed up." She frowns as a deep sadness fills her eyes.
"Mother you are no such thing." He touches her cheek delicately, "You are still beautiful." He leans forward and gives a soft kiss on the cheek.
"Thank you sweetheart. You are too kind, but it's not my face I most worry about. It's my body. I have been a bit depressed since that night and stopped working out. I mean my ass is getting bigger, my thighs are thicker, but most of all I worry about my . . ." Too embarrassed to continue her voice trails off to nothing.
Jimmy notices how she is blinking her pretty eyes rapidly and now understands with little doubt she is on the verge of tears. He is determined to stroke her damaged ego so he nosedives recklessly into a confession of his own.
"Oh God, Mom you still have a nice ass. I noticed it coming up the stairs." He grins at her broadly hoping this will put her at ease before he looks down at her thighs.
He slowly reaches down letting her hands slip from his. He places a hand on each of her thighs. He begins to rub each thigh in small circles starting from just above her knees right up to the edge of her short skirt. Her thighs are firm and muscular causing him to doubt that she has stopped working out.
He turns on the charm full blast now and hits her with what he considers his most winning smile as he whispers, "Mom, these are not so bad. I think you still may be working out though."
"Well maybe a little." She responds sheepishly before reaching down and placing her hands over his. "Honestly it's not really my butt or my thighs that have me worried the most. It's my . . ." She stops and regards him with a winsome look. He understands she is waiting for him to ask her to go on. Of course he obliges her.
"It's your what Mom? What are you so worried about?" He asks just as Amanda gathers his hands in hers and lifts them up off her thighs.
She takes a deep breath as she screws up the courage to finish what she has started by inviting him up to her friend's private office.
"It's my breasts that worry me most honey. They are beginning to . . . well sag a bit I guess now that I stopped doing my exercises religiously at the gym. I am afraid they are not as firm as they once were. You do remember, right baby? That your mother's tits were rather nice and firm at one time?"
Both mother and son remember fondly that night nearly a year ago of wondrous pleasures they enjoyed in each other's arms. Together, they have a sense that are on the edge of taking what happened that night one step further.
"I do remember that night Mom," he told her plainly. He is unsure of what else to say at the moment. His attentions are riveted on his mother's heaving chest as she leaned back against the desk while she seductively thrusts her big tits out at him for all their worth.
She held his hands firm right up in front of the divine grandeur that are his mother's stately and awe inspiring breasts. Again, he discerns how her massive tits seem to be begging to be let loose from the pretty white blouse that contained their overwhelming beauty and size.
Amanda throws out a line that she hopes will finally force her young son to commit one way or the other as they stand there eyeballing one another with restless hearts.
"I just don't think they look so very nice anymore honey." She manages to make her voice sound both sincere and grave all at once. There is no acting involved now. She is worried more than a little about what the ravages of time are doing, or may do, to her once mighty and proud breasts.
He decides to call what he perceives to be her bluff for he doubted she really feels that way.
If so, why had she worn such a tight blouse tonight? Why had she so nonchalantly left the top three button undone? There are the foremost questions in his mind at the moment. The answer was she wanted to show off of course because, despite her words of worry, she is still proud of her imposing boobs.
"I don't think you really believe that yourself Mom. Now come on admit it. You don't believe that!!" He tells her all this with a quiet offhanded laugh trying to lighten the mood just a bit. It only made things worse.
"Laugh all you want young man. But that is the way I feel and if you don't want to convince me otherwise. . ." Her jade green eyes flash with fiery anger. She pulls away from him and starts to storm across the room.
He reaches out just managing to snag her arm as she passes him. "Mom wait . . ." She pauses, giving him one last chance at redemption.
He speaks calmly and to the point. "Then tell me why did you wear such a tight fitting blouse and leave so many unbuttons undone if . . ." He hesitates, unsure of he should really speak his mind.
She stands there and scrutinizes him for a brief moment before she makes her demand. She is sure he had more to say.
"If what sweetheart?" Her voice is mellow and dripping with sugar. The storm has passed from her beautiful eyes and has been replaced with - hope.
He understands, although the sound of her voice is smooth and mellow, it still held the undertone of a demand that should be heeded. 'If what sweetheart' is not a question to be maybe answered, but a demand that needs to be answered.
His heart racing he finds the courage to finish his thought. "If you didn't want to show off those big, beautiful tits of yours Mom."
Her face lights up like a 1000 megawatt bulb. She turns on her heel and heads back to the desk. She once again leans back against the old desk while arching her back forcing those giant bra-less tits to press so invitingly up against her ivory blouse.
"Your kind words warm my soul sweetheart so I shall reward you with the truth."
Their hands find each other as the moment of absolute truth is finally upon them.
"I was just being silly. I guess trying to compete with Vicky for your attentions tonight. I mean at first when I got dressed tonight I choose something rather conservative. And then my jealous heart got to working its wickedness upon me and I changed into something a bit more daring."
"Really? You were jealous of Vicky, Mom?"
"Yes, it's silly I know and stupid probably, but my feelings cannot be denied. As you can see by my blouse being buttoned all the way to the top now I am over my foolishness. Remember we discussed that on the dance floor?"
"Yes and as I recall you ahh . . . invited me to 'be a man' and unbutton your blouse."
"To which you declined."
"Coz we weren't alone."
"We are now."
His hands move upwards towards the massive twin peaks of his mom's enormous breasts as he murmurs, "Finally."
She let her hands fall out of his and places them firmly on the desk. Her eyes twinkle as his hands draw nearer to her chest and then hesitate.
"Well it's a shame because I liked it better before when your blouse was not buttoned up all the way."
"You mean that Jimmy? Really, honestly you mean that?"
His face flushes red, "Yes."
She pushes her chest out towards him and whispers, "Show me."
Not wanting to risk losing any momentum she reaches out and presses his fingers against the top buttons of her blouse.
What Amanda wants her son to do is quite clear. He slowly and carefully begins to unbutton her blouse. As first one button, and then a second come undone, Amanda drops her hands to the desk.
Jimmy, going painstakingly slow, undoes the third button while he speaks sweetened words of flattery to her. "I still think they look nice Mom . . . your breasts that is."
The fourth button is unfastened by his nervous fingers. Amanda's chest with its well-tanned peaches and cream complexion is finally being revealed to his apprehensive eyes. The vast slope of her immense cleavage is a sight of awesome wonder that he has been dreaming of nearly every night since their fateful encounter so long ago.
Now as her mother's tits are a simple button or two from being the star attraction of the evening his yearning to see them is intensifying to an unbelievable level. His cock is granite hard inside his jeans. It only grows harder and stronger when his mother tenderly strokes his cheek with one of her long, siren red, well-manicured fingernails, before leaning in and with a voice dripping with nectarine answers his compliment.
"But you really have not seen them yet honey. Go ahead and finish unbuttoning myblouse and take a nice long look before you tell me what you really think."
The fifth, sixth and then the final button come undone revealing more and more of her juicy boobs. She reaches up with her hands and pulls the blouse free of her skirt.
She regards her son- her heart thumping, pulse racing, and palms sweaty with nervous anticipation-making sure she has his full attention before she deftly slips the blouse down and off her shoulders. It flutters to the floor unnoticed as Jimmy stands there with wide staring eyes, his mouth agape, while he ogles those two large dollops of perfection that are his mom's luscious tits.
Using the desk for support, she leans back against it as she jiggles those decadent, delicious and devotion worthy tits for him to stare at with unqualified adoration.
The first thought that crosses his mind is bullshit she has not been working out. Her tits looked fucking fantastic.
He stares - memorized. Her big, firm tits are tanned to a golden bronze. Any sag in them is negligible at best. They look as ripe as the freshest melons one might hope to find anywhere.



He licks in lips in savage anticipation as his eyes settle on those fully erect, jutting nipples that looked to be as hard as a pair of freshly minted pencil erasers standing out proudly from the dark tangerine tips of her areolas.
Again he smacks his lips as he dreams of what it must be like to once again roll his tongue over those elegant, stately nipples of hers sucking them deeply in his mouth.
"Well what does my baby think of his mother's tits? Should I be worried honey?" Her voice is gentle and soothing like a quiet summer rain. She bats her long, languid eyelashes at him. In the semi-darkness of the office her tumbles of russet brown hair seem to shine with unearthly beauty.
He barely notices her honeyed voice, or her batting those languorous eyelashes at him over her lovely walnut shaped green eyes. The exquisite dark tresses of her hair, styled to perfection just for him tonight, go unnoticed.
Instead, his mind, body and soul are all fixated on one thing and one thing alone—the grandiose tits of his mother. He has come full circle in a sense from when he was a swaddling new born. Just as his mommy's tits were the center of the universe then, surely her big, beautiful tits begged to be the center of his universe once more - a mere 18 years later.
He chooses his words carefully. "Oh Jesus, Mom they are still . . . even now . . . so big and beautiful."
Jimmy has spent many a long night dreaming of those tits as he stroked himself to untold hardness. Those tits, those fabulous all natural 37 F tits of hers, have done nothing less than fuel a thousand masturbatory fantasies each resulting with untold buckets of his cum being spilled. And now once again here they are- right in front of his eyes -bare, big and beautiful as ever.
She happily notes how his voice is totally sincere while barely rising above a whisper. But better yet, it is choked with what she imagines to be a youthful, dark desire. A yearning for his "Mommy's breasts" that he can barely control. But better yet, unlike before, tonight she will grant him the ultimate prize—she will allow him access to whence he came—her luscious cock starved pussy!!
Amanda looks at her son and giggles playfully as she continues to jiggle her tits for his delight. She could see from his reaction that he is more than a little impressed, but still she feels obligated to continue with the humble act she has been using to perfection so far.
The truth is she had stopped working out for only a little bit shortly after their night of forbidden love was not repeated. And then once her son started seeing little Ms. Vicky she hit the gym with the fervor of a woman possessed.
"Thank you so much for re-assuring your mother that they still look nice," she says pleasantly in between giggles, jiggles and wiggles.
"Nice, nothing, Mom. Holy Christ, they look fantastic," he tells her as his hands envelope her waist.
"But sweetie I'm still worried that maybe . . . well OK they look good, but I mean maybe they do not feel as nice as they once did. I mean I am sure they are not quite as firm as they used to be. Can you maybe tell me hon how your mom's tits feel?"
She pushes his hands up and under them. He cups his hands under her boobs testing their hefty weight, his heart beating like mad, his cock growing bigger, harder and stronger by the second. She holds his hands firmly against them- moving them around slightly—as she sighs gently at the cool touch of her son's hands on her tits.
"So how do they feel honey?"
He manages in a hoarse whisper to tell her they felt just fine.
"Well take your time baby and feel them up real nice as I want you to be sure now." She says all this with a mirthful smile, absolutely confident as she let her hands drop from his that his hands are on her tits to stay.
By the look of his restless eyes that glint with uncontrollable craving as they gape at her breasts, along with the fierce and determined way he is now kneading her large ponderous tits, she knows he is hopelessly trapped in her web of forbidden desire.
Her confidence is well founded as Jimmy maintains a gentle attack on her boobs. His hands go from caressing, to stroking, to rubbing and then finally to squeezing those golden bronzed mounds of fragrant flesh.
Finally, he flickers his fingers lightly across her nipples making them snap to attention before he pays her one final compliment.
"They still are nice and firm and so beautiful just like you, Mother."
"Oh God, honey, you really think so?" She lets out a soft whimper as his fingers attack her sensitive nipples again and again.
"Hmm . . ." he looks at her with a sly smile as he murmurs, "can't you tell how good I think they feel by the way I am playing with them Mommy. I don't think I could take my hands off them no matter what!"
His voice had become high pitched and excited just like a little boys voice that is exclaiming with unabashed enthusiasm how much he likes playing with a new toy.
Yes, without really realizing it, Jimmy had slipped into what worked so well that night a year ago—the innocent little boy exploring the hidden treasures of his mother's scrumptious body.
"Oh God, that is it baby boy. Play with your Mommy's big nipples as much as you want." She tilts her head back and lets out a loud near wail of untold pleasure. She is utterly thrilled that her son is playing with her tits with such childlike glee.
Amanda decides to accept his young and innocent act for a little bit longer as a prelude to something much more adult she is dreaming of having him do to her.
The childlike glee quickly turns to a more manly aggression though as he commences to massage her tits with a fierce, frenzied determination. One hand on each, he thumbs her nipples with crazed abandon. He is curious to see how much she can take of this "rough" treatment before she protests.
She allows him some latitude before finally snapping, "Honey . . . you know how sensitive mommy's tits are . . . be gentle with them baby," she says breathlessly bringing her hands up to bat his away.
Their mouths come together in a wet, hot kiss that sparks July 4th like fireworks in each of their respective hearts. His hands find her tits once more and this time, respecting her wishes, his cradles them gently in each of his hands.
One of Amanda's hands, seemingly acting on its own accord, travels down boldly to his crotch. She grips his large hard penis through the denim of his jeans as her heart surges with excitement.
She begins to stroke his hard cock as she shoves her tongue aggressively into his mouth. His hands slip off her tits and around her waist as he feels first his zipper, and then his jeans being viciously yanked down.
He responds by lifting her quickly onto the desk. His wet, sloppy, kisses fall down to her neck and then back once more to her mouth as he somehow manages to wiggle out of his jeans without breaking contact.
Mother and son kiss. And kiss. And then as too much is never enough they kiss some more-like two long lost lovers tasting the sweet nectarine of each other's kisses for the very first time.
While kissing, Amanda attacks her son's cock with both hands feeling its immense hardness up and down through his boxers.
Finally, she breaks off their kisses. She pulls back slightly to look at him as she whispers "Do you think your mother's tits are still nice enough to suck on baby."
The heavy bass reverberating through the quiet office from down below simulates Jimmy's reverberating heart thudding away like a runaway freight train inside his chest. Without fail, every night for the past year since their romantic night of decadent carnal cravings he has been dreaming of sucking on those giant melons of hers once again. And now here is his invitation to do just that!!
There is no need for a verbal response to the question. His actions will do the talking. He brings his hands around from her waist and uses them to push her back a bit on the desk. She obliges him by leaning back on her elbows while arching her back upwards forcing her massive tits up as a sacrificial offering to his hungry mouth.
Jimmy buries his face in her cleavage shaking back and forth for a minute loving the way her heavy boobs rub enticingly up and down his cheeks as he smothers himself in all that awesome tit flesh.
Play time is over though. He can resist no longer. He pulls his face up, closes his eyes while opening his mouth and begins to suckle on each of her tits with a desperate urgent frenzy that literally takes poor Amanda's breath away.
No warm up act, no slow and soft start- just bang off to the races he went sucking away like a mad man. Amanda loves the fact her tits can inspire such frantic and fiery yearnings in her young son.
He kisses the cinnamon from her rigid nipples, before his mouth slips away to lovingly lick a glistening sheen along the vast entirety of her pebbled tit flesh. She lets out a low moan as she feels his tongue tweak her juicy nipples until they begin to throb.
With her quietly begging him for more, he begins to roll his tongue across the rampant evidence of her passion, before suckling on the sweetness of her bountiful breasts much to her absolute satisfaction.
As he deliberately proceeds to nibble the nectar of her succulent swells he rapidly starts to lose control. Soon his mouth cannot get enough of those luscious "Mommy tits". Back and forth it flies between the twin mounds of his mother's stunning tits.
Sucking, licking and kissing them all over - she arches her back even more while wrapping a hand around the back of his head, trying to get her breasts deeper in his warm mouth as he suckles on each one in turn.
Meanwhile, his hands are far from being idle. They join in on the fun as he moves them along slowly up her thighs-one hand on each- before they disappear under her tight mini-skirt.
When he discovers his mother is not wearing any panties under her sexy skirt his heart leaps in his throat. He pushes one finger deep into her moist pussy at the same time he tenderly bites down on one of her fully erect nipples that is trapped in his ravenous mouth. She lets out a loud desperate yelp of pain and pleasure from this twin assault on her body. In and out he pushes his finger in his mom's sopping wet cunt while he wraps his tongue around her trapped nipple this time flickering it lightly driving her wild with crazed longing.
Amanda is squirming all around the desk polishing it with her ass. She can literally take no more. She pushes herself up to a fully sitting position -her fingers intertwine in his hair and she yanks his face up from her tits.
Sliding off the desk onto her feet she makes the ultimate demand that any mother can make to her son- "Fuck me baby . . . Fuck Your Mother Now!!" And then to add emphasize to her statement, lest he think she somehow was not serious, she takes her hands, snagging them under either side of his nice dress shirt and literally tears it off his body. It ends up on a heap with her top.
She showers him with kisses, first on his lips before dropping down to his bare chest all the while repeating her mantra to "fuck your mother now".
Her voice is quivering with red hot desperation as Jimmy helps turn her body around, leaning it forward her palms spread on the desk for support. He stares at his mom's slightly plumb ass almost fully on display under her slutty little mini-skirt- waiting to be fucked. The sight of this fuels a surge of excitement that sends an electric bolt straight to his cock.
Impatiently, she reaches back with one hand and snags his boxers with her fingers and with his help she yanks his boxers half way down. Jimmy's big seven inch rod comes spilling out ready for action.
Amanda finds it with her hand and starts to stroke it up and down as he steps out of his boxers that have fallen around his ankles. He kicks them unceremoniously onto the heap of clothes that is accumulating on the office floor.
She let his dick go as he grabs her wrist and pushes it back down onto the desk. He yanks up her short skirt up revealing her rounded bare ass. He takes a short moment, stepping back, to admire the scene.
His mother is turned facing the desk with that short, tight, slutty skirt pulled up as she leaned over -legs spread wide- her big boobs flopped against the desk, her 5 inch spike high heels adding the final touch to the scene.
A singular thought races through his mind and causes his cock to become harder than it ever has in his short life—she looks just like a cheap fucking whore in that position- and what do you do with cheap whores - give them a good hard fucking of course.
He moves forward, his very soul fills with a wild, reckless zeal to fuck his mother. He pushes his throbbing rock hard penis against her pussy, rubbing it for just a moment up and down, teasing her a bit.
"Jesus, honey, stop teasing me and put it in me now," she cries out shrilly. If not for the loud beat of the music coming from downstairs surely someone would hear her frenzied pleas to be fucked.
He gives in and rams his seven inches of manhood hard and fast into his mother. She is wet and surprisingly tight. She lets out a loud moan, her hands beating against the desk as that hard cock of her son's nearly impales her.
Jimmy grabs his mother's hips and wastes no time in beginning to fuck her fast and furious. His thoughts are wild and savage. He looks at her and once more gets the image of a cheap hooker in his mind.
The result of such a wicked thought, somehow shamefully, causes him to become even more excited. He slams into her even harder, pushing his cock in and out, deeper and faster, his hands gripping her hips for support.
She is whimpering like a bitch in heat, her big tits rocking back and forth slapping the desk from the jackhammer blows of her son's cock. "Oh yes," she cries, "OH GOD, YES, FUCK ME HARDER BABY . . . HARDER."
The mother's voice is rough and demanding. The son somehow finds a way to comply and starts to fuck her even harder. He finds thinking of the many ways she used to tease him over the years turns him on to the point where he is ramming her with complete and utter reckless abandonment.
Amanda's wicked ways are coming home to roost in the fucking she is receiving. The ways she used to strut around in her skimpy bikinis. Of the ways she would accidentally create situations to show off for him wearing nothing but her bra and panties. The ways she used to swagger around the house in ultra-tight tank tops, braless underneath of course, her nipples fully on display. The ways she favored sashaying around in short little crop tops.
And then there were the parade of half unbuttoned tight blouses she favored, all designed apparently to show off her mouthwatering tits to him. All this half naked prancing around creates a rash, urgent, frenzied sexual anger inside of him. Now that carnal anger is indeed coming home to roost in the hammer blows of his hard cock being slammed up and into his desperate pleading mother.
I will teach her what happens when you tease your son too much you cheap fucking whore, he thinks without the slightest hint of regret. He knows the game is almost up though as an incredible and undeniably huge orgasm is building inside of him ready to explode.
He wants to draw the scene out longer if only he somehow can. As much as he wants to erupt inside of her he is despairing of having this forbidden dream come to an abrupt end.
He slows down and begins to rock into with much more gentleness now. As he switches gears and goes slow now, making love to her tenderly, with loving compassion she is nearing a mighty orgasm herself. Amanda sighs as she feels the fury of his initial storm of forbidden desire pass by and turn to this delightful song of making love.
She is wrong though as it's only a lull in the storm. He has slowed down, made his mind go blank, while letting his uncontrollable lust cool down to a simmer. Little does she understand that the passionate fucking she was just getting is far from over!
He almost pulls out of her completely, resting a moment at her wet opening, his cock barely inside of her as he prepares for the homestretch. She lets out another sigh, this one of disappointment, as he stopped just as she was about to come.
She allows herself to be turned around so she is facing him. This will be better yet as I will be able to look at my baby as he makes me orgasm, she thinks naively never suspecting she is about to get wholly fucked again harder than ever—harder than she ever has in her life.
Their lips come together slowly resulting in a light rain of kisses given in between quiet exclamations of love for one another. He carefully caresses her breasts with all the tenderness in the world. He slips his mouth away from hers and finds the sweet spot on her neck that turns her into butter.
He attacks her neck and throat with delicate nibbles and bites as he dances his fingers lightly over her nipples making them spring to full erectness once more.
She slides forward to the edge of the desk, spreading her thighs as she does.
"Mommy needs her baby inside her again. Please darling make love to me. Make me come honey. Please baby."
The lull in the storm continues as he slides up into her nice and slow. She lets out a long contented sigh as his cock fills her with TLC. They begin to exchange light kisses while once again sharing affectionate endearments of utter and complete adoration as he makes love to her.
Amanda wraps her legs around his backside as she, urgent for just a bit more force, grinds him deeper and harder into her motherhood. Her breath is coming in short gasps now as he cups her tits squeezing them gently while he slowly pushes in and out, in and out, drawing her closer to orgasm.
"Oh baby, Mommy is coming . . . please oh my Gaaaawd!!" He watches in amazement as she begins to shake all over while her hands snake up into his hair pulling his mouth to hers. He buries his tongue deep in her mouth cutting off her wild cry of illicit passion as a most intense orgasm washes over her.
He pulls back slightly from her almost breaking contact as she whispers, "Oh honey, that was so good, but what about you? She reaches out and strokes his face, "You need to come too sweetie."
"I . . . I almost came earlier when I was . . ." He stops short of finishing his thought not sure he can say the f word right to her face.
"When you were fucking me so good from behind honey? Well . . ." She takes a quick glance down and sees his cock is just hovering against her pussy- still hard and standing up proudly.
"Why don't you finish what you started?"
Jimmy places his hands on her hips and propels his big cock forward thrusting it deep inside his mother's pussy. Amanda is more than a little pleased that her son requires no prompting to finish the job.
The storm breaks upon her once more . . . raging out of control. He pounds away at her with total out -and-out reckless abandon causing those commanding tits of hers to shimmy and shake with the intense pounding she is taking. Jimmy is proudly fucking his mother with a pure unrestrained wildness driven by her rash words of wicked lust.
"Oh baby . . . Oh God, baby, you're fucking me so good. Jesus you feel so good inside me."
He is memorized by the sight of those large captivating tits of hers bouncing up and down as he plows his manhood into her. He seemingly only has one goal in mind and that is to make her tits rock and roll for the fucking she is getting.
Like two frenzied animals mother and son claw at each other with such uncontrollable sexual hunger that soon the whole desk is bouncing up and down. He slams his cock in between her wide open spread legs, the little mini skirt hiked up around her waist, her hands tearing at his hair as she begs for more.



"Fuck me harder son. Harder . . . come for Mommy now, baby. Oh please do it."
Her frantic pleas for him to come only turn him on all the more. With a total and complete lack of inhibition or restraint he grips her hips and bangs his cock over and over, harder and harder into his mother, making her whimper with frantic joy.
Finally, unable to stand it anymore, his eyes glued to her tits as they bounce up and down with the force of his mighty cock thumping into her with machine like precision, he feels the onslaught of such a vicious wild orgasm overcome him that it makes him cry out while buckling his knees.
He falls forward into her arms, clutching at her much like a baby clings to its mother. She smooths his hair holding him tight as they manage to stagger around the desk and collapse together into the large leather chair still ---- to each other.
In the semi-dark office, with the music still blaring below, they exchange kind words of love for each another. A love they both now know is, without a doubt, fueled by the pure unbridled lust they possess for one another.
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Maria can tell by the glum look on her son's face things did not go well with April. She was supposed to have taken him upstairs to an empty bedroom and well . . . fucked him. Maria is now pretty sure that did not happen.
She becomes positive of this when he demands they leave the Valentine Day's party immediately. During the short ride home, Maria tries to talk to him, tries to find out what exactly went wrong, but Tony is giving her the silent treatment.
Finally just as they are pulling into the driveway Tony breaks his silence. "Jesus, Mom, I can't fucking believe you suggested to April that she should like what . . . seduce me or something."
He slams the door hard as he gets out of her silver Nissan 370z carrying on his rant up the driveway as they head up the walkway to the house.
"Look I don't need no . . . mercy lays OK, thank you very much."
"Honey I was just--"
Tony whirls on her as he is unlocking the front door pushing it open. "Well don't. It's embarrassing."
Maria stands there dumbfounded for a moment at how upset her son is before she begins to turn away heading back down the walk to her car.
"Now where are you going?" Tony asks from the doorway. "You don't want to come in?"
She pauses and then turns around to answer him. "I . . . well I figured you are so mad at your mother that maybe you just want to be alone. Beside I am not too sure your . . . step mother . . ." Maria makes an extra effort to emphasize the word "step" as she speaks. "Would very much appreciate a harlot like me in her house."
Heading back down the walk to her car, her thoughts are bleak as she contemplates how this is probably the end of another fucked up day in a life full of fucked up days.
She sighs sadly at the thought of going back to her one bedroom apartment to spend the rest of Valentine's Day alone. Reaching the car, she fishes her phone out of her purse to check the time. Shit its only 9:18. The night is still young but for me . . . it's over.
She reaches for the car door and clumsily drops her purse on the driveway. As she bends over to scoop up the spilled contents, she hears Tony approach her from behind. She suspects he is trying to be quiet, but she can hear the scrunch of his dress shoes on the driveway as he draws nearer.
She takes her time scooping up the contents of her purse allowing her son a nice long look at her ass in the little black cocktail dress. Finally, she straightens up before deciding to call him out on it.
"Honey, were you just going to stand there staring at your Mom's ass or do you actually want something." She gives him a sly smile leaving him to wonder if she is serious or just joking.
Turning about three shades of red his says nothing. Finally, as she stands there with that damnable bemused look on her face he figures he has to say something in his defense. "Mom, that . . . ahh dress was not really made for bending over you know. Sorry I mean . . ."
"Oh sweetie don't worry about it I am not an old prude like Gloria you know."
Gloria is his step mom and she was an old prude . . . rather the opposite of his real mother. In fact, he doubted if there were two women more opposite in the whole world than his mother and step mother.
His father, Tony Sr., had quickly remarried after Maria walked out on him nearly 15 years ago. After a life of petty crime, he found religion and Gloria all about the same time. Gloria was the perfect woman, a strict born again Christian, to keep him on the straight and narrow path.
"You certainly are not," Tony snaps back trying to regain his composure after being caught red hand staring at his mom's ass.
But now as she stands there, hands on her hips, that maddening little sly smile on her face, he is once more confronted with the sight of those awesome tits of hers staring him in the face.
He was not sure if her dress was more adept at showing off her ass or those tits, either way it was -- a chore-- to keep his eyes focused on her pretty face and those big brown eyes.
A chore made so much worse as every time she moved it seemed those big 38DD tits of hers threatened to spill out of her tight little dress. She had just turned 42 and her tits were a source of pride for Maria making her want to show them off every chance she got.
At five foot four and weighing 139 pounds she was in pretty darn good shape for her age -- a fact confirmed by her young 18 year old son being unable to keep his eyes off her comely figure throughout the night.
But Tony was not a total pervert as he paid nearly as much attention staring at her attractive face as he did that killer body. She was of mixed descent: her father was Italian and her mother Chinese and luckily she seemed to get the best of both races with her sable black hair toppling down to her shoulders; her vivacious brown eyes with their silky seductive eyelashes; and finally her megawatt smile that flashed those perfect pearly white teeth.
She hits him with that electrifying smile of hers while they stand there staring at each other for a long moment as the heavy snow continues to fall from the cold Colorado sky. Finally she breaks the silence.
"So seriously son, did you want something or did you just come out here hoping I would drop something in the driveway so you could . . ." She pauses and starts to smile.
"Mom don't say it. Jesus I'm sorry for staring at . . . you know. . ." He is actually too embarrassed to finish.
"Don't worry about it honey. I was just playing with you. Really now answer the question. Did you want something? Maybe to say good bye I guess because I really should be going. Its freezing you know."
"Well God damn it I told you to wear a jacket to the party, Mom."
"What and cover up my pretty new party dress. Never . . . remember my motto is beauty before comfort."
"Yeah you truly are a show off, Mom."
"Yeah well . . ." She leans back against her car. "What do you expect from a harlot anyways?"
"Jesus, Mom, stop calling yourself that."
"Well that is what your real mom calls me." Maria knows Tony hates it when she calls Gloria his "real mom", and this is, of course, why she did it.
"God damn it, not this again. Look if we are going to have this discussion can't we go inside. Like you said it's freezing out here."
"I don't think I would be comfortable in your mom's house so if we are going to talk we probably should do it here."
"Great," he sighs taking off his thin jacket and slipping it around her shoulders.
"What a gentlemen you are . . . except for when you are staring at my chest . . . like you have been for most of the night."
Again he turns red, while saying nothing in his defense. What could he say as it was true. Earlier at the party, he had spent quite a bit of time gazing at his mom's lovely chest.
"Sorry no more bad jokes baby. Now what did you really chase me out here for Tony."
"I was going to ask you to come in maybe for a bit. At least until you sober up and it stops snowing."
"That is not a plan that is ever going to work hon." She reaches out and takes his hands into hers.
"Why?"
"Well first of all, I have no plans on sobering up. Not tonight anyways. If I am going to spend the rest of Valentine's Day alone, I am not going to be doing it sober. Second of all, the forecast calls for snow all night. Afraid it's only going to get worse my dear."
"Oh well . . . I guess you would be staying for a while then . . . and that way, hey you won't be alone."
"I wonder if you would let me like stay the whole night maybe. What would your mother say to that?"
Now he explodes. "GOD DAMN IT MOM . . ." He sucks in his breath making a great effort to get his anger under control before speaking again. "You are my mother . . . not her. Stop playing games OK."
"What games do you speak of hon?" she asks innocently.
"You damn well know what I am speaking of. Can't we go inside first though?" He stamps his feet on the ground as he stands there shivering in his jeans and dress shirt. "Jesus, I am cold."
"First tell me what games?"
"OK fine. Ever since you got here last summer you have made it a point . . . sometimes . . . to remind me how Gloria is NOT my mother but instead only my step mom. But then other times you turn around and demean yourself by referring to her as my mother . . . I mean it . . . I don't know I think you are kinda fucking with me sometimes."
"I am not fucking with you son. It's just sometimes I get confused . . . feel confused about our relationship."
"Well don't be. You are my mother. Period."
"Actions speak louder than words son."
"What is that supposed to mean? Wait . . . can we please talk about this inside. Please."
"Well you know how I feel about being in . . . her . . . house so . . . no."
"Jesus, Mom, it's my house too and if I want you to come in . . . so please accept my invitation."
"But what if she finds out. What if your dad finds out? I don't think they would like it too much."
"I told you. They left for Littleton this morning and will be gone all weekend. They won't find out."
"But if they don't find out that would mean . . ." Maria pauses and smiles at him.
"Mean what?" he asks narrowing his eyes.
"But if I come inside then that would mean their little angel Tony was being a bit naughty by inviting a harlot into the house."
"Mom first of all let's get this straight. You are not a harlot you are a . . ."
"Stripper, go on . . . you can say it son. I am not the one who is embarrassed by what I do for a living."
"Neither am I. But anyways I was going to say dancer. Now can we please go inside?"
"Maybe, but only on two conditions."
"Name them."
"First, you have to make sure I . . . don't sober up none. I'm sure your dad has an extra bottle of wine he won't miss that we can share."
"Mom, I am not much of a wine drinker."
"It's a deal breaker the wine. If I'm going to stay I don't want to drink alone. That is why I said 'we' or maybe you didn't catch that."
"I did bu--"
She quickly cuts him off. "I won't debate you on this Tony. Either you get drunk with me here at your house where I will be nice and safe or I risk driving home where I will get smashed by myself. Your choice."
"OK, OK," he agrees making the choice she knew he would make. If there was one thing she had learned over the course of taking her clothes off for strange men for the past 20 or so odd years it was how to manipulate a man into giving her what she wanted.
"What else? What is the second condition?"
She fumbles in her person looking for something, before she pulls out a little bag full of something green and holds it up.
"Jesus mom what is that? Is that . . ."
"Yeah honey its weed. And you are going to promise to smoke some with me. At least try it anyways . . . that is if you truly want me to come inside instead of having me drive home half drunk on these horribly snowy roads."
"OK fine." She wins again.
"Promise."
"Yes, yes. Now let's go," he says trying to grab her hand and pull her off the car.
"First seal your promise with a kiss."
"Fine," he sighs. He leans in and gives her a quick peck on the cheek.
"A real kiss son. Here." She points carefully to her lips.
He hesitates. They have never kissed on the lips.
"I can see by the way the thought of kissing your mother horrifies you so maybe it would be best if I did brave the conditions and just go."
She actually turns away and is starting to open the car door when he twists her around and brings his lips to hers.
When his lips brushed hers for the first time it was like a million tiny firecrackers going off inside his very heart and soul. In short the experience was exhilarating.
As for Maria, her single solitary thought was simple. "Wow, I'm finally got him to break down and kiss me. Now don't screw this up." His kiss leaves her feeling electric, alive, and maybe even dangerously romantic all at once.
He tries to pull away quickly, but Maria aggressively snakes a hand around him pulling him closer as she pushes her lips against his firmer. She makes their kiss linger just a bit longer before releasing him.
"Now there that wasn't so bad was it son," she says taking his hand and leading him up the walk to the front door.
Ten minutes later, they are settled down on the couch in the living room sharing a glass of wine. She had just finished rolling a joint while he was in the bathroom, and is now ready to see if he will keep his promise and smoke it with her.
She is absolutely sure his dad, and most especially Gloria, have hammered into his head that drugs are bad, drugs are evil . . . much like sex.
It is no surprise his first questions as he watches her prepare to fire up the joint is a silly one. "Is this going to make me like go crazy, Mom?"
She smiles and answers quickly, "Jesus I do hope so as you really need to loosen up baby."
"Mom I . . ."
She cuts him off with a finger to his lips as she lights the joint saying, "No arguments as you will spoil the mood."
"Fine," he agrees watching the evil joint come to life.
They spend the next hour or so relaxing while smoking the joint and consuming two more glasses of wine each. Their mood is light and playful until Maria decides to push him on why he got so mad about her little attempt to get him laid.
"Well first of all . . ." he starts off sluggishly as the weed and wine have quite dulled his senses, but that is a good trade off considering he is now feeling braver and more open to expressing his feeling-- maybe braver than he has even been in his life.
"April was really not my type."
"Not your type," Maria snorts totally shocked. "She is fucking gorgeous honey . . . with that blond hair of hers not to mention her killer body."
"Her body is not that good, Mom," he replies coyly hoping she will ask for details. She does.
"Really, you don't think so. What is there not to like hon." Maria responds as she starts to roll a second joint dumping the weed, ironically on a Better Homes and Garden Magazine that she retrieved from the magazine rack next to the couch.
"Too thin I guess. Too young maybe."
"Too thin? Where?"
"Everywhere I guess, but . . . especially her tits. They are kinda small."
"Small Jesus Tony." She pauses to lick the rolling paper sealing it. "April has a pair of all natural 34D's"
"Yeah like I said small."
"I guess you must like them real big huh if you think 34D is small."
He can't believe he is about to confess this, but the weed, along with the wine makes it easier than he would have ever thought. "Yeah, well, the bigger the better is my motto I guess."
"And what if the bigger means they are fake?"
"So what?" he replies with a smile suspecting maybe his mother's large breasts are not real and that is why she is asking.
"A lot of guys are turned off by fake tits you know hon." She passes him the smoking joint as the conversation is suddenly turning very interesting.
He takes a large hit before replying. "Well I guess I am not one of those guys."
They pass the joint back and forth a couple times in silence before Maria decides to push him for more info.
"So what is this crap about her being too young? She is older than you. I think she is like . . . I don't know, maybe 22."
"Yeah like I said too young."
"You like what then? Mature women. In their thirties maybe?"
"Hmm, late thirties I guess, but actually forties would be better. Forty two I think would be just about ideal."
Maria smiles as she pounces on his answer. "Forty two huh, you know that is my age Tony."
"Really, I did not know that." He honestly didn't although he suspected she was somewhere in her early forties.
"Are you sure?"
"Yes, remember I asked you your age and you rather rudely declined. I think you exact words were 'It is none of my business'."
"Well good then I will take your answer as an act of fate."
"Good coz I believe in fate. More wine, Mom?"
"Sure," she watches him move across the room to the small mini bar in the corner. His jeans are a bit tight showing off a really nice ass that she finds it hard not to stare at. Maybe she could keep from staring if she wasn't feeling so damn horny, but the fact is drinking wine and smoking weed individually make her horny, but put the two of them together, and it's like being horny on steroids
Tony thinks little of himself in the looks department, but his mom would beg to differ. Like his mother, his medium length hair was dark and wavy. His mom thought he was adorably cute especially those mirthful hazel nut brown eyes of his.
His personality was generally shy, but whenever he was able to relax, really relax around someone he trusted, like his mother for instance, he could be quite the dashing little scamp when the mood struck him.
She waits until he is settled back down on the couch next to her. "I suspect as always you might be holding out son. There is something you aren't telling me."
"Yeah, how do you know?"
"Mother's intuition."
"Fine, there is another reason why I was upset."
"Tell me," she whispers moving closer to him on the couch.
"I didn't want to go to the party in the first place."
"Yeah I should have known as much. I mean hanging out with your mother at a stupid Valentine's Day party is probably not what you had in mind for fun on this day."
He looks at her a long moment as he seems to be turning something over in his head, before he begins to speak. "Actually it is exactly what I had in mind mother, but just not at your . . . like you said . . . stupid party."
"What do you mean?"
"I mean I wanted to take you out. I had reservations at Little Joe's."
Little Joe's was the nicest Italian restaurant in Hampton. Marie's heart skips a beat at hearing this confession.
"Really, Jeez that is sweet and I screwed it up. Sorry, but you should have told me."
"I wanted it to be a total surprise and you seemed to have your heart set on going to this party. Hell if I had known you were just trying to help your pathetic son get . . . well you know . . . laid for the first time I probably would have pushed to take you to the restaurant."
"Well, just like you, I wanted April to be a surprise for you. I think maybe it best we not talk about that anymore. Instead, warm my heart up some more by telling me again how you wanted to spend Valentine's Day with me . . . unless of course you are just saying all this to make me feel better."
"Well I guess I will just have to prove it. Wait here." He gets up and goes dashing off upstairs before she can even ask just what he means.
Maria waits for him sipping her wine and finishing off the last of the joint. She is pleasantly very high and quite drunk and now after Tony's surprise confession of wanting to spend Valentine's Day with her very, very happy.
A minute or two later he pauses at the threshold of the living room telling her to close her eyes. She obeys wondering just what he is up to.
She feels something light, like a small box maybe, being set in her lap, and then a heavier bag by her feet. Her heart is fluttering, overwhelmed by everything as he tells her to open her eyes.
He is standing there, smiling holding out a single beautiful red rose to her along with a large pink envelop that she images contains a Valentine's Day card.
"A rose for me . . . Oh God Tony it's gorgeous."
"Just like you Mom," he says handing her the rose.
"You are a charmer honey. Oh and what is this?" She picks up the small oblong box he had set in her lap. She opens it and pulls out a sparkling diamond necklace.
She begins to cry tears of joy as he wraps his arms around her holding her tight. Once her tears begin to subside he whispers in her ear, "Read my card, Mom."
She opens the card. It has two teddy bears hugging-- a mama bear and a baby bear with the baby bear giving the momma bear a rose.



It has a typical Hallmark type Valentine greeting inside which she quickly ignores to get to what he has written on the blank part of the card.
Mom:
Ever since you came fluttering back into my life like a gorgeous exotic butterfly, the sun has been brighter, the flowers more fragrant, food more delicious, sleep more sound, my walk more spry. In short, you have made my life more complete and filled that big gaping hole that had always been in my heart.
I adore and love you with all my heart and soul. Please, please never leave me again as I am yours now and forever.
Love faithfully,
Tony
By the time she neatly tucks the card back into its envelope she is softly crying. She looks up at him, touches his face lightly, not knowing what to say, but knowing she loves him so very absolutely at this very moment that her heart seems nearly ready to explode.
Sniffling still, she bends over to open the bag at her feet. She pulls out a sexy pair of black boots that she had seen at the mall just the other day while they went shopping together after meeting for lunch.
She wanted to buy them, but said they were too expensive. Apparently not for him, but even more special than the expensive price he paid for them, was the simple fact he remembered she wanted them, and then took the time to go back to the mall and buy them . . . just for her.
But he is not done charming her yet with gifts as inside the bigger bag that contains the boots is a smaller pink one from a candle company inside the mall. It contains a various assortment of small votive and tea light candles of all different colors. But the highlight of the bag is the three large pillar candles that he has attached a rose to with tape. There are two pink roses and one white rose, each with their stems neatly trimmed in half so they could fit more discreetly in the bag.
"Well I guess you remembered my little candle fetish huh, baby," she says while carefully peeling the tape off.
"Of course. I listen when you talk to me. I remember you telling me over lunch one day you had a thing for candles."
"I guess that is a different experience for me," she says as she twirls the three roses with their half stems in her hand. "I mean I am used to guys . . ." She pauses and carefully tucks the white rose under one ear so its white blossom stands out in beautiful contrast to her dark hair. "Staring at my chest I guess and not listening."
She takes the other two roses and carefully tucks first one inside her dress snuggling the stem down and in between her tits, and then adds the second rose right next to it. The pink blossoms stand out distinctly on her black dress drawing attention to a pair of tits that need like help to garner such attention on their own.
Tony, feeling brave and playful, decides to be bold with his answer. "Well I guess I am special mom."
"Oh why is that son?"
"Because I can do both! I can stare at your chest . . . and listen to whatever you might be saying."
"Oh really, well I guess the pot is loosening you up a bit as for you to admit such a thing is really brave of you, Tony."
He smiles brightly as her as indeed between the wine and the pot he is feeling exceedingly charming.
"Anyways, God this is so sweet. Everything." She leans in and gives him a quick peck on the cheek before taking a quick swipe at her eyes with the back of her hand.
"Well I know you are a bit insecure about our relationship and I just wanted to prove to you how much I love you . . . and need you in my life."
"You are going to make me cry again. I tend to get emotional when I drink wine baby, especially when I mix it with pot. I hope you don't mind and will forgive me."
"Of course," he says squeezing her hand tight. "And I hope you are not disappointed in your presents."
"No, no . . . well maybe I do have one small disappointment hon."
"Really what is that?"
"Well I heard Little Joe's has a small dance floor and if we had went there . . . You probably don't like to dance but . . . I don't know, I think I could have maybe talked you into sharing a nice Valentine's slow dance with me."
"Hey you know. It's only like maybe . . ." He glances over at the old fashioned grandfather clock stuck in the corner, "What 10:40. We still have time to share a Valentine's dance if you want."
"Really you would not mind?"
"Not at all. Here let me show you." He stands up, letting that charm he feels take over his actions and bows elegantly, before taking her hand and kissing it. "Would the beautiful mother care to share a dance with her not so handsome son."
Maria beams at him and picks up on the silliness. "Hmm, my son doth not give himself credit I think as he is very handsome and his mother would love to share a dance with him."
"Now where shall we dance me lady?"
"How about in the evil step mother's bedroom chamber as I do imagine she has a most beautiful bed chamber."
"Hmm . . ." He hesitates slightly as, of course, his parents would highly disapprove of him being in their room . . . especially with her.
Maria knows this, which is, of course, exactly why she wants to do it.
"Come on son. It will be our secret. It will be a bit of payback besides for all the jealous feelings I have in my heart toward her. You know she may be a prude, but she is a pretty prude and I sense you too are closer than you let on."
"OK," he says not wanting to disappoint her. Also not wanting to broach the subject of just how close he is with his step mother.
They grab the bottle of wine and their glasses, and head upstairs to his parent's room. Once, they reach the bedroom door, she immediately takes charge, and shoos him out and down the hall to the bathroom telling him to go freshen up.
She hurries back downstairs as an impulsive thought hits her. She grabs the bag of candles and her new boots, hoping to create a warm and romantic atmosphere for their upcoming dance with the candles. She also plans on slipping on the slutty new boots he bought her as an added surprise.
Maria slips into the master bedroom and is immediately jealous as it puts the crappy little bedroom she has back at her apartment to shame. The bedroom is spacious with thick shag carpet and elegant wood carved furnishings.
Acting on sheer romantic impulse, Maria dumps the candles on the floor deciding to boldly act on an idea that just hit her. She arranges the candles in a large rough circle in the large open area between the bed and the bathroom. Inside the flaming circle of lit candles is where they shall dance.
She places the leftover candles strategically around the room in various places hoping to bath the room in a soft romantic glow. After taking a minute to light both the leftover candles and the candles that will frame her flaming circular dance floor, she sits down at the vanity table stuck in one corner of the bedroom to try and make her hair and makeup just perfect . . . for him.
Tony quietly slips into his parents' bedroom. He pauses just inside the doorway to admire the flickering candles placed throughout the room. He spots her over in the corner concentrating on putting makeup on as his eyes adjust to the soft darkness inside the room.
Crossing the room, he comes up behind her, leans over and whispers in her ear. "Making yourself beautiful for me, Mom?"
"You know it honey," she replies happily as she gets up from the vanity table's bench and turns to face him.
"Well, it worked because you are beautiful, Mom . . . you know that?"
"Still trying to win my heart. You are such a sweetie. You like my flaming circular dance floor hon or is it stupid?"
"No, no, Mom, it's . . . really nice . . . and romantic."
"Yeah well that is me. The slutty stripper with the romantic heart, huh," she says over her shoulder as she walks over to the entertainment center against the far wall.
"I hope Gloria has some slow songs I can play."
A minute later Maria is bending over, thumbing through the CD's as Tony tries not to stare too much at her ass. It's a losing battle. She seems to be taking an exceptionally long time choosing a CD, and then inserting it into the player. He half expects she is teasing him by taking her time while stooped over in her sexy little dress.
Finally, a romantic ballad he does not recognize fills the room. They move over to the rough circle of light, both stepping over the candles gingerly. Once inside, they both sense maybe something magical is about to happen.
"First time slow dancing with a woman honey," she whispers.
"Yes, I guess maybe I'm nervous."
"Oh don't be. Just move your feet and follow my lead," she says sweetly to him.
"Speaking of feet, your boots look fantastic on you, Mom."
"Yeah fantastically slutty you mean, but I guess that is why you bought them for me huh, Tony." Slutty indeed as the black leather boots with their 4.5 inch stiletto heels come all the way up to her knees.
He doesn't bother to respond. Instead he gives her a wan smile indicating what she said is the truth.
They sway to the soft music in silence for a bit. He loves being this close to her; loves the way she is clinging to him so tightly, but being so close to her is causing problems. Now that Maria is wearing her new boots she stands taller than her 5' 7" son which, fortuitously makes it that much easier for him to stare at his mom's big delicious tits.
The fact he is having an extremely hard time keeping his eyes off her chest is something Maria picks up on immediately. Feeling playful from both the wine and the pot, she decides to make a teasing comment or two—just to see where it might lead.
She starts off with a seemingly innocent comment hoping to eventually steer the conversation in the direction she wants it to go. "So, honey, tell me," she whispers drawing closer to him as she fiddles with the buttons on his dress shirt. "You really prefer my company to that of April. I remember what you told me earlier, but I kinda think you were just being nice to me . . . you know since its Valentine's Day."
"Mom, I was being serious. She really is not my type."
"Oh yeah, you said that. I remember. Your type physically you mean."
"Yeah," he says curious as to why she is bringing this up again.
"So on that subject did you really mean it when you mentioned how you . . . ahh like women with bigger tits?"
"I thought we were up here to dance, Mom, not play 20 questions."
"We are dancing hon, nicely I might add as I like the way you are holding me so tight, but can't we talk a little while we dance also." She reaches down slightly to turn his face up towards her before whispering, "Please."
He gets lost in alluring brown eyes and gives in—just as she knew he would.
"So answer the question honey. Besides you need to help me get over my insecurities when it comes to you."
They circle around once more their little make shift dance floor making sure to keep inside the confines of the flickering candles. She thinks he is going to ignore the question, maybe forcing her to ask it again when he finally sighs heavily and begins to speak.
"Yes I meant it mother. I do . . . prefer woman that are . . . you know . . . bigger."
"Hmm, that explains it then."
"Explains what?" he asks warily.
"Explains why you are having such a hard time keeping your eyes off your mom's tits."
The way she says this so . . . casually . . . makes him angry, along with the way she is obviously teasing him without trying to make it too obvious . . . and failing.
He snaps at her, maybe more harshly than he means. "Jesus, Mom. I'm not one of your stupid customers. You don't have to tease me all the time!!"
He starts to pull away from her hold as her sly little grin turns sour.
"It sounds like someone doesn't like his mother's customers."
"Maybe I am just jealous."
They have stopped dancing to the music, and are just standing there staring at one another as the conversation is going just where she hoped it might. In fact, Maria has to keep from clapping her hands together in joy as he has presented her with an opening you could drive a truck through. She will have to choose her words carefully though as he really does look angry.
"Well jealousy is an unwelcome friend of mind also honey." She reaches out and grasps his hands, before adding, "When it comes to you."
"What are you jealous of?"
The song grinds to an end which is her cue to move the conversation elsewhere. She turns away from him and hits the pause button on the stereo saying, "Let's rest a minute, finish another glass of wine as maybe that will loosen both of our tongues."
She takes his hand in hers and leads him over to the vanity table where she left the bottle of wine and the glasses.
"Loosen our tongues for what mother?"
"Oh you know so we can spill our guts, make full confessions that sort of thing." She fills up both of their glasses and with fresh wine.
Raising her glass and giggling, hoping to lighten the mood a bit, she sings out, "Race you to the finish."
"Gloria may be a bit prudish, but not when it comes to sharing her wine Mom. I have been drinking this stuff since I was 14 so you are on."
They both tip their glasses back and the race is on. It is about a dead heat as they both gulp down the balance of their glasses in no time flat.
"Again," Maria says filling their glasses to the brim once more.
"I guess you were serious about not wanting to be sober tonight huh?"
"Dead serious as you shall see when I beat you this time." She quickly tips her glass back and starts to drink before he is even ready.
"Hey that is cheating," he cries out, but then realizing she is not stopping, quickly brings his glass up to his lips and in three hearty swallows finishes it all just a hair or two behind her.
"I win," she giggles sitting down on the bench in front of the vanity table.
"Yeah whatever, you cheated," he fires back plopping down next to her. "Now what about this jealousy thing you mentioned you were . . . about me."
"You tell me about your jealousy first over . . . how did you put it? Oh yeah my stupid customers."
"Yeah well I meant it. I mean you take off your clothes for complete strangers, Mom, and I guess maybe I am jealous over that."
"Really?"
"Yes," he answers simply although his feelings regarding this matter are much, much more complicated than his brief answer.
"I should do something about that and I will if you promise to do something about what makes me jealous."
"What are you jealous of?"
"I will tell you, but you have to promise first to do whatever it takes to make me . . . ahh unjealous."
"But I don't know what you're so jealous of so how can I promise?"
"Be brave, make the promise blind to your mother."
He looks at her for a long second and sees she is totally sincere. He considers things briefly before taking the dive. "Fine I promise. I will do whatever it takes to make you not jealous anymore."
"Good, now that we have settled that I can try to put an end to your jealousy."
She stands up and walks over to the stereo one more time. The two full glasses of wine she just polished off has left her feeling free and easy with her emotions as a risqué plan is forming in the back of her mind.
She clicks on the CD player muttering to herself, "Gotta have some music anyways." Another slow song starts up as she walks back over to him.
"So what are you going to do, Mom, to end my jealousy? Quit."
"Quit, not hardly. I like showing off. So being a stripper suits me well or don't you think."
"I guess so," he says carefully while wondering what she is up to.
She turns her back to him and says casually as if making a remark about the weather. "Can you be a doll and go ahead and unzip me honey?"
"Mom, I . . ." He starts to question this totally unexpected request when she turns around and puts a finger to his mouth.
"Shh, baby. I made a promise to cure your jealousy remember. If I can take off my clothes for strangers then . . . Hmm you understand now? Don't spoil it for me . . . for us."
"Y-yes." He reaches out slowly--is he dreaming-- and finds the zipper to her strapless dress. Carefully he starts to pull down the zipper.
The dress parts revealing the backside of a sexy corset she is wearing underneath.
She turns back around as their eyes meet. She stares at him deeply-- almost daring him to look away as she carefully peels the dress off her body.
The purple corset with the black trimming he caught a glimpse of earlier looks ultra-sexy on her as does the little purple panties with white trimming.
She thrusts out her chest at him with a devilishly smile. "There that should take care some of your jealousy anyways honey as you can see your mother is not afraid to take her clothes off in front of you either."
"Yeah, I can see that," he mumbles trying to look away from those awesome 38DD tits of hers so proudly being put on display by her corset, but finding it nigh impossible. He half expects to wake up any moment only to find this was just an awesome wet dream.
"Care to finish our dance sweetie?"
"Ahh, are you going to put your dress back on, Mom?"
"Do you want me to hon?"
The answer is no of course, but he is afraid of sounding like a pervert if he admits he really would prefer she didn't put her dress back on. "I . . . think that might be . . . for the best," he finally manages to reply.
"Yeah well then that is exactly why I am NOT going to do it. I often chose to do what is not best . . ." She extends her hand helping him to his feet while noticing for the first time he has a rather large bulge working inside his jeans.
Halfway to their little dance floor she turns to him and smiles saying, "Besides your eyes, and maybe other parts of your body. . ." She makes it a point to peer down at his crotch. "Say they would prefer my dress stay off."
He catches her glance at his crotch and reacts with righteous indignation that he doesn't quite feel. "Mom!!"
She ignores his comment and slips her arms around him. "Oh Mom nothing let's dance baby."
He melts into her arms, lost in the luscious beauty of those big brown eyes, and that devastating body of hers. They sway silently to another romantic ballad while holding each other tight.
Near the end of the song she breaks the silence. "Do you think my corset looks good on me honey?"
"Yes, it looks great. I . . . ahh like purple."
"Yeah I know. Why do you think I bought it? Beside, of course, to make me look thinner."
"You . . . you bought it because I like purple which means . . ." He leaves his thought dangling as the song ends and she leads him over to the bed.
"Which means yes, somehow I was hopeful of letting you see me in it. I told you . . . I am a showoff."
"Jesus, Mom." It's all he can think to say as they sit on the edge of the bed.
"Now are you still concerned about why I am jealous?"
"Yes," he replies eagerly. He is anxious to change the subject anyways.
"My jealousy stems from . . . well I have a small confession to make that may upset you. Try and listen with an open heart."
"Sure," he says watching her cross her legs and get comfortable. She seems wholly unconcerned that she is sitting there on the bed next to him in a sexy as hell corset that makes her already huge boobs look even bigger while they talk casually. Worse yet she seems even less concerned that his eyes keep slipping down to her chest.
"Simply put I am jealous over Gloria, honey. We make fun of her for being a prude but I . . . well before you knew I was here in town I mean . . . I was here. I was afraid to let you know I was back at first, so I sorta of spied on you a bit."
"Mom!! Really, for how long."
"A week or two. Long enough anyways to know you and Gloria have a wonderfully strong and this is the part that makes me jealous . . . loving relationship. I see you two kiss goodbye . . . in the morning when you walk her to her car, before she goes to work."



"Really, you ain't joking."
"No afraid not. I kinda parked down the street and just you know . . . observed things."
"Mom, Jesus . . . why?"
"I had my reasons, but let's not discuss that now. I confessed and that is good enough . . . for now. So there you have it . . . why I am jealous."
"Well she is . . . I mean . . . my . . . my step mom and she did raise me and was good to me."
"Yes I know, she made a point to call me one day and tell me exactly how close you too are."
"What did she say?"
"That is between us girls, but let's just say she is feeling a bit jealous over me also."
"Well, whatever, you are back in my life to stay and she will just have to deal with it."
"Yes, but still no matter how much I am in your life . . . now and in the future I just can't help but to be jealous over all that I missed with you . . . and that she got to enjoy."
"Like what?"
"Like . . . ahh first a countless number of kisses shared between you and your stupid pretty step mom. I bet she just showered you adorable little ass growing up with kisses every . . . single . . . day."
She leans in closer to him on the bed. "That is my main jealousy, all those kisses I missed."
He doesn't know what to say. He refuses to point out the obvious by suggesting maybe she should not have walked out on him. When she first came back into his life she said little about why she had left. He half suspected she was hiding something from him.
"So you promised remember to do whatever it took to make me unjealous."
"I did. What do I need to do, Mother?"
"Hmm, nothing much. Just relax . . . lean back . . ."
She pushes him gently backwards onto the bed. "Like this." He allows it as by now between the wine, the pot, and her sexy body, and playful personality he is mere putty in her hands.
"Now close your eyes and concentrate on my words," she tells him her voice barely rising above a whisper.
"I missed by little boy so much. Missed a thousand kisses." She leans down and kisses him gently on one cheek. "A thousand sweet caresses." Another kiss, this one on the forehead, followed by one on his other cheek.
"A thousand hugs." He can feel her so close, can smell the sweet aroma of her perfume, can feel her large tits press against his chest as she leans in closer to him, and applies three more tender kisses: one to his nose and then one each on his closed eyes.
"But . . ." She takes his hands and pulls him into a sitting position. "Most of all I missed." She starts to carefully undo his buttons on his dress shirt.
He thinks briefly of saying something, of asking maybe just how far she is going to take this, but then he remembers his promise to her, but maybe more importantly he says nothing out of fear. Fear of breaking this sexy spell she seems to be weaving over the both of them.
"A thousand tender moments I missed . . ." She undoes two more buttons before finishing. "Like this . . . like helping my adorable little boy get undressed for bed."
Now she lapses into silence as she continues to patiently undo his buttons. She gets the last button undone and now seems to be making a mighty effort to fight back an onslaught of tears.
She is sniffling and blinking her eyes as she pulls his shirt out from his jeans. He looks at her and whispers, "Tell me more, tell me everything."
Her hands fall away from him as she looks into his eyes. "I promised your father I would not tell the truth. He held what I did over my head. Blackmailing me really. But now I will . . . yes tell you everything . . . here give me your sleeve."
She starts to undo the small buttons on his sleeve as she starts whispering the rest of her confession.
"I didn't leave you right away hon." She sighs heavily before forcing herself to continue. "You were about three and half years old when I left. I checked myself into drug rehab. Leaving you was so hard, but oh your father and my lifestyle then. I was getting high every day . . . on something. Even before when I was pregnant with you."
She looks at him, the buttons on his sleeve undone and gestures for his other arm. A tear or two has escaped and is trickling down her face.
"Your dad held that fact over me. Threatened to tell you one day if I ever disputed his version of events." She fiddles with the tiny buttons on the other sleeve in no great hurry.
"His version had me abandoning you, what when you were just a year old or some crap."
"Yes that is what he told me."
"I figured." She again lapses into silence as she finishes undoing the last of the three small buttons on his sleeve.
"Here let's stand up baby." She helps him to his feet as his heart is absolutely trip hammering in his chest. He is sure they are on the verge of something very deep . . . very meaningful . . . and maybe, just maybe, very forbidden.
She strokes his bare chest softly for a moment before she slips his shirt off his shoulder just as she begins to whisper again-- so softly she might have been speaking to herself.
"But still I was a good mother to you. We were so close me and you." She drops his shirt on the floor. Her hands come up to his broad chest stroking it with her fingertips.
"You slept with mommy every night. We only had the one bedroom . . . your dad he was out whoring around every night leaving me alone with you."
Her fingers are gradually slipping down. "Yes every night I would get you undressed for bed . . . just like I am now."
She starts to undo his jeans. Unbuttons them first, and then unzips them just as she whispers. "You slept naked with your mommy. She liked the feel of your bare skin next to hers."
She lingers, before pulling his jeans down watching him for any signs of resistance. There is none. He steps out of his jeans as her hands slide back up and over to his boxers.
There room is deadly silent as she carefully slips his boxers down and off. He is hard. A big seven inches at least. She takes a quick downward glance and lets out an audible gasp before turning away to pull back the covers on the bed.
"I would help tuck you into bed." She takes his hands and pushes him back and into the bed, before sliding the covers up over his naked body.
"I would then stand there . . . next to the bed and smile at my baby as he looked up at his mother with such sweet innocent love."
She smiles at him now, and he returns the smile, returns her look, his heart filling with sweet innocent love for her.
"You watched as mommy got undressed . . . your wide staring eyes never leaving my body. Even then I was a show off."
She takes a quick glance at him-- he is looking at her, just as she hoped, with wide staring eyes-- as she sits down on the bed, her back to him, and starts to take off her boots.
He hears the thud of the boots as they drop to the floor one after the other, and can only wonder if she is going to get completely naked.
He has his answer as she stands up again to face him, and starts to undo the first of the hooks and clasps that hold her corset in place.
She works at undoing her corset ever so slowly, drawing the raw sexual tension that is building between them to nearly unbearable levels.
Tony finds his cock jerking harder as inch by inch his mother's big gorgeous perfectly tanned tits are revealed as they come spilling out of their previously tight confinement. He swallows hard-- her tits are fucking huge!!
The corset slips off her body revealing her tummy. She is a bit overweight maybe, but her fat is in her thighs and ass, not in her tummy as it is flat and looks to be well toned just the way he likes it.
She drops the corset on the floor and then reaches down and slips her panties off just as she whispers. "After getting naked I would crawl into bed with you."
She pulls the covers back and slips into the bed beside him. She takes a minute to adjust the sheets and comforter before turning back to him. "And then we would cuddle . . . me and you . . . the world and all its heartache forgotten . . . safe under the blankets on a cold winter night just like this."
She pulls him into her embrace as she brings her mouth to his ear. "Oh we snuggled so tight next to each other baby. I never felt so loved . . ." She gazes at him trying to blink back the tears this little stroll down memory lane is threatening to cause. "The love I felt for you I would show it with a shower of kisses."
Following the script she has laid out from their past, they snuggle next to one another for several long minutes, neither speaking as they let the love they feel wash over them. But it is a love tinged with forbidden lust just bubbling under the surface. A hunger so powerful, so undeniable, that it smolders just under the surface just waiting for a small spark to ignite it.
The spark, when it comes, is relaxed and patient. Her first tender kiss falls on his cheek, and then his lips, and then back to his other cheek. She whispers a "I love you baby" in between each kiss, before bringing her lips back to his—back to where they truly yearn to be.
She baths his lips with a half dozen small delicate kisses; pulling back after each one, before finally finishing with one extended kiss that lingers.
He barely kisses her back, instead he closes his eyes and tries not to wake up as he sure this must be a dream. Her lips slip down to his neck, and then down to his bare chest as she pulls the covers back.
She looks up at him. The words she whispers pushes things along to the next level. "I used to shower your chest and little tummy with so many fond little kisses sweetheart that you would soon be squirming with joy. Oh how I wish you could remember such things."
He takes a leap of faith. "Can't . . . can't we . . . recreate those memories . . . Mommy?" She says nothing, only staring up into his eyes as he prays, oh how he prays, that she will take the bait.
He lets out a gentle sigh as he watches her little by little lower her mouth to his chest. He shuts his eyes once he feels her swirling tongue licking at first his chest, and then on down, as she pulls the sheet off his body.
She stops the sheet just short of uncovering his hard cock as her kisses turn into playful nibbles all along his muscular chest and then on down to his taunt belly.
Her tongue spins it way all the way down to his belly button before stopping and twirling its way back up, and then down again. This time her wicked coiling tongue snakes it way past his navel and down to the very edge of the sheet which is just by the barest of margins covering his throbbing hardness.
She teases and torments all along the edge of the sheet. She has one long fingernail hooked under the edge of the sheet, threatening to pull it down to reveal his manhood to her probing tongue.
He feels all this; senses they are so close to something wholly forbidden. His eyes are still tightly shut wanting the dream to last. Her light kisses fall along his bare skin on the edge of the sheet teasing him and sending chills up and down his spine.
She starts to pull away; starts to let her tender kisses and tasty little nibbles float northward. Without even fully comprehending what he is doing, Tony reaches down and twists a strong hand her soft dark hair. He forces her mouth back downward toward his waiting cock.
She fights back, trying to raise her head up, having a sudden moment of panic over what he obviously expects her to do. She finally grasps that maybe she went too far in her teasing. But it is too late. Tony is not yielding, applying just enough pressure to keep her head in place.
"Mommy, please . . . please can you . . . put it in your mouth." His voice is full of such desperate longing, such sweet innocence, that it moves her to . . . obey.
She deftly pulls down on the sheet uncovering his twitching seven and half inches. She lets out a small gasp at his sheer size, before she feels him applying greater pressure with the one hand still tangled deep in her hair. She tries to lift her head up once more while all the while trusting his overwhelming desire for her will not allow such a thing.
Her hopes are not in vain. Tony pushes her head back down firmer this time and with much more urgency as he whispers to her, "Please, Mommy . . . Pretty please. I want you to be the first."
That does it. Somehow the idea of being the first woman to have that extremely nice cock of his in her mouth sends Maria's libido hurtling into the stratosphere. She closes her eyes and opens her mouth.
Tony lets out a groan as he watches his mother swallow his cock whole, and then another even louder whimper as she begins bobbing up and down on his slick knob . . . just like the fucking harlot she is.
His head falls back on the pillow as his mother uses her skilled tongue to attack the sensitive underside of his hard shaft just below the head of his penis. She lifts her mouth away as a prelude to her tongue whipping out and lashing again and again until poor Tony is shaking with pent up desire.
He is young and horny so it doesn't take long for things to reach a sticky climax. He lifts his head up, opening his eyes, suddenly wanting to watch as he cums for the first time -- in a woman's mouth.
After a few more swipes of her tongue on his raging hardon, she goes back to bobbing up and down on his cock faster and faster. When she brings her hand up and gently cups his balls, jiggling them in her hand, he cries out something unintelligible and begins to jerk.
Maria knows this is a preface to cumming so she lifts her head up quickly while smiling at him sweetly. Just as she hopes she catches him watching. "You can cum in Mommy's mouth sweetly," she declares softly, before dipping her mouth back down to finish her dirty work.
She swirls her tongue around the head of his cock, before deep throating him. She waggles her mouth up and down once, twice and then just as she is finishing with a long loving flicker of her tongue along the underside once more he explodes.
She hurriedly moves her mouth around to catch as much of her son's cum in her mouth as she can, before looking up at him.
He has fallen back on the pillow and is literally panting. She hops out of the bed, and heads into the bathroom allowing him time to come to grips with what just happened.
For her part, she is pretty much OK with what just happened as she absolutely lives for wild sexual adventures—and what could be more wild than sucking your 18 year old son's big virgin cock and having him cum in your mouth.
Tony relaxes in the bed. The copious amount of wine, plus the pot he smoked have him so relaxed the guilt over what just happened, which he first thought might be a motherfucker to deal with, has fallen away to a mere annoying whisper.
He is just starting to slip off to sleep when he feels the bed shift. "Mom, is that you."
"Of course baby . . ." She nudges him wanting him to be awake. She is still in a mood to play.
He opens one eye just in time to see her slip under the covers. She is still completely naked.
"Hey, can I finish my story. We . . . ahh took a little detour there baby."
"Yeah, ahh, Mom, about that. Are you OK . . . I mean . . . I think I kinda of forced you . . . you know."
"Oh nonsense. What happened is simple." She snuggles up close to him under the covers and breathes into his ear. "Your mommy is a fucking tease and she went too far and you snapped. I am very OK baby." And then just to prove her point maybe, she swirls her tongue deep in his ear causing him to shiver.
Falling onto her back she says, "Now can I finish my story."
"What story?"
"The story of us silly, of when you were still my baby. I . . . want to finish it so you will know everything."
"Sure go ahead."
She takes a deep breath resolving not to cry when she gets to the real bad part. "Just listen, no questions so I can get through this please."
"Sure," he says coming fully awake now as he has never seen her this serious.
"I am sure you father told you I just up and abandoned you both for no real good reason, but there was more to it than that. The truth is . . . well our relationship was really getting bad and the worse he treated me the more drugs I did to try and cope. I could not leave him . . . not being all messed up with the drugs like I was so I finally decided to check myself into rehab to get myself clean."
She fidgets a bit, before touching him on the cheek, and turning his face toward her. "Look at me, hon."
He turns to her and sees she is on the edge of tears. His heart is breaking just seeing her this sad.
"I didn't leave you. While I was in rehab he disappeared with you. Jesus I was in a panic. He had moved out. Nobody knew where he went. The police were of little help. I mean who wants to help a strung out stripper who can't keep track of her fucking kid."
"Mom . . ." He reaches out to comfort her as she seems ready to burst into tears, but she brushes his hand away.
"I need to finish. I am guilty too in this hon before you put it all on your father. He finally called and told me he had moved across country. He did not say where, but that he had married a woman with money, a good woman, a Christian woman as he put it. She was a good mother to you. Better than me he said. Long story short he said he would fight for custody and win if I challenged him . . . plus he would tell you when you got older how I chose drugs instead of my baby and how I was nothing, but a dirty stripper."
Maria starts to sniffle now as she pulls the sheet around her naked body tighter. "He told me to let you go . . . to forget about you. I guess I just thought you were better off with him and your new rich and Godly mommy . . . instead of me."
"Jesus I . . . Dad is such an asshole for doing that."
"Don't be too hard on him. He was doing what he thought best for you. And you did turn out pretty darn good honey." She ruffles his hair a bit and tries to smile. "But you know . . . I think I mean if you really want to get into details about this thing later would be better."
"Yeah, I agree. I'm glad you told me, but we are supposed to be . . . celebrating Valentine's Day not . . . you know crying about the past."
"Hmm speaking of the past honey, would you like, maybe care to recreate some more of those fond memories."
He turns to her. "You mean like the ones you were just telling me about. There is more?"
"Oh yes. Much more."
"I'm listening," he whispers his cock starting to twitch again despite having just cum not too long ago as somehow he suspects these fond memories she is about to share will lead to more sexual hijinks.
"After I got done kissing my little baby all over and making him giggle with delight it was his turn."
"His turn?"
"Yes to shower mommy with sweet little kisses all over and make her giggle."
"Show me where," he says moving in close to her as they both turn on their sides to face each other.
Her voice drops to a whisper. "As I remember you would start to kiss me here," she touches a finger to one cheek. "Soft and sweet."
Following her finger, he leans in and gives her several small kisses on each cheek, before she brings a finger around touching her ears one after the other. He kisses each in turn tenderly, before kissing her lightly on the nose, and then a dainty kiss on each of her closed eyes as he whispers, "I love you so much, Mommy."
"Show me baby," she breathes, "Show mommy your love." Her finger brushes her lips mere seconds before his lips follow.
Maria lets out a gentle sigh as she feels his lips brush hers. They exchange several small sweet kisses; their lips coming together softly and then breaking apart again and again.
He starts to pull away, but she quickly reaches out and wraps a hand around the back of his head and pulls him back. In response, he wraps his arms tightly around her.



"Go on sweetie kiss mommy for real." He had wanted to anyways-- kiss her for real-- had been dying to, but just needed encouragement. He crushes his mouth against hers as their tongues slip out, and begin to engage in a mock battle.
He finally pulls away, breathless, as she uses a firm hand to channel his kisses down to her vulnerable neck and throat. He lathers her throat with dozens of tender kisses, making her squirm, before once again, her hand guides his mouth downward.
Maria raises her head up from the pillow, blinking her eyes seductively, as her son stares down at the swell of her immense breasts hiding under the thin protective covering of the sheet. She starts to speak her voice sugarcoated with pure sweetness.
"Every night you used to fall asleep, cuddled in your mommy's arms, your face cradled between my breasts. It was so sweet and innocent and filled my heart with so much love baby."
He swallows hard before finding his voice. "I was one lucky baby."
"I was the lucky one honey. I never felt so loved as when your chubby little cheeks were nestled softly down there." She starts to pull the sheet down revealing her tits to him inch by lovely inch. Finally, when they are completely uncovered she looks up at him as she touches his cheek softly.
"You want to fall asleep tonight baby in Mommy's arms . . . your face cradled in between her tits. Please say yes honey, as mommy needs to feel that love again . . . especially today, Valentine's Day, the day made just for love. Please I . . . need that incredible warmth and affection only you have the power to give me. Please . . . I . . ." She winds her hand around the back of her head and starts to pull him down. "Want you so bad."
He is powerless to resist such a temptation as his face sinks into her deep valley of tit flesh. He closes his eyes-- feeling the whispered past rise up and capture his heart-- as his face is smothered between her tits.
She keeps a firm hand on the back of his head allowing for no chance of escape-- as if he would ever want to anyways. She is silent for a moment leaving him to wonder if her story from the past is done, but just as he feels the first tinges of disappointment settling in his heart that maybe it is she starts to speak again.
"Sometimes you would not go to sleep right away honey once you were snuggled down between my breasts. Sometimes . . . Oh God I remember it so well . . . my baby would be in need of comfort." She starts to stroke his hair softly running her fingers through it causing chills to run up and down his spine.
"So I would encourage you to go ahead and do what came natural . . . and is the single most loving act that can be shared between a mother and her son."
He turns his head up to look at her. "What is that mommy?"
"Words cannot do it honor baby. Instead . . . no instead . . ." She brings her hand down and rubs the side of his cheek. "I must show you."
Her fingers move up slowly across his cheeks. "Close your eyes sweetheart . . ." She uses one finger, brushing it lightly against his eyes. "And . . ." Her finger slips down to his lips, caressing them gently, "Open your mouth." He obeys lost in her musings of the past, while ready to celebrate the present.
The last thing he sees is a throbbing erect nipple before he closes his eyes and this fantasy world her recollections of the past has created goes dark.
The whispered words float to his ears firing his heart and soul with warm cravings of lust. "Go on baby, show mommy your love for her."
He feels her warm nipple slip into his mouth. It is his first time - - - since, well the nights she is describing from 16 long years ago-- to have a woman's breast in his mouth. It is like heaven, but only better.
He begins to suckle softly. Maria lets out a sharp hiss as his tongue dawdles over her nipple, before lathering it with soft loving strokes. It seems to last forever as the past and the present collide in one glorious moment of illicit yearning.
He suckles so softly, so sweetly, on his mommy's tits for the longest time letting her feel the love she so desires, before he finally lifts his mouth up momentarily, if only to catch his breath while wanting to know maybe if this is all real or some kind of absurd dream.
Her response is immediate. "No baby, please don't stop," she whines as she thrusts her chest forward pushing her tits back into his face.
Now properly reassured this is no dream, Tony loses himself in all that lovely tit flesh. He continues his gentle assault: slow, soft, and sweet, just like he senses she wants, or maybe more so, just because that is the type of man he is-- slow, soft and sweet.
Whatever the case, he starts to shower the entirety of his mother's big boobs with dozens of small butterfly kisses, making her squirm and moan with increasing intensity. "Oh that's it baby. That feels so good. Now suck on mommy's boobies. Stop teasing me."
But he doesn't stop teasing her despite her increasing desperate lamentations. Instead, he continue to patiently work his tongue in a soft swirling motion all over her tits while mixing in generous amounts of tender licks and affectionate nibbles.
Her tits are of such a size that it seems like it takes him forever before he gets back to her nipples. Finally, he raises his mouth up completely from her chest and gazes down at her.
Her chest is rising and falling quickly; her breath coming in short pants. Their eyes lock. "Please baby, suck on them. Stop teasing mommy. You know you want to."
He only continues to stare wanting to sear this memory deep in his soul. Her poor attention starved nipples are fully erect and just begging to be sucked on, but yet he manages to resist—for a few more seconds anyway-- before an overpowering forbidden ache overpowers his heart.
He falls upon her tits like a pack of hungry wolves. His mouth flies back and forth between the prodigious twin peaks of her mighty breasts. There is no longer any pretense of innocence between them. She snarls her hand around the back of his head forcing his face deeper into her cleavage while his hand slips down and in between her legs.
Maria lets out a louder hiss this time as she feels her son slip one, and then two fingers inside of her. She rocks her hips forward as he begins to finger fuck her as his mouth attacks her tits with a fiery passion she has never, ever, experienced before in her entire life.
"I . . . Jesus . . . need you inside of me baby. Please make love to me. Oh God, please!!"
He raises up; positioning himself; preparing to give his mommy the best gifts ever on this most special of days for lovers: his innocence and virginity.
Their eyes lock as he whispers, "I love you Mommy."
"I love you . . . toooo." He sinks down piercing her with his manhood. Following the script that has worked so well up to this point, he rocks into her with a measure pace.
He raises up and pauses, almost letting his cock break contact before plunging back down inside of her. He does this over and over driving her crazy as she is simply not used to having a man make love to her with such sweet tenderness.
Finally, the intense longing that has been slowly building between them all night takes over. Her hands come around clawing at his butt after he refuses to increase his speed. She forcefully pushes him back down inside of her as he pauses once again.
Finally, she cannot take it anymore. She needs more control. She aggressively flips him off of her, and then rolls him onto his back. She mounts her young son like the sex starved harlot she is and begins to ride his cock with reckless abandon.
There is no slow and patient love making now. Instead, she bounces up and down on his cock like some kind of crazed yoyo. He watches; his lust growing as her magnificent tits bounce up and down as she rides his cock. He starts to match her downward thrusts by lifting his hips up forcefully to match her intensity.
"Oh God baby you feel soooo good inside me," she moans before her head falls back and she shuts her eyes. She is holding out; waiting for him and soon her patience is rewarded. She feels him shudder deep inside of her and then his whole body goes limp. Seconds later she lets herself go and tips over the edge letting the powerful orgasm rule her world.
Maria falls down into his arms as they snuggle under the covers holding each other tight. She hugs him to her body, whispering in his ear, "Giving mommy your virginity baby . . . that has to be the best Valentine's gift ever. I love you so much."
The old grandfather clock downstairs starts to chime. Its midnight and Saint Valentine's Day may be over, but their new life is just beginning.



        The Legend of Dark Cupid

        Mother caught in the middle between two love starved twins.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-legend-of-dark-cupid

Title: The Legend of Dark Cupid

Author: Jimyfoxx

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Mother caught in the middle between two love starved twins.

Tags: bondage, mother son incest, big tits, forbidden passion, supernatural




There is a little-known legend of a mythical entity known simply as Dark Cupid, and if you are willing to listen with an open heart the tales be told of this powerful presence are astounding. Here is one such saga.
Jimmy, Amanda's beloved son, tragically died on Valentine's Day close to midnight. The time of death was officially recorded as midnight, but the coroner said it was a best guess estimate as to when he actually died. It might have been a few minutes before or after. Amanda had no way of knowing when Jimmy actually passed away as she had left him in the car after it had run off the road.
She had swerved on that lonely winding road to try and avoid some small woodland creature and lost control of the vehicle. She had replayed the night a million times over in her head, and a million times she had just run the damn thing over exchanging its life for that of her son.
The car had slipped down a sharp embankment, nearly turning over before slamming into a tree. Jimmy, sitting next to her in the front seat, was knocked out cold, with a trail of blood trickling down his forehead, but somehow Amanda had remained conscious.
She needed to get help and fast. She also knew she could not move him from the car as he had no idea as to the extent of his injuries. She hated to do it, but she kissed him lightly on his forehead and said goodbye promising to return soon. She climbed out of the car as the first heavy snow started to come down.
She was dizzy and disoriented from her own blow to the head when the car tumbled down the embankment so instead of heading back towards the road in hopes of finding help she wandered deeper into the sparse undergrowth before finally getting herself lost.
By the night of the accident, her marriage was in shambles as Tony, once again, had been cheating on her. She wanted to leave him, but was afraid of his dire threats to take Jimmy from her and disappear. Her son was her only salvation in an otherwise dreary life.
Amanda was a good catholic girl so she did not believe in divorce, even if she had thought that was a safe option, which due to Tony's awful temper it certainly was not. Tony knew he had his wife boxed in a corner and so he took advantage of her ill-advised belief in the sanctity of marriage along with her belief that he was capable of doing great harm to her if she ever thought of leaving him.
Amanda suffered in silence daring not to cheat herself. Tony had a most vicious temper, in addition to being insanely jealous over his attractive wife. She was a true beauty with tumbles of russet-brown hair that fell past her shoulders in a perfect wave of teased curls, along with a pair of big dreamy hazel eyes that were somehow both alluring and innocent all at the same time.
Those eyes, combined with her full pouty succulent lips and her peerless bronzed complexion, left many a man in her wake with broken hearts. Men who could only dream what it would be like to walk into a room and have a lady of such exquisite beauty perched on their arm. When she smiled, flashing those dazzling angel-white teeth, it was simply electrifying.
Finally, there was that sculpted figure of hers that must have been made by the Gods when they were in a very good mood. At 5' 8" and weighing 136 pounds with awe inspiring measurements of 37-24-36 Amanda looked fine.
While her long muscular legs and super nice ass were indeed enviable assets, it was her tremendous all natural 37 F breasts that were the real show stoppers. Those astonishingly big tits of hers were the whispered talk of the town in the boring little burg of Maple Valley, Vermont.
Sadly, Amanda soon realized men had a hard time accepting she could be anything but a walking sexpot due to her large breasts. But maybe worse of all the one man who should have appreciated her breasts, her husband of course, only made fun of them. He said they were big and ugly and that she should do the world a favor and have a breast reduction. It was all part of his nasty disposition, coupled with his obsessive need to keep his pretty wife emotionally insecure.
Lacking love and emotional comfort from her husband only pushed Amanda deeper into the arms of Jimmy. He was the shining light of her life while providing the only source of comfort.
Then came that fateful moment in time when everything changed- Valentine's Day 2007. Tony was off hunting for the weekend with his buddies caring little that he was leaving his wife alone on this special day.
When Jimmy noticed how distraught his mother was being left alone he made plans to take her out on a very special Valentine's Day date. He managed to scrape together enough cash to book a reservation at one of the nicer restaurant in one of the larger towns a few miles down the road from Maple Hill. They decided not to have dinner in Maple Hill as it would make too many tongues wag in the little town were idle gossip was king.
Jimmy was 18 now and just starting to see what a truly shitty deal his mother had been dealt in the husband department. He had been sensing for a long time that his father did not treat his mother the way she deserved.
She deserved better and he planned on giving her just even if it was for only one night. He would take her for a nice little dinner date and maybe even a dance or two as the dark romantic restaurant he chose had a small dance floor just off the dining area. Amanda accepted his invitation for their "date" just as she did everything - with quiet grace and honor.
She went all out in getting herself ready for their special evening, including buying a tight white dress that showed off her abundance of curves. When she came floating down the stairs in her new dress Jimmy was spellbound by her glittery beauty.
As for him, Amanda made Jimmy dress formally in black dress slacks with a white dress shirt and blue tie. She told him he looked as handsome and as adorable as any 18 year old boy could ever hope to look.
He was beaming with young male pride as they entered the expensive Italian restaurant arm in arm. Just as he hoped they had a wonderful time. The highlight of the evening came when Jimmy shyly asked her to dance after dinner. It was a romantic slow song and Jimmy held his mother tight just as she clung to him fighting back tears of joy that she finally was being treated like a lady.
As a reward for her son's dedication to her, Amanda all during that fateful evening was planning a bit of a surprise for Jimmy when they got home. She was planning on baking a special Valentine Day's cake for the two of them to enjoy in front of a warm fire on this bitterly cold and snowy evening.
Beyond the cake she had visions of maybe suggesting Jimmy give her a nice little back rub as she stretched out on the coach. She was sure he would jump at the chance to give his mother a nice massage.
But her secret hope for the evening was that maybe "Naughty James" would make an appearance before the night was over to spice things up a bit. Naughty James was merely Jimmy's dark side that came to life from time to time. Amanda was the one that started playfully referring to this side of his personality as "Naughty James." James was everything the shy, serious, soft spoken Jimmy was not—frisky, playful, lively, but maybe most of all he was a bit devilish in a naughty way—hence the nickname.
If Amanda ever barked at James/Jimmy for being too mischievous then Jimmy would simply crawl back into his shell would leave Amanda feeling depressed and lonely. There was no denying that she adored Jimmy with all her heart and soul, but without the added spice of James' playful spirit she sadly found her son a bit boring.
There was one other compelling reason why she so liked James even if he lived up to his nick name and was a bit naughty. Her reasoning was simple- Jimmy was a sweet boy that everyone liked—he had plenty of friends at school, his teachers always spoke glowingly of him, hell even his shit ass father seemed to tolerate him. In other words she was forced to share Jimmy with the world, but Naughty James, as far as she could tell, he was hers and hers alone.
Amanda had made subtle inquires of their friends and family, of teachers at the school, of kids he hung around in the nearby neighborhood, and all of them said the same thing: Jimmy was always exceedingly polite and well behaved. He never showed any signs of a naughty nature to anyone -except her. It made her feel special even if she did at times doubt that Jimmy truly had a split personality, or an evil twin, or whatever one wanted to call it.
The truth was she only very briefly ever considered taking him to a doctor, a shrink that is, to see if there was truly something wrong with him, but in the end she knew Tony would surely find out and be upset.
He did not believe much in the whole idea of going to a doctor to discuss emotional problems, or any problems for that matter. He believed greatly in the concept of the all-powerful self-reliant man. If Jimmy went to a doctor they would get nothing but grief for it. But maybe the more compelling reason why she didn't take him to a doctor for was she simply did not want him to change.
What if some psychiatrist fucked him up and he changed? What if Naughty James disappeared completely? That was something Amanda did not want. She didn't want him to change. The truth was she enjoyed his evil little sidekick even if she did get angry at him from time to time for taking things a little too far.
Now they were both gone- forever- thanks to her kind heart and that stupid critter on the road that evening. If only she would have steeled her nerves to run the stupid thing over, but instead they found her later that evening, shivering half froze to death, minus her winter jacket as she had used it to cover Jimmy up in the car. She had passed out in the sparse undergrowth close to the road and was near death herself.
After exiting the car for help, she had become lost in the dark, and then panicking she began to run. Eventually, she stumbled over a log and crashed to the ground knocking herself out when her head hit a fairly good sized rock that was embedded in the frozen ground. Luckily for her, she fell just a few feet short of the road, but unfortunately the road was not well-traveled, especially on cold winter nights.
It would be nearly 15 minutes before a car slowed down, just happening to notice the dark shape passed out next to the road. The doctors told her if she would have stayed out there much longer she might not have survived herself as the temperature continued to drop during the night.
When she came to in the nice warm hospital the first words out of her mouth were, "My baby . . ." The nurse sadly shook her head. Amanda's head fell back on the pillow as the tears trickled down her cheeks.
The next six months passed with Amanda in a near comatose state; the crushing grief she was a constant companion that never left her side. She popped anti-depressants by the handful just to cope with the simplest of tasks.
The only bright spot was she finally found the courage to divorce Tony who had been nearly useless in helping her cope with her depression. He took off leaving the state never to be heard from again which was just fine with her.
Amanda was now utterly alone and when a friend suggested seeing a Dr. Adams, a healing spiritualist, to try and calm her nerves Amanda figured she had nothing to lose.
Her nerves were not being helped by the strange happening in the house. Nothing too weird, but still strange nevertheless. For instance, sometimes when she downstairs in the living room, Amanda would hear the pitter-patter of feet upstairs in both the hallway and in Jimmy's bedroom.
At other times, doors would slam shut or suddenly fly open. Sometimes she would come downstairs in the morning and her coffee would already be made. This was one of the sweet things Jimmy used to do for her knowing her mother was useless until she had her first cup of morning java.
Amanda tried to blame it on her battered nerves, but in the end, she was sure it was not her nerves or her imagination. Somethings strange was afoot of this she was sure.
Even more unnerving was at times she felt like she was being watched from any one of the numerous dark corners that could be found in the old house. Even more unnerving was these times especially seemed to occur when she was getting undressed for the evening.
She was desperately lonely in the big old house all by herself. She thought about moving, starting a new life elsewhere, but in the end, it would be too much like leaving Jimmy permanently. This was the house he grow up in; the house where they had shared a million smiles and laughs. She simply could not sell it and move on. Not yet anyways.
The first time she met Dr. Adams, Amanda felt instantly at ease with her. She was a kindly older lady, maybe in her mid-fifties Amanda would have guessed who seemed perfectly willing to accept Amanda's suggestion that the strange goings on in the house may have been Jimmy. So when she suggested they hold a séance to try and contact him Amanda jumped at the idea.
It is with this séance that our story really begins. The séance begins shortly after 9 pm on a stormy spring night. They hold hands as the doctor performs the various rituals to contact the dead. Dr. Adams soon slips into a trance before things suddenly take a left turn into Bizarro World.
Amanda senses they are no longer alone in the dark living room. A black presence has entered the room and is slowly making itself known. Amanda watches with bated breath as the doctor asks the presence to identify itself in a flat monotone voice.
The doctor's eyes first become glazed, and then roll back in her head. Then much to Amanda's shock Dr. Adams begins to speak to her in a soft voice.
The voice sounds similar to Jimmy's quiet patient voice that Amanda fondly remembers so well, but the words being spoken fill her heart with a despairing sadness. "Mommy, it's so cold and freezing. Please come back Mommy. I'm hurt . . . bleeding."
Then another voice interjected. A bold confident voice. "Mommy left us to die! All alone in that cold broken car. Why did you leave us?" The voice, so different from the first coming from Dr. Adams, shocks Amanda for there seems to be an underlying sense of anger to it.
She wonders- this could not be her sweet Jimmy speaking with such bold confidence, no it sounded much more like- and then it hits her—the boldness of the voice, the anger that was more like Naughty James.
"I left to get help," Amanda cries out softly on the verge of tears. "You must believe me."
"I'm so cold. Where is Mommy? I need my Mommy," the voice responds in a snivel sounding both sweet and pathetic. That would be Jimmy again.
"Oh, honey is that you. Talk to mommy!!" Amanda is growing excited, worried and scared all at once as the séance is working.
"You left us to die. Cold and bleeding." Both voices, Jimmy and James, seem to be speaking blended together. Their harrowing accusation panic poor Amanda, but not half as much as the new voice that is about to join the party.
"Alone in the car you left him to die. What kind of mother does that!!?" This new voice booms out at Amanda like rolling thunder full of malice and hate shocking her into silence. She waits; breathing heavily to see if it will return.
Finally after several long moments of silence where all that can be heard is the loud ticking of the ancient grandfather clock stuck in the far corner, Amanda deems it necessary to respond.
She starts out tentatively. "N-no, p-please you must understand. I . . . I don't know who you are, but you must b-believe me. I went to get help. I got lost. Fell and got knocked out."
"Please my dear Amanda, I must be told the truth. Dark Cupid always requires the truth no matter how it pains one to utter it. Yes I require it . . . if nothing more than for Jimmy's sake." Now speaking with a calmer tone the older male voice sounds like the refined voice of a sophisticated world traveler.
Amanda is struck dumb for a moment. Who the hell is Dark Cupid? Furthermore, what would Cupid have to do with this whole affair? And how does he . . . it know her name?
Downright bewildered her mind whirls with these questions. And then somewhere deep in her brain a connection is made for at least one part of the puzzle.
What would Cupid have to do with this whole affair? She remembers—the night of the accident when Jimmy died it was Valentine's Day, but still . . . who the hell . . . or what is a Dark Cupid?
Amanda takes a deep breath preparing to engage this Dark Cupid in conversation and tell him the truth as she sees it. Thus far the fact Jimmy has remained silent, along with James, leads her to suspect that this Dark Cupid character is some kind of controlling entity.
Another deep breath, now speak firm and patient to this ghostly presence, if that indeed what it is, she tells herself. "The truth is simple Mr. Cupid. I had an accident trying to avoid running over some kind of small animal. The car ran off the road . . . crashed badly. I was . . . yeah, lucky all right and not hurt, but Jimmy. He was knocked out. I . . ." She nearly breaks down in tears ripping the scabs off her emotional wounds like this, but somehow after a quick sniffle or two, she manages to get hold of herself.
"I left him. I wanted to get help. I tried to make it back to the road. Flag a car down maybe."
"Why did you not just call 9-1-1 on your cell phone?" The voice interjects with calm patience.
"That was Jimmy. He insisted I not take it to the restaurant. He wanted my undivided attention all night he insisted."
"Understandable. Please continue."
"I got turned around in the dark. Wandered away from the road. It was dark and snowy . . . the road I was on that leads back to our house eventually is a bit lonely. No lights there. I got lost. Panicked. Ran. Stumbled and fell I guess I . . . later I awoke in the hospital."
"I sense no lying in your voice. Dark Cupid can always hear the noxious smell of a lie. . . but your words seem to speak the truth."
"S-so you believe me?"
"Yes, but hmm Jimmy he might need a bit more convincing from his Mommy to win over his heart I am afraid."
"Jimmy is . . . is he here. Is he OK?" Amanda asks hesitantly.
"OK is a relative term, much too complex to discuss now as for being here. Hmm yes, let's just say he is here with me . . . in spirit form of course, but here nonetheless."
"I . . . can you tell m-"
"I am afraid I can tell you nothing," he interrupts her firmly. "At least not for the moment Amanda. Instead, for now, all you must do is answer one simple question. "Why did you leave, why did you not stay with your beloved son?"
This was a question that has haunted Amanda ever since the night of the accident. A question she has answered over and over again in her mind, but with an answer that always fails to give little comfort.
"I just left to get help is all. Yes I should have stayed, but I didn't know how badly he was hurt . . ." Her voice trails off as she wonders what really might have happened if she had stayed. Could they have huddled together and stayed warm until help arrived. Before she can decide one way or the other her thoughts are interrupted. The words these entity speaks to her come as a mighty shock.
"You were supposed to die together . . . in each other arms as I had planned."
"I . . . I don't understand." Amanda cries feeling her heart break into a million pieces at the thought of dying together alone in that car with her poor sweet Jimmy next to her. That surely would have been better than this living hell she has been enduring ever since his death.
"Listen and obey and leave the understanding for another day . . . that is if you ever want to fulfill your secret and most forbidden dreams of that night when you never made it home."



"I . . ." She was about to ask what secret and forbidden dreams was he talking about when she was harshly cut off.
"SILENCE!! It's best to let the lie you were about to utter sit there unspoken my dear."
Amanda's nearly jumps out of her skin as her mouth snaps shut.
"No questions, Instead, listen, obey . . . that is all you must do."
"If I do, will I see my baby again?"
"You shall. That is a promise. Dark Cupid is many things, but a liar is not one of them. Now simply answer my questions with a yes or no. No discussion, just a simple yes or no and if I catch you in a lie forget about ever, ever seeing him again. Do you understand? Hurry and answer me before the old bitch regains her senses and wakes up."
There is a moment of silence. Amanda glances at Dr. Adams and sees her eyes are still glazed over. She quietly says yes. Then Dark Cupid begins to speak.
"Listen carefully . . . there is an obscure legend that if a mortal expire at midnight on Valentine's Day, like poor Jimmy did, that is midnight as that most special day in my honor expires, but only after being in the company of the one they truly love, then I, the Dark Master of Forbidden Love can take possession of their soul. The love must be pure and wholly forbidden both ways or I cannot get involved in reuniting the loved ones. So tell me Amanda was your love pure and at least a little bit forbidden for your precious Jimmy?"
She starts to ask just what the meaning at least a little bit forbidden actually entails, but that would be violating his instructions to answer simply yes or no.
"Yes," she replies quietly knowing in her heart of hearts it is a truly honest answer.
"And was his love for you also equally pure while containing at least a small element of forbidden lust."
Amanda swallows hard, remembering the past and just how . . . naughty . . . her sweet little Jimmy could get at times with his Mommy. She quickly answers in the affirmative.
"Then it is settled. I can take possession of his soul and prepare Jimmy for a return journey to this earthly sphere where he can be reunited with his mommy . . . if even only for only one night."
Amanda, despite the impossibility of what she is hearing, nevertheless feels her heart leap with joy.
"But you must do something Amanda from this day forward until the second anniversary of his death in order to allow him to return to you."
"Anything at all."
"You must remain pure as new fallen snow. That is you must remain untouched by another human being other than the most incidental of contact. Do you fully understand? Included in this is my strict orders to be distant with any and all friends. As for family, you have none other than Jimmy true?"
"A sister, but she lives across the country and we barely speak," Amanda replies. Her voice crackles with excitement due to the matter of fact way this mysterious entity referred to Jimmy in the present tense instead of the past tense.
"Good, good. Let's keep it that way and see if you are capable of shutting yourself off from practically all human contact for Jimmy's sake. Although I do think you do need at least one person to speak frankly with as to what you are experiencing here tonight. Yes, I think the old bitch will do. She is a firm believer anyways of another unseen world."
"You mean Dr. Adams?" Amanda asks tentatively.
"Yes, of course, who else. Now as for avoiding human contact, it will be a test of sorts for you to pass.
"Yes. Please, anything if only you promise me a chance to see him again. Please."
"Yes you have my promise, but you must assure me of one other thing. Most important. You must also not engage in any sort of . . . ahh self-pleasure shall we say, no matter how the need grows inside of you. Still you feel strong enough to deny all others including yourself?"
"Yes," Amanda exclaims nervously as she was, at least before the accident reduced her sex drive to zero, a great devotee of the art of self-pleasure.
Masturbation had really been her only sexual salvation as Tony was not particularly attentive in the sex department. In fact, he had pretty much ignored her completely for the last few years of their marriage. He had plenty of women on the side and seemed content to be with them instead of his wife.
"Good then we are on our way. As the time draws closer to your fateful reunion on Valentine's Day in the year 2005 I will be in touch via your dreams with further instructions. Until then if you ever want to see your son again then remain pure for him. Oh one final thing . . . never try and contact me again by holding another séance. Just as important do not attempt to initiate contact with him either . . . even if you suspect he is nearby watching. Understand?"
"Yes, yes understood fully," Amanda replies her voice shaking from excitement.
Dr. Adam's eyes blink and then open. She remembers nothing so Amanda tells her everything that has happened.
Dr. Adams confirms the little known rumor of Cupid having a mischievous twin, known simply as Dark Cupid. And yes there is a little known legend that states he can take possession of lost lonely souls if the conditions are met just as he explained them.
Dr. Adams bends closer to Amanda before lowering her voice as a serious shadow crosses her face. Her tone is ominous as she whispers to Amanda, "The legend is clear Amanda . . . both parties must have forbidden lust buried deep within their hearts."
The doctor straightens up after seeing the startled look on Amanda's face before announcing casually, "But, of course, again, it is just a silly legend."
In the end, the doctor's advice is simple and straight forward. Follow your heart dear. Follow your heart.
After some careful thought she had firmly decided to follow Dr. Adam's advice and follow the path this mysterious Dark Cupid has planned for her.
Thankfully, she is able to disengage from society quite easily as money was not an issue thanks to her recent divorce. Tony was happy to give Amanda a bit of cash, even if it was only a fraction of his true worth, plus the house, in order to gain his freedom without going through messy divorce proceedings.
She wants to so badly see her precious Jimmy again—if only to explain why she left him that night- even if meant spending a couple long lonely years waiting to do so. Somehow, even though on the surface the whole thing seems foolish, she believes in Dark Cupid and everything he has told her tonight.
But when she hears nothing more from him for nearly 18 months, Amanda is beginning to suspect she is being duped into believing a lie. Worse still, the strange goings on in the old house have all but stopped since the séance. Little does she know this is all part of the entity's grand scheme.
Over the past year and a half of patiently waiting, Amanda has let herself go a bit. She has added a few pounds on her once lean frame and it shows. The reason is obvious- she was eating to fill those long empty hours.
One night, early in the summer prior to the second upcoming anniversary, much to her relief, Dark Cupid finally pays her a most unexpected visit during her sleep. He comes to her in an extremely lucid dream with a dire warning.
Amanda is informed, in no uncertain terms, that neither he nor Jimmy is happy with her notable weight gain. Dark Cupid went on to explain to her how Jimmy had always been so proud of having such a pretty mother who was in such fantastic shape.
Amanda tries to explain why she had put on the extra weight, but Dark Cupid cuts her. "I know you are lonely. In that regard, I give you permission to seek a part time job outside the house if only to give you a bit of purpose until the time comes. Something simple mind you, like at your local library. Yes that sounds good something low key, but dare I remind you what I said earlier . . . keep your distance from people . . . oh and lose the weight . . . make Jimmy proud again of you. It won't be long now my dear before you see him. The second anniversary is approaching rapidly." And then poof he is gone.
Amanda is a heartened by the visit as she no longer feels like she is being deceived. This feeling is reinforced by the next day's events. She doesn't know if it was by simple dumb luck or something deeper, but Dark Cupid's mention of a job at the library bore fruit immediately.
She has books to return to the library anyways - again pure coincidence or something more- but when she casually inquires of the head librarian if they maybe needed some help she is told "the library is always looking for a few good volunteers."
It would be on a strictly volunteer basis so Amanda would not be paid, but that was of no concern of hers as since her initial visit from Dark Cupid all of her investments in the stock market- yes all, not just some, but every last one of them are doing fantastic.
More of Dark Cupid's influence? She was not sure and thought it unwise to think too deeply about what this mysterious entity might be able to do.
Of course, time being one thing she had plenty of, Amanda jumps at the chance and starts working the very next day for a few hours in the afternoon five days a week.
The job now secured, next she has to deal with her weight issues so she purchases a fancy home workout gym and proceeds to start exercising like a woman possessed.
The results, helped by paying strict adherence to a sensible diet, come quicker than she could have hoped. By the end of the summer she is in fantastic shape. The excess fat has been replaced by lean muscle. Her weight is back to a fit and trim 137 pounds. Not bad at all for a 5' 8" woman in her mid-thirties.
Over the past year and half she has kept in contact with Dr. Adams with regular monthly meetings at her office. But as the months passed with nothing new ever to report the monthly meetings were scaled back to the occasion phone call every other month.
Now finally Amanda is excited as she picks up the phone eager to get a hold of the doctor and have a meeting to discuss this latest development in her case. Unfortunately, the doctor is on holiday for the entire summer in Spain and then when she finally gets back she arrives home quite ill.
Thanks to her illness, which included an extended stay at the hospital, the doctor was unable to schedule an appointment with Amanda until November 14, three months prior to the two year anniversary of that horrible night.
Sitting in Dr. Adam's office in the on a warm autumn afternoon, Amanda can hardly believe they are talking about the ghostly spirit of her son returning on the anniversary of his death, but yet they are.
Amanda opens the meeting in the doctor's sparely furnished office by excitedly explaining how Dark Cupid had spoken to her at the beginning of the summer in a dream. She relayed everything he said and how she followed his advice to the tee, but much to her chagrin the doctor does not seem at all excited by this newest development. Instead, she seems more than a little worried.
Over the past year, every time they either meet in person, or talked on the phone, Amanda often referred to Jimmy as her "precious little baby." This had always been a gnawing cause of worry to the doctor, but not wanting to upset the fragile Amanda she never mentioned her worries.
But now, with once again Amanda calling Jimmy her baby several times as they talked at the start of the meeting, the doctor decides it's time to issue a dire warning to Amanda.
"Look Amanda I do not mean to frighten you, but insisting on thinking of Jimmy as still being your baby, still being sweet and innocent that is, could be a mistake. It could lead you to be vulnerable to tricks or worse, to wicked intentions aimed directly at you."
"Wicked intentions, by who doctor?" Amanda replies narrowing her eyes.
"I will speak plainly then. You remember what I told you in regards to the legend of Dark Cupid."
"Yes, I think so."
"Then you recall me mentioning something about forbidden lust?"
"Yes, and I am not sure I understood then or now even."
"Oh I think you understand. Perfectly. You cannot be that willfully naive. After all, you did not question me on the subject nor did you deny the fact."
"The fact that someone may have forbidden lust in their heart?"
"Yes. Who, Jimmy? You? Both of you, maybe?"
Amanda sighs deeply while turning a bright red. It was true- she did not question it then as she knew it to be true. She had the cold hard facts presented to her that night Jimmy died with the emphasize on hard. What she had suspected for years made itself quite known that night."
"The third one," she responds quietly.
"Both, very good. Your honesty is needed in this matter for us to proceed. Remember I am only here to listen and offer advice, not to judge so tell me about it. Are you sure first of all about him?"
The doctor shifts in her battered old office chair, pausing before she gives Amanda a hard stare. "While away I did quite a bit of research on our little friend Dark Cupid and the legend is pretty clear. He does not get involved in such affairs unless he believes forbidden lust is in the equation . . . You must be sure for if he feels he was tricked." The doctor leans forward and looks Amanda directly in the eye, "I think that could be very bad. So, are you sure?"
"Forbidden as in incest you mean doctor?"
"Exactly . . . Incest . . . The most forbidden lust known to man."
"But he . . . well I am sure it would have went away after he got himself a girlfriend. Sooner or later."
"But at the time of the accident he had no girlfriend so his feelings for you . . . for his mother were still particularly . . . ahh intense shall we say."
"Yes," Amanda responds her voice on the edge of shaking as this particular line of questioning is making her apprehensive.
Dr. Adams senses Amanda's nervousness so she offers her a glass of white wine from a small liquor cabinet in the corner of the office.
"I always have a bit of wine with my lunch. Helps relax me." The doctor tells her with a smile after Amanda graciously accepts the glass of wine.
Amanda takes a small sip of her wine wondering just how much, or for that matter if anything at all, should she confess to the good doctor. She likes the wine and takes a larger sip searching for the courage to confess to both her and Jimmy's sins.
"You have told me prior that Jimmy, other than being a bit shy and sensitive and other than having his little sidekick . . . What did you call him?"
"Naughty James," she tells the doctor. Over the past year Amanda had told the doctor a little bit about Jimmy's mischievous little "twin". She had conveniently left out some details though, mostly in regards to his R-rated naughty tricks he used to play on her, but still Amanda had mentioned enough of Naughty James for Dr. Adams to take careful note of his existence.
"Yes, what a cute little nickname although I suspect Mr. Naughty James was given this nickname for a very good reason, but for now let's concentrate on what we have started."
"Fine," Amanda says relieved as she really is not looking forward to coming clean to Naughty James and his dirty little tricks.
"Good. So as I was saying, Jimmy was normal in all aspects prior to the accident other than what we already mentioned."
After some hesitation, Amanda replies, "Yes in my mind very much so."
"I need to know what was in your son's regarding you, Amanda."
Avoiding eye contact with Dr. Adams, Amanda stares thoughtfully into her lap wishing they would just move on from this subject, but it's a forlorn thought.
Amanda takes another large sip of her wine as the doctor sits and waits patiently for the confession she is sure Amanda is holding back. The doctor clears her throat before speaking again, understanding Amanda just needs a little prompting to get her to confess.
"Again, I must remind you, must make clear, I am not here to judge you or your parenting ability. Nor am I here to judge Jimmy in any fashion. I am here to listen and offer critical advice. Amanda I cannot emphasize enough that this visit by Dark Cupid at the beginning of the summer is of the utmost importance. You must, now that I am aware that he came to see you again, I believe, make a hard and firm decision about what path you shall follow from this day forward. Need I remind you . . . Valentine's Day is coming my dear and this is the big one?"
"Yes I know," she replies with a heavy sigh before draining the last third of wine in one large drink. A warm fuzzy feeling starts to come over her. She sighs deeply, relaxes and starts to speak.
"There was a bit of naughtiness in my son's heart Dr. Adams."
"Good start at the beginning. I am listening." The doctor says refilling Amanda's glass with fresh wine.
"From the beginning . . . yes of course. It was the start of the summer. He had just turned 18 and I began to suspect Jimmy had a bit of . . . ahh, oh, secret desire for his mother. He had always been very, you know, attracted to me when he was younger, but I thought it was something he would grow out of eventually. But even after turning 18 . . ." She pauses shaking her head. "It was still there. His deep attraction toward me. You want details I suppose?"
"Of course, my dear, but take your time, drink your wine. I have cleared my calendar for you this afternoon. You like my wine Amanda?"
"Yes. It helping for me to relax and tell everything."
Amanda settles back into her the warm leather of her chair and begins to speak again. "It was the summer prior to the accident. Tony was out of town nearly that whole summer on extended business trips. Well, that was what he called them, but I knew better. I knew he was spending his time with his girlfriends in other cities. Well my self-esteem was low that summer and I needed attention . . . Hmm no . . . make that wanted attention so I took to sunning myself out by the pool in a variety of rather skimpy bikinis. Jimmy had for the past two summers rarely been home. He was always out playing basketball at the park, or running here or there with his neighborhood pals, hanging out doing I suppose normal teenage boy stuff with his friends."
"So in other words he was not hanging around the house with his mother?"
"No, but suddenly that summer, curiously he had taken a sudden interest in hanging out by the pool with his mom . . . even though he never particularly enjoyed swimming."
"In the past summers prior to this one had you been hanging out by the pool in your skimpy bikinis Amanda?"
"No. I . . . I went swimming on occasion and never in a bikini. I always wore conservative one pieces."
"Yes, I see and can I assume you understood the reasons behind his change of heart."
"It was not lost on me no, Dr. Adams."
"I can imagine not. If you don't mind me saying so dear, if you looked half as good then as you do now, and I much suspect you did, then that must have been quite a sight for the young man to see his sexy mother hanging out by the family pool in a skimpy bikini."
Amanda blushes while at the same time welcoming the comment about how good she looks. She is relieved her daily regime of diet and exercise has not went unnoticed. "Thanks I . . . well not to be conceited, but I did look good then."
"I am sure and what was your response to his attentions."
"I guess it should have been for me to stop hanging around the pool in my skimpy bikinis."
"But I suspect that was not what you did?" The doctor asks raising her eyebrows in a knowing manner.
"No that is not what I did. I did the opposite in fact. Instead, I continued to wear my bikinis around the house even after I was done hanging out by the pool."
"I am sure he did not protest."
Amanda starts to smile, before realizing it might give the wrong impression, but it's too late as the perceptive doctor picks up on it and comes to her rescue.



"Let me tell you what I think. Save you a confession. You noticed how your son paid attention to you that summer, instead of his friends and that was a big boost to your ego. Paying attention to you was something your husband refused to do. You liked it, the attention that is. You could not cheat, would not cheat probably even if you were able, so getting your young son to pay you some much needed attention was a very understandable course of action. You did, maybe on purpose, maybe sub consciously, do what it took to keep his attention squarely on you."
"Yes," Amanda answers quietly amazed that the doctor could have her pegged so easily while preparing her next little confession. "Would it surprise you that as the summer wore on I craved more and more attention to the point where as I noticed him . . . well noticing me, I invited him to rub sun tan lotion on me?"
Amanda sighs deeply remembering that long hot summer she spent with Jimmy out by the pool. Remembering his eager, yet shy hands, all over her nearly naked body—rubbing the lotion in so carefully, taking his sweet time.
"Hmm I can only imagine that was a task he eagerly looked forward to and very much enjoyed."
"Oh yes," she answers quietly while reminiscing about how her son spent the summer trying to hide the large boners he was constantly sprouting out by the pool. "By the end of the summer I did not have to even ask him. It had become a daily ritual for us."
"I bet that was nice."
"Hmm, yes, very nice . . . for both of us."
There is a brief pause as Mrs. Adams lets Amanda collect her thoughts before pushing her to continue. After hearing this initial confession the doctor makes a critical decision—she is no longer going to sugarcoat things for Amanda, but instead push her to tell everything.
"So go on dear as you mentioned there were several reasons you understood Jimmy had the forbidden lust in his heart for his mother. That is one . . . a very good one at that."
Hearing the doctor refer so casually to her son having forbidden lust in his heart for his mother gives Amanda pause, but only for a moment. She is determined to, with the help of the wine, confess nearly everything to the doctor.
"When I was in college I did some modeling. Swimsuit calendars, lingerie ads, stuff like that. Finally when I was a senior, on a dare from my best friend I did some test photos for a couple different girlie magazines. One of them was really interested and I almost agreed to a feature layout . . . nude layout that is . . . in their magazine, but in the end I got cold feet and declined their offer."
Amanda runs a fingertip along the edge of her glass wondering just how much she should tell before deciding on . . . everything. "So anyways all three of the magazines I did the test photos for gave me copies of the photos."
"So you hung on to some of the actual photos from the shoots."
"Yes. Threw them in an old shoe box in my closet and kinda of forgot about them."
"Can I assume there were some nude photos, Amanda?" Mrs. Adams asks having an inkling where this is heading.
"Well there was a couple of topless photos but most of them were shots of me in sexy outfits. You know bra and panties, a white lace teddy, a tight half tee shirt that barely covered my boobs along with a pair of skimpy daisy dukes. You know that sorta stuff. Cheesecake material. Anyway, it was a few months later after that summer I spent with Jimmy out by the pool . . . winter time, maybe a month or so before . . . before Valentine's Day on a Saturday afternoon. Tony was gone for the weekend, ice fishing I think with his buddies. I was supposed to be taking a nap, but I could not fall asleep. I got up and the house was super quiet. Too quiet maybe as I sensed something. I kinda snuck down the hallway to his room. I listened at the door. I heard him whispering actually as I cracked open his bedroom door."
Amanda pauses; the only sound in the office is the loud ticking of the doctor's old clock on the wall. Tick, tock, tick, tock; the soft ticking of the clock seems to match Amanda's heartbeat as she recalls that quiet Saturday afternoon and what she discovered.
"I poked my head in the room . . . quietly. I was curious who he was whispering to, but did not see him right away. Then I spotted him sitting on the floor leaning with his back against the bed. His back was to me and I could just see his head above the bed. He had no idea I was there."
Dr. Adams leans forward paying close attention to what her patient has to say knowing this may be even more critical than their summer time escapades at the pool.
"Then I heard him say something that made my heart leap with . . ." Amanda stops here to finish her wine needing the liquid courage to continue now that her latest confession is reaching its climax. "Half joy, half dread, but one hundred percent excitement if I was to be really honest."
"What did you hear your son whisper Amanda?"
"Jesus, Mommy, they are so big. Can I play with them?" She shakes her head softly remembering the absolute shock she felt upon hearing that. "I was shocked, but then again not considering the way I had teased him all summer. I softly shut the door and made an impulsive decision. I wanted to catch him in act, very badly, but then again if I caught him red handed he would know that I was spying on him."
"So what did you do?"
"I softy shut the door and walked back down the hallway a few feet. I cleared my throat and then said loudly, 'Jimmy, honey where are you at? Are you in your room?' I then made a beeline for his door and opened it loudly calling his name again."
"What did he do?"
"Nothing much. I felt silly for a moment for when I rounded the bed and he came into my clear sight. He was just sitting there resting on the floor thumbing through one of his baseball magazines looking all sweet and innocent. I actually started to believe maybe my ears had been deceiving me and was feeling a little guilty for my bit of trickery . . . that is until I asked him to come on downstairs and wash the dishes. He tried to make an excuse as I recall, but I demanded he get downstairs right away."
Amanda, like a good storyteller, now lingers over this latest plot detail letting the suspense build while enjoying having someone's full attention for once. The doctor sits there tapping her fingers lightly on the large wooden desk between them waiting for what she is sure will be a telling conclusion to this story.
"When he finally stood up I had already started to turn away to head out of his room. But then I stopped and turned around to remind him to also take out the garbage when I noticed the incredibly large bulge in his jeans. It took all my will power not to stare."
"You said nothing to him of course?"
"Of course."
"But I sense you did something Amanda."
"You are perceptive Dr. Adams," Amanda tells her with a smile. "I did something all right, two somethings as a matter of fact."
"Tell me of the first dear."
"Just as we were leaving the room it hit me. I had a nagging feeling that something was not quite right about the whole scene of him sitting there looking at a baseball magazine. Jimmy loved both baseball and football equally, that is while they were in season. January was the highlight of the football season, the playoffs, why the hell was he looking at a baseball magazine?"
"Hmm very astute observation. And where did that take you?"
"Down a dark path I suppose. I paused in the hallway my suspicions growing. I made sure he went downstairs as I wandered slowly to my bedroom. As soon as I heard him busy in the kitchen I doubled back to his room and went directly to the nightstand next to his bed where I seen him putting his baseball magazine away."
Amanda stops, twists her hair in the tips of her fingers, after taking a drink of wine, finally ready to spill the beans on the both of them. "I pulled the magazine out, flipped through the pages and . . . found them."
"Some of your photos from the test shoot."
"Yes,
"So you caught him after all, just not red handed."
"Yes I caught him. But worse than that doctor, a couple of the pictures where I was showing my tits they were covered with cum stains."
"So this was obviously not his first time looking at the photos. What did you do?"
"Nothing at all unless feeling frisky and happy the rest of the day knowing what he had been doing was something. I must be awful huh?"
"No not awful, that is not for me to say. Now what is the second something you did?"
"Oh the other thing . . . I just put the photos back and never talked to him about what he had been doing."
"Maybe that was for the best. You were protecting him from supreme embarrassment."
"If you say so." Amanda replies with a sigh while sipping on her wine.
"More wine dear?" The doctor asks after noticing Amanda's glass was almost empty.
"Hmm maybe, just half a glass."
Amanda fidgets as the doctor fills her glass wondering what she might be thinking.
Dr. Adams, wanting Amanda relaxed to tell more truths if they are more to be told, pours her a red wine this time, ignoring her request for only a half a glass, instead filling it all the way.
When she only takes a small sip she reassures her, "Go on have a bigger sip. This is my best wine. Don't worry we can always call you a cab to get home dear or better yet I can give you a lift myself."
"Are you trying to get me drunk Mrs. Adams?" Amanda says with a coy smile.
"Yes, actually I am. It will help you tell the truth, while accepting what I may tell you about the many things that need to be understood here and now as the time approaches."
"Do you believe me . . . about Dark Cupid? About what he said to me at our séance."
"I am let's say open to it being very real. I am of the mind that there is many dark things far from being understood in this world that most people tend to ignore . . . the supernatural being first and foremost among them."
Amanda takes a larger sip of her wine now. "This is good. Delicious as a matter of fact."
"Well good because the bottle is fresh, the afternoon is young, and you have many things to tell me my dear."
"Don't you have other patients or clients, maybe, to see Dr. Adams?"
"Please, call me Kay. No need for such formality. And, no, I have cleared my calendar this afternoon just for you Amanda. Remember I told you that?"
"Oh yes, I guess you did. Thanks . . . Kay for everything, but mainly for not doubting me what I heard during the séance. I was afraid you might have thought me crazy."
"Not at all. My research of Dark Cupid, your story . . . everything fits. Now have another large drink of wine and please go on with yet more proof that your son harbors the forbidden lust in his heart that our friend so desires."
"You think I have another story for you . . . Kay."
"Oh I am sure of it, but more to the point I think you have yet to tell me the climax of this current little tale."
Amanda has to suppress a giggle when she hears the doctor say the word climax wondering if she knew just how apt that word was if Amanda decided to tell everything.
After another sip of the delicious red wine Amanda does decide to tell everything. "OK, yes, there is more. That night in bed, all alone I could not sleep. I tossed and turned and fought the images that keep going through my head."
"And what images were they Amanda. Be honest now as what one thinks of in the dark of the night while alone in bed goes to what lies buried deep in their heart."
"Yes I suppose it does. Well first let me tell you a little something, very little as I hate to talk of the man, about my sex life with Tony."
"Ahh yes, the ex. I am listening."
"Basically there was no sex life which was fine with me and I guess fine by him because, as I am sure I told you, he had a girlfriend or two on the side. He was handsome and charming but he was not much into romance or foreplay and he was very average . . . down there."
Dr. Adams remembering Amanda's earlier confession about being shocked when she notices the bulge in her son's jeans decides to bring this point up again. "And that was not a trait passed on down to your son I am to assume you noticed maybe that afternoon."
"God no," Amanda says in almost a whisper, "Jesus, unless he stuffed a sock down there from what I could see that afternoon when he stood up he was . . . well you know."
"Of course I understand, now go on. You were telling me about the images going through your head that was keeping you from sleeping."
"Yes, one of them was . . . what I saw when he stood up. That large bulge, how different from his father. And the image of me posing in the magazine . . . of what Jimmy was doing while looking at his mother. It had me . . . hot and bothered to the point where I just could not take it anymore. I got out my favorite dildo and gave myself some relief."
"Not a surprise. I will give you a break and not ask what you dreamed of as you did the deed. It is enough that you confessed to such besides we are not here for that kind of in depth analysis so let's leave it at that."
Amanda, happy not to have to make any further confessions regarding this matter, moves to the next subject although it too is potentially quite embarrassing.
"One more thing," she starts off tentatively after finishing her third glass of wine. "That final night, Valentine's Day that is, as you know from our earlier talks I went out on that little date with Jimmy."
"Yes, did something happen that you are now willing to confess my dear."
"Yes, something happened Kay. I did not tell you earlier and I . . . well I did not think it was relevant and it's rather embarrassing."
"Nothing to be embarrassed about with me Amanda and at this point, just by the way you are reluctant to tell me, I am sure it's relevant."
"I am sure too. Now anyways considering . . . Anyways let me tell you what happened."
"Please do."
"I wanted to impress Jimmy that night so I went all out. I bought a pretty white dress. It really accented my curves as it had a deep V neckline, spaghetti straps and was backless. Worse still it was extremely tight on me. My goddamn tits were practically spilling out of the thing."
"And he noticed?"
Amanda actually giggles now a little. She is really feeling the effects of the wine now. "Well let's just say he could not keep his eyes off my tits the entire night if that is what you were wondering."
Kay gives her a knowing smile in response before nodding for Amanda to go on with her story.
"I guess I was in a mood to flaunt my figure on our date that night. I was pissed at Tony for ignoring me . . . again on Valentine's Day."
"Nothing wrong with being pissed at a neglectful husband, nor is there anything wrong with a woman wanting to show off their God given assets hon."
"Are you just saying that to make me feel less guilty?"
"No, really in my opinion you have nothing to feel guilty about."
"Well you have not heard the whole story yet."
"OK so finish it and then I will render my honest opinion."
"Fine. Jimmy was duly impressed by my attire and fell all over himself letting me know how beautiful I looked that night. I ate it up. The praise. The attention. All of it. Well anyway at the restaurant, a quiet dark Italian place they had a small dance floor so we danced a bit. Encouraged by me, he clung to his mother closely as I did to him. We even went as far to exchange several small kisses. Innocent really as our lips barely touched, but still . . ."
She pauses, remembering that night. "I guess I had about a glass and a half of white wine with dinner. Just enough to make me feel all warm and fuzzy and . . . extremely friendly with my handsome young son."
Just remembering how handsome Jimmy looked that night has the extremely emotional, drinking wine always made her that way, Amanda on the verge of tears. Kay, patient as always, offers her a Kleenex to dot her eyes while letting her regain her composure.
Finally, Amanda composes herself enough to continue. "The kisses, the clinging so tight to each other, and the soft words of love we whispered in each other ears . . . and especially my super sexy dress I guess it all ended up to be too much for him. I could not help but to notice as we danced that he was . . . hard."
"And how did you react. Did you back off a bit as you danced when you noticed?"
"You will probably find this shameful . . ."
"Again, I am not here to judge, Amanda," the doctor intercedes.
"Instead of backing off I clung to them even tighter. Maybe even . . . Oh God this is difficult to admit as he was young and innocent, but maybe I even encouraged his hardness as I sorta of rubbed my body up against him as we danced. It was . . . that is the way I was slinking my body against his, it was playful and seductive. And wholly . . . improper. But I had been drinking and was having fun being the center of attention so . . ."
"So nothing really awful there. You were simply caught up in the moment."
"Yes a moment I hoped to continue at home. I planned on inviting Jimmy to give me a very special back rub that night."
"How special?" The doctor asks leaning forward very curious to hear Amanda's answer.
"I don't know. I was just going to make a suggestion or two and let things proceed as they might. I am sure I would not have done nothing too outrageous, but then again if I kept drinking more wine," Amanda smiles doubtfully, shrugs her shoulders and then says in a very small voice, "who knows what might have happened."
"Well no use beating yourself up over what might or might not have happened dear. But you have made it quite obvious that Jimmy did have a bit of forbidden lust in his heart for his mother, as you did for him, and that more than anything, is what attracts our little friend Dark Cupid."
They spend a few more minutes in idle chit chat as Dr. Adams has all the information she needs. Just as they are wrapping up the meeting she issues a dire warning to Amanda.
"Look, Amanda, you could move out of that house sooner rather than later and I think you would be safe. I don't believe they could follow you. I do believe our little friend has something rather naughty in store for you."
"Naughty as in . . ."
"Sexual. Yes, I think so."
"You mean this Dark Cupid will maybe assault me . . . sexually." Amanda says her voice shaking a bit from fear . . . or was it excitement.
"I don't think you have to worry about him. My research indicates Dark Cupid is strictly into voyeurism. Basically, he entices lost souls to interact with dearly loved ones in a most naughty manner while he watches the show from the shadows. He never involves himself in the action as far as I can tell. So no, hon, you are in no danger there. The danger comes from Jimmy and what he may do to you when that fateful night comes."
Amanda takes a deep breath before answering. "I understand fully the risks. Just talking about the past with you made it clear to me. But he is my sweet little innocent baby boy and I will continue to think of him that way. I will accept the chance to reunite with him if only to have the chance to explain how terribly sorry I am for leaving that night. Dark Cupid is right, I should have stayed with Jimmy that night."
"Well, that is yet to be determined. Nevertheless, I hear the resolve in your words Amanda. Just remember thinking of him as sweet and innocent may have you in for a rude awakening."
"Yes I know, but that is what Jimmy is to me. Now and forever."
"Well if you are going to do this thing. I mean if you really have made up your mind to stay in that house I suggest you go all in. No half measures . . . meaning if you continue down this path you must follow the signs, follow your heart no matter where it takes you honey. Follow whatever signs Dark Cupid gives you to the very bitter end of things. Again, no half measures Amanda, understand?"



"I think so," she says tentatively knowing staying could be dangerous, but her mind is made up.
On that ominous note the meeting wraps up and Kay graciously gives the tipsy Amanda a ride home. Inside she shuts the door and heads straight for the liquor cabinet hoping another glass or two of wine will help her sleep. The dark memories that she had just discussed with Kay have rekindled her feelings of loneliness and depression.
There is another consideration at work though as the discussion with the doctor about the boys forbidden lust for her has left her feeling hot and bothered. Therefore, yes, going to sleep quickly would be a good thing so not to endanger herself by violating Dark Cupid's rule against masturbation.
Unfortunately, Amanda having a glass or two of wine and then quickly slipping off to sleep would not be in the cards for her tonight. Instead, quite unknown to her, she has a visitor on this fateful evening. Dark Cupid has watched with growing interest these past few months Amanda's noble struggles to stay true to her word and not engage in any sort of self-gratification.
But tonight, floating silently unseen inside her house, observing, he senses she has great aura of sadness about her. He has been keeping a much closer eye on her with the time growing short before Valentine's Day and her promised reunion with Jimmy and is worried about the clouds of depression hanging over her tonight.
He sees the depression for what it actually is - a general lack of faith regarding if she will, in fact, see her son again. But there is more than her lack of faith at work here as the powerful entity also senses she is like a large pussy cat in heat. The pent up sexual waves are radiating from her body like a beacon. Maybe it is time to turn up the heat on Ms. Amanda while giving her a bit of a reward?
Maybe if it were only that, her quiet determination not to slip up, he would not have judged it necessary to reward her, but there is more. Much more. It bothers him greatly, for Dark Cupid takes much pride in his works, in his games, that she has that loathsome self-doubt buried deep in her lonely heart.
He makes a firm decision that Amanda's insecurities must be laid to rest once and for all. He will take steps to solve both problems at once . . . in a most gloriously naughty way as a sort of prelude of things to cum before her most special Valentine's Day finally arrives.
Besides this will be a grand way for him to get Jimmy off his back as he had been simply bothering him to no end to be let loose so he could have some kind of contact with his mother.
Dark Cupid makes his way hurriedly back to the nether world to give Jimmy the happy news. Tonight, he will set them upon their mother for a bit of slap and tickle, a bit of naughty games and wicked fun, thus removing any doubt that Amanda may be harboring in her heart that he will be true to his word and reunite them on this next upcoming Valentine's Day. Dark Cupid gives Jimmy strict instructions just what mischief he is allowed to engage in tonight once contact is initiated with his mother.
While Amanda is still downstairs finishing off one last glass of wine, Jimmy, following Dark Cupid's advice, prepares for the opening act in this great and grand drama that is about to unfold inside her bedroom.
After taking care of what needs to be done inside the bedroom, he retreats to the walk in closet to wait for his mother to make her appearance. Already hiding deep within the dark closet is Naughty James. Just like Jimmy, Dark Cupid has blessed him with a fully formed physical body which he just cannot wait to show off to his mother- particularly that one certain area where he has been blessed beyond the norm.
Amanda finishes off her wine and heads upstairs feeling more than a little tipsy around nine. As she enters the bedroom she has a sudden feeling she is not alone. She looks slowly around the bedroom trying to get a sense if indeed she has a visitor on this night. Although she has no firm evidence to base her decision on, the overall ambiance of the room just appears strange.
She clicks on the small bedroom lamp on the nightstand and has a hunch her movements are being tracked by a pair of dark eyes looking out at her from the closet.
As she walks across the room she clearly remembers shutting the closet door tightly after hanging her jacket in there after arriving home. Now it is open and she can only wonder how as she shuts the bathroom door tightly and locks it.
She hurriedly brushes her teeth before starting to get undressed in the safety of the bathroom, but no sooner does she get the first button undone on her blouse when she abruptly stops. No half measures, follow the signs, go all in, the doctor's advice is ringing in her ears.
Well Amanda hiding in the bathroom and getting undressed cuz you are afraid someone, something is watching you from the darkness of the closet—well is that going all in? I hardly think so! She can't argue with such logic from this nagging inner voice of hers so she takes a deep breath, steels her nerves, unlocks the bathroom door and enters her bedroom preparing to get undressed under the watchful eye of whoever or whatever may be in the closet.
She sighs deeply allowing the resolve inside of her to go all in to build. A shiver of anticipation crawls slowly up her spine as she leisurely walks over to her bed, now determined to put on a bit of a show for her unknown watcher.
She sits on the bed, facing the closet and starts to take off her white ankle socks. Now, more than ever, she has the distinct impression of being watched. She glances up. The closet door seems to be open just a bit wider than before. Beyond the door, Amanda sees nothing to indicate the closet is anything but vacant, but still the nagging feeling of being watched persists.
Fortifying her nerves, she stands up and takes a step closer to the closet just as she pulls her blouse free from her tight jeans. Slowly, patiently Amanda unbuttons her blouse as she wanders around the bedroom in a small circle. She makes it a point with each passing circle to move closer to the closet.
Her pretty white blouse falls to the floor as it slowly slips off her shoulders revealing a gorgeous aqua blue lace bra she just bought the other day. Then she turns, her back to the closet, and leisurely begins to unbutton her jeans. Having her back to the closet only causes that eerie feeling of being watched to increase.
The old closet door creaks just a bit, and feeling brave from the alcohol she turns around quickly just as she was about to slide her jeans off.
The bedroom is only lit by small table lamp which barely gives off enough light to reach across the spacious master bedroom to the walk in closet. But through the semi-darkness she thinks she sees a flash of a deeper darker shadow stirring inside the closet. Then . . . My God!! She hears the softest of giggles, very faint, but yet unmistakable. Once again a shiver of excitement crawls up her spine.
Turning her back on the closet once more, she slowly pulls her jeans down and off her hips, seductively wiggling her butt at the closet. As her jeans hit the floor, she hears again the closet door let out a soft creak.
She manages to ignore the creaking this time while walking slowly over to her bathroom now dressed in only her bra and matching panties. Inside the bathroom she shuts the door tight. She takes her time; rinsing her mouth out with a generous amount of mouthwash, and then touching up her hair and makeup- just in case- before preparing to head back out into the bedroom.
She stops at the doorway frozen in place for a moment. Sitting in the middle of the floor between her bed and the closet is the exact same pair of expensive ankle strap sandals she wore to the lavish restaurant on the night of the accident.
After the accident, she wanted no reminders of that awful night and even went as far to consider tossing the expensive new shoes in the trash after wearing them only that one night, but in the end she decided to just hide them away deep in her closet.
Now there they sat in all their slutty five inch heel splendor . . . just waiting to be worn once again by her apparently. The doctor's final advice comes floating back to her once again- follow whatever signs Dark Cupid gives you to the very bitter end of things.
Well, if this was not a sign what was? She walks over to where the shoes are sitting and bends over to pick them up. The closet door now is nearly half open. It almost seems to beckon her to enter. Yet another sign?
She takes the shoes back over to the bed and sighs, before carefully slipping the shoes on her feet. She then proceeds to strut around the bedroom two or three times trying to become accustomed to wearing heels once more. Naturally she has had no occasion to wear heels since that unfortunate night nearly two years ago.
Besides the needed practice of walking in high heels, Amanda has another more compelling reason to be sashaying around the bedroom—she is merely preening for her secret admirer in the closet that she silently prays is Jimmy.
Parading past the large mirror on her vanity table, Amanda notices with inner pride the way her tits jiggle and jump in the tight confines of her new bra. She is sure Jimmy is most impressed knowing the affinity he always had for her large tits.
Finally, she has yet one more reason for taking her time prancing around the bedroom in circles: she is simply trying to work up the courage to march over to the closet, fling the door wide open and see what she can see. But would that be violating what Dark Cupid told her at the séance-You shall do nothing to initiate contact—his words were exact and to the point.
She decides that is probably not a good plan. She is disappointed as she desperately wants to satisfy her curiosity as to what exactly might be lurking in her closet, but to do so will violate the rules.
Frustrated, she walks over to the bed, sits down and thinks for a moment. If only she had some valid reason to go into the closet. But she has none. She takes off the shoes bitterly disappointed as all seems quiet in the closet now, and drops them on the floor next to her bed. She is starting to wonder what the point was of whoever it was that dug her shoes out of the closet and tossed them in the middle of the floor and that is when it hits her.
Oh they are clever aren't they? Really was she just going to leave the shoes on the floor next to the bed? Of course not!! She has to put them back where they belong . . . in the closet.
Now she has a very valid reason to go into the closet- to put the shoes away-and she would not be violating- on purpose anyway- the rules set forth by Dark Cupid.
She heads towards the closet, the shoes dangling from one hand, with a palatable air of excitement surrounding her. She reaches the threshold of the closet door- it's still halfway open- and listens. Nothing.
She carefully pushes the door open a bit wider and enters the dark closet.
Lighting for the spacious walk in closet is provided by a single bare bulb that hangs from the high ceiling towards the front half of the closet. Shortly before the tragic accident, Amanda remodeled the closet making it bigger, but had neglected to upgrade the lighting. It was one of those things on her list of things to do that somehow seemed very insignificant after the accident.
The small bare bulb hanging from the ceiling was barely adequate for the previous tiny closet, but now it's wholly inadequate for the remodeled larger closet. Amanda is extremely thankful she only has to take a small step and half into the murky darkness of the closet before she reaches up and yanks the string that clicks on the light.
Amanda pauses after turning the light on to inspect the interior. She has a vague sense of disquiet; like maybe she is not so alone, yet as she turns her head scanning the interior of the closet there is no visible signs of just who or what might be keeping her company.
Both sides of the closet is lined with clothes dangling from hangers. Behind these clothes, someone or something could be lurking. The dim light from the meager 40 watt bulb does little to dissipate the deep shadows that seem to lurk just around the small circle of light thrown by the bulb making it virtually impossible to see very far into the inner recesses of the closet.
She sighs, trying to ignore the chill that is slowly spreading up and down her spine, and starts to search for an unused shoe box to put her shoes away. Turning her head upwards, she finally manages to spot the red Nike box with its distinct white swoosh decal resting on the upper shelf to the left of her.
She knows the box is empty as it contained the new running shoes she just bought last week to wear in the morning when she works out on her treadmill. The problem though is the box is quite a ways back inside the closet. Well maybe the term "quite a ways" is relative as it's only a few feet further inside the closet, but those few feet seem like much more than they would if this was the middle of the afternoon on a bright sunny day.
But it's not the middle of the afternoon, it's almost 10 at night, and she fears her closet is not empty. It's a fear that attempts to freeze her like a deer caught in headlights. She has barely moved since turning on the light, instead choosing to stand there directly under the light, the shoes dangling from one hand, the other hand still holding onto the string that hangs down from the light socket as if that was the only thing holding her up.
She feels the coldness of the closet wrapping icy fingers around her nearly naked body as she stands there trying to work up the courage to move the few feet away from the safety of the small circle of light and deeper into the closet so she can put her shoes away.
Her mind wills her to move, to reach up and grab the box, throw the shoes in, slam the box back into place and escape into the warm safety of her bedroom. But her body is not responding; instead it's gripped by fear as she hears the faint tinkling of empty hangers deeper in the murky depths of the closet.
Finally, she advances cautiously deeper into the closet straining to see into the dark shadows. She sees nothing to cause her alarm, but nonetheless she breaks out in goosebumps as the obscure black shadows that hover deeper in the closet.
Three and half cautious steps, she is reaching up for the empty Nike box on the upper shelf. Amanda is painfully aware she is now outside that small circle of protective light cast by the single bare bulb. She is standing on her tippy toes concentrating on working the box down as it seems to be just out of her reach.
Standing like this, on her toes, in her bra and panties, so very vulnerable, she does not notice the pair of dark swirling shadows materializing in the back of the closet.
She just does get her fingers around the shoe box and is dragging it to the edge when the assault starts. The first hard pinch lands squarely on her butt, followed quickly by two soft giggles.
She lets out a small yelp and quickly whips her head just before she hears the tell-tale click of the string being pulled on the single bare bulb. Suddenly the closet is plunged into darkness. Amanda lets out another yelp, this one louder, when she feels two sets of hands assailing her body.
One set is concentrating on pinching her ass through the thin material of panties while the other set is tickling her mid-section in a most annoying manner. She is not sure which part of her body that is being assailed to defend first so she tries to fight both attackers off at once.
She lashes out trying to knock the hands away from her body. She stumbles around, disorientated in the dark, as she cries out, almost giggling with relief as she knows this reeks of Naughty James.
She wonders if maybe the good doctor was right after all - thinking of him as sweet and innocent may have you be in for a rude awakening Amanda—just as the empty Nike box falls from the top of the shelf and clunks her in the head after one of her thrashing hands knocks it off the shelf.
It almost would have been comical the Nike box bopping her on the head if not for the fact this playful attack was quickly turning serious as she feels fingers clawing at her panties trying to pull them down.
She reacts violently slapping hard at the darkness where she perceives the hands to be. She hears the slap of skin on skin and then a soft cry, "Mommy that hurt."
It was Jimmy's sweet voice to which she responds without thinking, "Well then leave Mommy's panties alone hon."
But while she was busy trying to slap away the hands molesting her lower body, it gives free reign to the other pair of hands. These hands seem bent on raiding the mighty twin peaks covered so inadequately by the sexy lace bra she is wearing. The grabbing eager hands assuaging her tits do not let up one bit even as she strikes them harder and harder again.
This time there is no whiny response like she received when she slapped Jimmy's hands causing the fear level inside of her to rise to near panicky levels.
She feels these aggressive hands all over her tits, groping them much like one would a melon at the market while testing it for freshness. She continues to try her best to swat these overly aggressive hands away from her tits, but it's a losing battle.
She starts to cry out in protest, "Jimmy Nooo!! You should not be tou-", but her words are cut off in mid-sentence as she feels something, a summer scarf maybe, she had plenty in the closet, jammed into her mouth and then quickly secured as it is tied around the back of her head.
At the same time the scarf is being used to cover her mouth she feels a pair of fingers being hooked around her panties. They slowly begin to drag them down causing her to panic. At first, she tries to rip the tightly knotted scarf off her mouth with one hand while using the other to frantically pull back up her panties. It is at this point, with her hands busy elsewhere, that the real attack comes as she feels fingers frantically tugging at the back of her bra trying to undo it.
She feels like a general, outnumbered, outgunned and under duress from all sides not knowing where or how to allocate a limited number of troops. Quickly realizing she can't defend everything she is forced to make a decision, but her thoughts are quickly interrupted by a pair of hands that are now tickling her mid-section threatening to double her over. Being lightly tickled on the belly is a real point of weakness for her . . . and Jimmy knows this.
She is forced to makes a firm decision as what she should try and defend just as the hands tickling her mid-section begin to slide down across tummy heading straight towards that fertile lush valley that lies between her legs.
God could he really be trying to touch his mother there!! . . . In a madcap panic she forgets about trying to pull the scarf out of her mouth, and instead uses both hands to try and keep the integrity of her bra intact.
It's quickly dawning on her that this is a very serious game they are playing and if they manage to get her bra unhooked . . . exposing her boobs and highly sensitive nipples to their probing hands . . . the war just may be over.
She frantically pushes the small hands away from the back of her bra making a desperate last ditch effort to "defend the hills" just after she feels the first of the three hook and eye closures that fasten her bra come undone. No sooner does she manage swat the hands away from her bra then she feels another small hand dipping inside the front of her panties while yet another snakes down the back of her panties groping her bare ass.
Amanda responds by rushing her troops, aka her hands, from the hills now southward to defend her lush valley. Using both hands, Amanda reaches down desperately yanking each hand away from the front and back of her panties simultaneously, but that again exposes her "hills" to yet another fresh attack. This time the enemy does not split their forces, instead she finds four hands molesting her poor tits. Thankfully, they seem to have forgotten about undoing her bra and instead seem to be content on feeling her up while leaving her bra in place.



She is losing control of the situation. Somewhere in the back of her mind, she knows she can't keep fending these raids off indefinitely. Sooner or later, the initial adrenaline rush she was feeling when this whole thing started will wear off. Considering all the wine she has drank tonight, probably sooner than later, and then she will be in dire straits.
In fact, she can already feel her response to the enemy's attacks getting slower and weaker as the effects of the wine dull her senses. She must rally herself to make one last massive effort to get out of the closet before it's too late.
She lunges forward slapping viciously at the hands groping at her tits. Jimmy and James- it must be James- seem to be caught off guard by this sudden violent burst of energy as their hands slip away from her savage blows. She staggers forward in the dark, reaching up and ripping the scarf from around her mouth, sensing she is almost free.
But her relief is short lived as to her mortification she quickly discovers instead of going forward toward the door she actually went stumbling backwards deeper into the closet . . . that is deeper into enemy territory. Between the darkness of the closet and their relentless assaults she simply became disoriented with almost comical results.
She lurches head long into the back wall of her closet where a dozen or so dresses dangle from old wire hangers. She hears peals of laughter coming from somewhere in the dark. Then in between the derisive giggles she hears Jimmy's sing out, "Mommy went the wrong way. Hahahaha." And then comes another voice, this one rougher and seemingly full of bold confidence, "Yeah, there shall be no escape for her now." And then more cackling laughter as her mind whirls.
That second bolder voice reminds her of Naughty James' voice as she clearly remembers whenever Jimmy would suddenly morph into his alter ego and become Naughty James, he would also change his voice. The two voices were in fact wholly distinct from one another- one being sweet and soft, while the other rough and bold.
The singular thought that makes her skin crawl is simple -could he have actually somehow have split into two distinct beings with James now having his own body? The implications are too staggering for Amanda to consider as she is once again under attack.
In the melee that follows she discovers a certain truth that causes her untold excitement. Both of her assailants are very strong and seem to be in excellent physical shape. As their half-naked bodies slap up against her, they both seem to be wearing jeans with no shirts, she feels their lean muscular physique. This, even if she might be unwilling to admit such a thing, deep down inside turns her on, as does remembering just how wickedly bad Jimmy could be when he set Naughty James loose upon her.
Their skin is neither cold nor clammy like one might expect from a ghost and even more surprising is how very nice and clean they smell. Finally she discovers much to her pleasant surprise, that neither of them have any foul orders emitting from them much like you might expect from someone long dead. Instead, they both have breath that is anything but noxious while even their nails seem to be neat and well-trimmed as thus far she has not felt herself being scratched by any clawing ragged nails.
But while all these things may have put her somewhat at ease the violence of their next assault leaves her breathless. They must have sensed her growing weakness as she groped her way along the back wall trying to get her bearings. As soon as the laughter stopped things turned deadly serious as they set upon her like a pair of wild jackals.
First, there are two pairs of hands in tandem tickling, groping, and grasping at her inner thighs, before moving as of one mind to attack between her legs. Things quickly go from bad to worse for Amanda as she attempts to fight off this latest attack. She is becoming helplessly ensnared in the dresses hanging on the back closet rod. Her hands get all tangled up and the more she fights to free them, the more they get twisted up leaving her nearly defenseless. Impossible as it may seem, the dresses appear themselves to be alive and are both aiding and abetting in the attack.
She clamps her thighs shut in an attempt to salvage her dignity and it seems to work as the attackers move their efforts northward concentrating on finding easier prey. Amanda feels four hands tickling her tummy and by now she has come to know the difference between the hands she is grappling with inside the dark closet.
Jimmy's hands are not as noticeably bold and aggressive as the other pair of hands. Much like his personality they seem to be a bit on the shy side even during the height of the continued assaults upon her body.
The same cannot be said for the other pair of hands- Naughty James' hands? -as they are anything but shy. Bold and aggressive they have been launching a continued series of daring strikes as the battle reaches a fever pitch. Not only that but they feel bigger and stronger even as they grasp and claw at her body.
Understanding escape is a forlorn thought considering how deep she has staggered into the closet, and even worse considering how she is completely tangled up in a mess of her own clothes, begging for mercy seems to be her only option.
"Please boys stop I . . . I can't take it anymore," she says half laughing, half crying. Implausibly, her pleading seems to be working as the tickling stops, but then what happens next may be far worse as she feels small inexperienced fingers once again fumbling at the clasps of her bra.
In a panic she manages to finally free her hands from the clutches of the bothersome dresses only to find them yanked backwards by the two larger hands with an iron grip.
She fights to free them from the vice like grip, but it is useless. With her hands now trapped miserably behind her back, Amanda lets out a small whimper as she feels a second bra clasp come undone.
"One more to go," she hears someone, James most likely, hiss in her ear. It's no surprise that is he is the one doing the dirty work in physically restraining her.
It again hits her that if they manage to get that final clasp undone on her bra, which now unfortunately seems like a foregone conclusion, things will really take an X-rated turn for the worse. Out of sheer desperation she does the only thing she can think to do-she whips her whole body savagely backwards and to the left. All three of them go tumbling into a heap landing in the corner. It works, momentarily anyway, as Jimmy's hands fall away from undoing her bra while James' hands lose their iron grip on her wrists.
She quickly struggles to her feet as her assailants fittingly now become tangled up in the same dresses that has so vexed her just moments ago. She wobbles forward this time heading in the right direction as she spots the thin shaft of light coming from under the closet door marking her goal.
Hazarding a glance behind her, she sees nothing but inky blackness while hearing a mighty thrashing taking place. A bit of anger flares inside of her as she hears the tearing of fabric hoping to hell it's not one of her good dresses.
She almost starts giggling as much from relief for reaching the closet door as from that silly thought that she just had—hoping it wasn't one of her good dresses. Yes indeed, how silly is that considering the circumstances she finds herself in, not to mention she has no occasion to wear good dresses anymore.
Just before reaching the closet door she manages to redo the two undone bra clasps giving her a further sense of relief- a relief that proves to be short lived.
She yanks violently at the door, twisting and turning it. The knob won't budge. She tries to batter open the door with her shoulder. It's useless as there is no give to the solid closet door.
Behind her she hears malicious laughter coming from the darkness. She can only wonder how much trouble she is in now as she turns to the darkness her knees shaking from fear - or was it raw untamed excitement for what might happen next.
Two dark shadows are advancing slowly on her. She feels a pair of hands grasp each wrist as she is dragged unceremoniously away from the door and away from freedom.
Deeper inside the closet she feels herself being spun around and around as she barely puts up a fight. Unfortunately for her, the battle is over. All that is left now is for the victors to collect their spoils.
After being spun around three or four times by these still tittering shapes she is completed disorientated and might have fallen down if they were still not grasping her wrists.
"W-hat are you going to do to me?" she cries in a voice barely above a whisper as they finally stop turning her around and around.
They answer not with words, but with actions as she soon feels two sets of hands swarming all over her tits- pinching, squeezing, and fondling them to no end.
A part of her wants to simply submit and allow these solid ghostly figures to have their way with her, but somehow she summons up one last vestige of strength and begins to fight back.
"No!! No!! Stop!!" she yells her voice tinged with quiet anger as she fights back aggressively at the fondling fumbling hands swatting them away from her tits. The hands slip off her tits and on down beginning a fresh raid on her bare tummy. This time the ensuing slap and tickle session is more aggressive than ever.
One set of hands concentrate on giving her a light playful tickle which she normally loves. She feels fingers dip into her belly button and then circle around again and again to lightly dance along her sides, while the second set of hands are applying an increasing harder series of pinches and slaps all over her mid-section while moving around in a seemingly random pattern.
Against the incessant slapping, tickling and pinching her hands are little help. Her attempts to resist are feeble at best. She is running out of strength, but more importantly running out of the will to fight.
It seems the hapless Amanda has used the last reserves of her waning strength to fend off that latest and most aggressive attack on her tits. Now she is at her wits ends as of what to do next as this whole experience is spinning rapidly out of her control.
There is nothing left to do, but swallow her pride and again beg for mercy as the slap and tickle session is only increasing in its intensity.
"Please boys, please Mommy can't take it anymore. Jimmy you . . . please stop baby. Show some mercy honey," she pleads as she doubles over nearly falling.
The tickling stops for the moment as Amanda stands there gasping for breath trying to regain her poise.
"Mercy, you want mercy. Fine I will give you a choice." The voice hissing in her ear is cold and devoid of emotion. "Maybe you would prefer to be fondled instead of tickled, mother. You can either submit to a long and protracted tickling session without mercy or . . ."
There is a moment's pause and then Jimmy's voice comes out of the darkness somewhere close by in the front of her. "Relax and let us play with those big beautiful boobies of yours Mommy."
She feels hot breath against her neck and then a whisper in her ear from behind. It's James' voice, this time much to her surprise softer and sweeter, "We promise to be gentle Mom. You have our word."
"Oh Jesus boys, can't you . . . can't you give me another option, anoth-"
Her request is quickly interrupted by James' snarling, "This is the only other option bitch!" She is now subjected to a series of hard pinches from both sets of hands that start at her lower belly and ass and are moving steadily north towards her boobs.
"NO, NO, NO, please stop boys. Please . . ." Then the tickling starts again from the front just as the hands in the back slide down crawling all over her ass, pinching it and squeezing it harder and harder, before they start to viciously yank her panties down.
She struggles to push those hands in the back away from her panties, but at best only manages with what little strength she has left to stop them being pulled down any further.
There is nothing left for her to do as she senses if she doesn't submit willing than things will only get worse.
"OK, OK you win. I submit. You guys can . . ."
"Can what!!" Comes the harsh voice from behind.
"Yes Mommy can what? Say it, you must. Remember we promise to be gentle." Jimmy voice is soothing and relaxed. It's a voice she can trust.
"Can play with my boobies."
"You won't try to stop us?" The voice from behind asks as she feels its fingers tugging and twisting at the clasps that hold her bra shut.
"No, I promise," she says letting her hands, which had been rising involuntarily to try and stop her bra from being undone, drop weakly back to her sides.
What happens next is a blur for poor Amanda. Jimmy's soft and gentle hands go to work fondling her tits through the thin lace material of her bra, while those other hands, the aggressive ones, continue to struggle with undoing her bra.
She feels a pair of fingers flicker lightly across her vulnerable nipples through the thin material of her bra making them snap to attention just as a warm moist mouth starts to kiss her neck from behind.
The kisses expertly find her weak spot on her neck, almost causing her knees to buckle before Jimmy ruins the fun with a whiny complaint.
"C-mon take her bra off already."
"I am trying bro, but it's like fucking Fort Knox you know so what is your problem."
"Huh I got two undone without much problem."
Amanda is almost amused as they seem to be fighting with each other much like real brothers would. And then Jimmy applies the coup de grace adding smugly, "And that is when she was fighting back like a proud lioness unlike now where . . ."
She lets out a sigh as Jimmy brings both hands up starting to knead her tits like two large loaves of bread soft and gentle as promised. "She is as meek as a lamb and yet you can't get even one single clasp undone."
"Oh yeah," James snorts back, "You want her fucking bra off well here goes."
Amanda feels her bra literally ripped open now as in a fit of frustration brought on by the quiet teasing from his alter ego James violently uses his brute strength to yank open Amanda's bra.
The clasps come undone with an audible popping noise as Amanda struggles to keep her hands still while fighting the flash of anger she feels for having her new bra obviously ruined.
"There goddamn it. It's undone. Now you can take it off you little baby," James says with a note of triumph in his voice.
Amanda feels his hands slipping down to her ass and gets ready to protest. She only agreed to let them touch her breasts and nothing more, but just as she opens her mouth she hears Jimmy whisper, "Shh say nothing. Let him have his way and he won't be . . . violent."
Amanda decides for the moment anyways to follow this advice and allow the unpredictable James some latitude. She says nothing but a soft OK just as she feels her bra slipping off her tits and fall to the closet floor.
The cold closet air invades her tits making her nipples become fully erect in a mere manner of seconds before she feels Jimmy's nice warm hands all over them. She is again pleasantly surprised at just how very warm his hands are as they fondle her naked tits.
She is in for another surprise though as one of James' hands slips away from her ass and grips her hand in a firm grasp. "I think you should let her touch you bro."
Again she opens her mouth to protest, but this time her protest is not cut off by a soft whispered command, but instead by James quickly bringing his other hand up, tangling it deep in her hair while twisting her face around.
Her open mouth is full of a protest about how she possibly cannot, positively will not, touch her son . . . there!! But her protest is quickly lost as she feels herself the victim of a long passionate kiss from this other.
After a moment's hesitation she kisses him back just as she hears an ominous sound in the deathly silence of the cold dark closet. The sound of a zipper being slowly pulled down.
Her hand, still trapped by the other more powerful one, and now being pushed forward, bumps against something very warm, very big and extremely hard. Jimmy's cock!!
She feels her fingers being opened just as James' tongue punches into her mouth; the sheer forcefulness of the kiss rocks her backward. Her fingers, controlled by James's hand still, lightly trace the outline of her son's cock. Considering his small stature she is a bit surprised as her fingertips reach the end noting that he must be a good six inches long.
A naughty excitement fills Amanda's heart at touching her son's cock. She tries, at first anyways, to fight what is happening. She brings her free hand around in an attempt to fight what is happening, but is stopped as James quickly snatches this hand away and yanks it behind her back.
"Oh God boys you can't . . . you can't . . . " She never finishes. Jimmy brings his thumbs up and quickly flickers them over and over again against her fully erect nipples just as James brings his mouth to her neck once more and kisses it fiercely.
She loses the ability to speak as the dual combination of having her highly sensitized nipples being played with while at the same time having the weak point on her neck being showered with kisses sends sparkles of pure excitement shooting up and down her spine.
She offers little protest as James' kisses move up to her ear. He dips his tongue in and out of her ear several times before whispering, "Open your hand wider, Mother."
She obeys; opening her hand more curious than scared now to see what might happen next. Warm lube is being squirted onto the palm of her hand. Did ghosts travel with lube . . . just in case?
The thought almost makes her giggle before she realizes this is no laughing manner. She understands what she is expected to do and again that was not part of the bargain!
She tries to pull her hand away, but James hand rapidly makes escape impossible as he wraps it around hers using that vise like grip once more. He slowly guides her hand forward again until it bumps up against Jimmy's stiff penis.
"Please, Mommy give it a little massage, please," he begs her as his hands go to work on her naked tits attacking her weak point once more as he flickers his fingers lightly across her delicate nipples.
She senses, maybe more willing than she is ready to admit, that she must comply. Her well-oiled hand slides easily up and down her son's long hard shaft while James showers her with more adoring kisses.
Their mouths crash together as her stroking picks up in intensity. Amanda's tongue slips into the warm inviting mouth of her attacker just as she feels his hand slip away from hers.
The long hot kiss with James continues as does Jimmy's eager fondling of her naked tits; it's all turning into a wicked blur for her of naughty sensations. At some point she senses that there are four eager hands all over her tits- squeezing, fondling, stroking, and caressing them so very sweetly.
Finally, it comes to her, lost in this daze of forbidden pleasure, if there are four hands assaulting her tits, then . . . then yet, Jesus, Oh God in heaven, she is still stroking her son's cock . . . of her own accord this time!!
Instead of stopping she continues on her merry way. It is at this point, when she realizes she is still very willing stroking her son's hard cock that she decides, maybe subconsciously, maybe fully aware of what she is doing to go all in.
She suggestively pushes her butt backwards rubbing against James' crotch in a most lewd manner just as their kisses renew in strength and intensity. He takes the bait pushing his hardness back up against her. She feels herself being humped now by this Naughty James character and it causes her to lose all sense of decency.



She rips her mouth away from his kiss and hisses to him, "Jesus, you are so big and hard little boy."
"Yes exactly eight and one half inches," he proudly states, "when I am hard like now, Mommy . . . a present for you courtesy of Dark Cupid."
Something snaps inside of Amanda as she hears how big he is. With her free hand she reaches back and claws at his zipper, tugging it down almost violently before reaching inside his jeans and pulling out that big rock hard monster.
She pushes her butt back up against his hard cock as the little humping session, with his cock free from its cage now, is a thing of much more significance.
She strokes Jimmy's cock faster and faster while his hands are squeezing her tits with increasing fury. James hands have slipped down off her tits and are holding onto her mid-section as he drives his cock up against the softness of her panties.
It doesn't take long for the whole forbidden drama to come to a most explosive climax. First, she hears Jimmy let out a long moan, "Oh God Mommy I am cumming!!" She feels his penis jerk once, twice and then a warm load of cum is dripping on down both her wrist and the back of her hand.
Just bare moments after this, James grinds hard against her ass and then he lets out a long moan. The back of her panties are soaked with a geyser of hot cum.
They let her go. Immediately the guilt washes over her as she staggers towards the thin shaft of light emitting from under the door. She can only hope her long wicked ordeal is finally over as her hand grips the knob.
She resists the urge to turn around; resists the urge to try and make an attempt at further communication.
She lets out a huge sigh of relief when the knob turns easily. She pushes open the door and stumbles into the warmth of her bedroom only to find her much sought after relief is tinged with an air of disappointment.
The fun is over and while she is leaving the closet wholly unsatisfied the boys- yeah, as she reaches back and feels her cum stained panties and then glances down at the drying cum caked on her wrist and the back of her hand- yeah they got theirs all right!!
She doesn't sleep well that night. She knows what it is- pent up sexual frustration- plain and simple. The event in the closet only adds fuel to the fires of unfulfilled longings that have been building inside of over the past year and a half or so of being sexually chaste. All just as Dark Cupid planned.
The next day, fighting a vicious hangover, Amanda waits impatiently for Kay to show up. On the ride over to pick up her car, Amanda explains the fantastic events from the night before.
They decide to have lunch at a small deli across the street from Kay's office where they can discuss things further. The doctor again tries to dissuade Amanda from staying in that house.
"You must go dear, before it is too late. Doesn't the events last night show you that clearly?"
"Yes, no . . . well maybe, I don't know Kay . . . I wasn't hurt."
Toward the end of the lunch Kay is thoroughly frustrated by Amanda's stubborn insistence on staying in the house. She leans over the small table between them and whispers, "Need I remind you . . . You were attacked!!"
Amanda takes a small sip of soup before answering. "Yes but they, I mean they didn't hurt me."
"They, Jesus, Amanda, they . . . what they did that alone should be enough to scare the living hell out of you."
Yes it does," Amanda replies in a small voice before pausing. "But not enough to leave. He was there, he would have protected me in the end of that I am sure."
"He ... as in Jimmy?"
"Yes of course who else but my sweet little Jimmy."
"Jesus," the doctor huffs slamming her napkin down in frustration. "I have," she glances at her watch, "about 45 minutes before my next appointment. Let's finish this in my office please."
"Please Kay I don't want to be a bother."
"I insist," Kay says grabbing the bill in one hand and Amanda's hand in the other.
Back in the privacy of her office Kay really lets loose on Amanda in one final attempt to get her to open her eyes to the very real danger she may be in.
"OK picking up where we left off in the deli . . . you called him 'sweet little Jimmy' as I recall?"
"Yes," Amanda answers shifting uncomfortably in the old battered chair sitting across from Kay. She feels like a naughty school girl who has been summoned to the head master's office.
"The same sweet little Jimmy that was hard for his mommy and . . . came all over her hand while she was forced to stroke him."
Amanda sighs deeply. She had not told Kay everything; maybe now was the time. "I . . . well forced maybe is too strong of a word Kay. I mean maybe at first yes, but by the end I was . . . touching him willingly."
The doctor shakes her head. "And the other, were you touching him willing also."
"You mean James?"
"Amanda we don't know it was James. How could it? Jimmy is James remember?"
"I don't know Doctor Adams . . . I mean Kay, but it has to be. Any other thought is unbearable to consider."
"I agree I suppose. But even if it was Naughty James my dear somehow come to life with his own body, are you not worried of his . . . final intentions towards you and do you think Jimmy would actually be able to stop him."
The doctor peers at Amanda over her horn rimmed glasses before adding, "That is if he even wants to."
"I don't know. Truly I don't but you . . ." Now it's Amanda's turn to lean forward and stare at her friend intently. "You weren't there. I felt his love, his need for his Mommy . . . despite the . . . things they were doing to me."
"Yes, well I admit I can't even imagine what you must be going through." She reaches out across the desk and touches Amanda's hand lightly. "Please reconsider dear for the next time I fear they may go further."
"If there is a next time." Amanda replies softly.
"You almost sound disappointed that there might not be?"
Amanda doesn't respond, but instead only smiles wanly; her heart is racing at the mere thought of things going much further as the doctor suggested.
They leave it at that so Kay has time to prepare for her next patient. While she is driving home Amanda thinks over everything Kay has told her and once again decides to ignore her advice.
It was with a mixed feelings that Amanda passed the time as Valentine's Day approaches. While she ignored Kay's advice to leave the house still her warning did strike a chord inside of her. Amanda was scared, that much could not be denied, but at the same time she was shamefully looking forward to what might happen next.
The holidays had been tough on her. Kay had invited her over to her house first on Thanksgiving, and then had to cancel at the last moment when she had to leave town because her sister had a stroke.
Then incredibly it happened again. Amanda had accepted Kay's gracious invitation to come by for Christmas dinner, but this time Kay's husband had a near fatal heart attack and had to be rushed to the hospital.
It was almost as if fate itself was conspiring to keep Amanda alone over the holidays. But little did Amanda understand the great power of Dark Cupid. This was all part of his master plan to keep Amanda lonely and bored as Valentine's Day approached- regardless who he had to hurt with his magical powers.
The house has been so quiet ever since that night in the closet without the slightest hint of anything supernatural happening. She no longer felt like she was putting on a show every time she got undressed. Coffee was no longer being prepared for her in the mornings. She could no longer hear the pitter patter of little feet running the hallways upstairs when she was downstairs. No longer could she hear soft giggles coming from around the next corner in the big old house, half expecting something to jump out and try and scare her.
All these extraordinary things which had been happening on at least a semi-regular basis since the accident, had ceased once and for all after the incident in the closet.
After that night, Amanda sensed an emptiness in the house that scared her. She felt almost abandoned. She was desperate now for contact, even contact such as she experienced in the closet that night.
Another long boring day is drawing to a close. The last thing she does before going upstairs to turn in for the night is mark off the day on the calendar. With a hand shaking in fevered anticipation Amanda carefully draws an X thru the date on her wall calendar that hangs in the kitchen. The date is February 13th.
The clock is just starting to strike midnight when she heads out of the kitchen. It is here, finally, the long awaited date. She flips off the light switch trying to ignore the butterflies in her stomach.
No sooner does the light go off than she perceives she hears whispering in the now dark kitchen. She pauses at the threshold, turning to listen closely.
She hears small whispered voices excitedly bantering back and forth. It's Jimmy and James!!
"It's here."
"Yes, finally. She should celebrate."
"Make her famous Valentine Cake."
"Yes, yes that would be delicious."
"A tasty midnight snack."
Her hears skips a beat as she hurries back into the kitchen flipping on the light. The fact was she had planned on making her famous Valentine's Day Cake—white cake with pink frosting—that night when they got home.
"Wow they work fast," she exclaims quietly to herself. The kitchen counter is already filled up with baking utensils. All the ingredients she needs to make both the cake and her homemade pink frosting are already set up and to go.
Despite it being midnight, of course, she will make the cake as to do otherwise would go against the spirit of everything that has happened so far. Like the whispered voices said- apparently a midnight snack is in order.
A few minutes later, after having just finished up putting the cake in the oven and finishing up with the frosting she relaxes against the kitchen counter half expecting something strange is about to happy.
The whole time she was whipping together the cake she had the feeling of being watched, and now, suddenly the overhead kitchen light goes out with an audible pop.
The kitchen is dark and apparently is meant to stay that way as her flicking on and off the light switch does nothing. She sighs stumbling around in the dark trying to remember exactly what drawer the candles are in when she hears the kitchen curtains over the large sink being pulled open.
She turns to see a flash in the darkness as moonlight floods the kitchen. She peers outside and her breath catches in her throat. Maybe the largest most vivid full moon she has ever seen hangs high in the midnight sky.
The entire kitchen seems almost glowing with the brilliant rays of this super moon reaching nearly every corner. Her palms grow sweaty as she sees a dark shadow forming across the kitchen from her.
She hears a soft voice whispering in her ear. "Don't try to run . . . and fight back just enough to make it interesting, Mommy and you will be alright."
"Jimmy I-" She tries to respond, but he is already gone as the dark shadow now taking the shape of a manly figure slowly advances across the kitchen towards her.
She can make out nothing about the shape's appearance other than a pair of glowing eyes that seem to sparkle in the moonlight. Then the kitchen is plunged into darkness as the moon dips behind a heavy bank of clouds.
She remains stock still frozen against the kitchen counter as she feels the presence coming closer. A small scraping noise causes her blood to chill as it the unmistakable sound of a knife being drawn out of the wood knife block on the counter right next to her.
For a brief moment after hearing the ominous sound of the knife being drawn she ponders fleeing from the kitchen. But then she remembers Jimmy's advice. She must trust it.
A warm insubstantial hand brushes her face. She shrinks back against the kitchen counter just as the moon breaks from its cloud cover.
The eyes are an intense icy blue and indeed they are glowing. Everything else about the shape is cast in darkness as it stands there . . . leering . . . at her. She catches the flash of her five inch utility knife as it catches the moon's rays.
She tries to control her breathing as it comes closer hovering mere inches from her chest. She starts to move to her left trying to get away from the knife's sharp edge, but there is no escape.
A hand with an iron grip snatches her wrist as the knife is brought up just under her chin. "Relax, mother," James' voice hisses.
All the energy drains out of her she obeys his command. She watches the knife slip down to her chest once more. She is wearing a casual pink long sleeve poplin shirt. He pushes the knife closer to her chest toying with the first button before with a deft flick of his wrist he quickly pops the first button free.
She lets out a small gasp as she now clearly sees his attentions as the knife drops to the second button. He makes short work of this one too as he does the remaining buttons. Her shirt hangs up revealing her pretty white lace bra that is a bit too small for her enormous tits.
The shadowy figure steps back as the kitchen falls into darkness once more. He voice floats out of the darkness bold and confident. "Take it off."
Amanda only hesitates briefly before stripping off her ruined shirt. "The jeans too."
She tries to plea with him. "James, please no . . ."
The knife comes up catching the rays of the moon once again as it escapes from yet another cloud bank. His eyes turn from their icy blue to a fiery red.
Red the color of anger. She starts to unbutton her jeans knowing to do otherwise is tempting fate. She slowly strips off her jeans dropping them to the floor with a sigh feeling very vulnerable now as she stands there half naked in front of this spectral figure.
Fight back just enough . . . to make it interesting. The whispered words echo in her brain as she makes a sudden dash toward the entryway leading out of the kitchen. She is almost there as she risks a peek over her shoulder. The dark shape has not moved, but instead is laughing quietly. When she turns back just as she is about to exit the kitchen at a mad dash it is suddenly there.
Despite his obscure and vague appearance the shadowy figure of James if very substantial indeed a chastened Amanda finds out. It was like running into a brick wall.
She bounces back as the thing chuckles at her, before grabbing her wrist in its iron tight grip again.
She is dragged across the kitchen and slammed roughly up against the large refrigerator. She barely has time to catch her breath and react before he is upon her savagely kissing her neck while pawing at her large breasts through the flimsy material of her lace bra.
She allows him/it to have its way for a few seconds before panic sets in and she impulsively lashes out giving the thing a hard shove. It falls backward a few steps, apparently cut off guard by the suddenly aggressive Amanda, before it reaches and grabs her pulling her into its smoky embrace.
"Hmm, mother fights back. I like that," James snickers.
She tries to twist away, tries to batter him with her clenched fists, but it only laughs at her feeble attempts and grips her wrist tightly, before pulling her back across the kitchen this time pinning her against the counter opposite the fridge.
"Turn around and put your goddamn hands behind your back." When she doesn't comply quickly enough he picks up the knife and threatens her with it. The sharp five inch blade gleams menacingly in the soft eerie light of the kitchen.
The kitchen passes into darkness again as the moon disappears behind another thick cloud bank. Giving up the fight she turns around wondering what is had planned. She half expects to feel her panties unceremoniously being yanked down, but instead hears a tearing noise like he is ripping up one of her good small drying towels.
She the thick stands of her shredded towel being first quickly wrapped and then expertly knotted around her wrists. She is now bound and helpless as he spins her back around.
"Please . . ." she whimpers.
"Please indeed . . . I think I will," the James thing laughs before bringing its lips to hers. He starts a long series of furious and brutal kisses that end up on the very vulnerable part of her neck. She is hating what James is doing to her, while at the same time she feels herself getting incredibly wet and turned on.
Her excitement only increases as his feral attack upon her neck ceases. He steps back for a moment just as the kitchen becomes awash in moonlight yet again.
She stands there panting as the James thing ogles her with those still red hellish eyes. He reaches out and in one quick movement jerks the front of her lace bra down allowing her large tits to come spilling out.
Amanda struggles against the knotted dishtowel wrapped around her wrists, but it is to no avail as she is helpless bound.
"Please . . . be gentle with your mother, James," she pleads.
"Hmm gentle . . . like this maybe." He picks up the nearby wooden spatula which she had used to whip the frosting. "Gentle when one frosts a cake maybe."
She watches as the spatula, caked with a heavy coating of pink frosting draws nearer. He proceeds to spend the next few minutes spreading a generous amount of frosting all over her tits.
She is relaxing as the frosting actually feels good on her tits. Cool and smooth to the touch. But even more so she relaxes because he is applying the frosting so very gently and patiently . . . much like Jimmy would she imagines.
He steps back after a moment to admire his handiwork, but just then the moon disappears again allowing the kitchen to slip into dark shadows.
"Hmm such beauty should not be obscured for a lack of light."
No sooner does he speak the words than the small light over the stove on the other side of the kitchen flickers on. It casts just enough light for Amanda to see as she looks down her tits look like a pair of giant pink frosted cakes. '
"As I recall, Jimmy always just loved cleaning up after his Mommy whenever she baked him a cake. He especially ahh . . ." The eyes are turning a soft blue again as strong hands grip her around the waist. "Loved licking the excess frosting up."
She feels herself being lifted easily up and onto the counter top where with bated breath she watches the figure of James lowers its face to her chest.
"Oh God . . ." she whispers as his tongue lashes out licking a generous portion of the frosting off in one fell swoop. He carefully proceeds to playfully lick the frosting off of each of her boob saving the best for last.
Both her boobs are completely bare of frosting except for her nipples. He raises up for a brief moment and looks at her. Amanda has been leaning back on the counter, eyes shut, enjoying the attentions of his careful patient tongue lapping the cool frosting off of her tits.
It was an exhilarating experience having this ghostly figure with its wicked tongue lapping the frosting off her tits. Finally, he gets around to slowly licking the pink frosting off her distended nipples.
She lets out a long moan as his tongue carefully slurps and splashes over her nipples again and again until they are completely clean. He pulls back and gently pulls a still panting Amanda off the kitchen counter.
"Did you like that, Mother," he asks quietly.
"Oh God yes . . . but can't I . . . I want to see you . . . better. Please."
"Umm you wanna see me. Yeah well just maybe I have a way. Close your eyes and I will show you when you open them again. A surprise."
She obeys closing her eyes tightly as she hears a sound like the bowl of frosting being picked up. She wonders what he is up as she waits anxiously for her surprise.



"Open your eyes mother."
She opens her eyes and lets out a small gasp. She can certainly see him better now. At least one part of him anyways as the black shadowy figure now has what appears to be a giant pink pole jutting out from his body.
"Jesus honey," she whispers staring down at his frosting covered cock. It must be a good nine inches . . . maybe even 10 inches long!!
"Now it's your turn, Mother," the figure announces wrapping a hand in her hair and forcing her to her knees. "Now do a good job and clean it all up . . . and don't you dare stop until you get your gooey surprise at the end."
He lets out a surprise as Amanda, positions herself on her knees wondering how she is ever going to get that big thing in her mouth.
He starts to use his hand to press her face forward as she whimpers, "Please no . . . I can't."
He ignores her pleas as the frosted cover tip of his penis bumps up against her lips. Resigning herself to her fate she opens her mouth and starts to swallow his cock while sliding her tongue all around the bulbous head of his cock.
God the frosting tastes delicious!! She thinks as she continues to slurp and slide her tongue up and down his long hard shaft. Up and down her tongue travels as James lets out a moan when her tongue finds the sensitive spot just under the head of his cock.
She opens her mouth wide and takes a deep breath as she begins to swallow as much as she can of his good nine to ten inches. Further and further his sweet tasting cock slips into her mouth until she feels it bumping up against the back of her throat.
She starts to bob up and down, going fast and then slow, and then faster again helped by his guiding hand which is still tangled deep in her hair.
Finally, after deep throating his cock several times she lets it slide out once again to finish the job of licking all the frosty away. She takes her time going slow and patient cleaning his cock off thoroughly while the need build inside of her to have him in her mouth again. She wants her gooey surprise at the end!!
Up and down her mouth flies as she takes more and more of him inside her with every bob of her mouth. He is moaning like crazy now and then without warning her mouth is filled with sweet tasting cum. She swallows it all down without even thinking to do otherwise as he kindly helps her back to her feet.
"That was wonderful mother. How did I taste."
"Hmm utter deliciously sweetheart . . . of course." And then he is gone as the lights pop back on and the torn drying towel falls from around her wrists.
A much shaken Amanda is left alone to finish her cake. For some reason she doesn't have quite enough frosting to completely cover the cake when it comes out of the oven and is cooled enough to frost.
It is just past 1am when she finally heads upstairs wondering if they are done with her for the night . . . or are things just getting started.
She enters the bedroom and pauses, checking to see if anything appears amiss. Everything appears normal. She heads over to her dresser and opens the bottom drawer where she keeps her bras deciding to put on some fresh underwear hoping maybe this will help dispel the memories from the attack in the kitchen. To think of what just happened down there will surely keep her from falling asleep quickly.
She selects her newest bra . . . just in case there are to be in further adventures. One she just picked up the other day when she went shopping with this exact day in mind. It is a pretty lace black bra that looks simply delicious on her.
Inside the bathroom, she takes her time brushing her teeth and making sure she looks nice, just in case, before emerging from the bathroom.
She pauses, the bedroom is totally dark except for a lighted path of candles leading to her bed. The bathroom light almost immediately turns off by itself. She reaches back flipping the switch- nothing.
"Of course," she sighs to herself turning her attention to the candle lit path. The path is interspersed by small flutes of what she guesses might be champagne all along the path.
There must be a good half dozen of the little flutes she notes as she starts her journey. It is obvious she is expected to drink them as she goes along. She picks up the first flute, smells it—it is champagne- and then downs it quickly in one large gulp before she gets too worried to do anything else.
Feeling a bit tipsy she slips off her robe and climbs into the bed pulling the covers up over her body as protection . . . but from what. From the darkness maybe for as soon as she settles herself down in the bed all the candles go out.
Within a few minutes of closing her eyes she is dreaming—or is she? She thinks she feels a pair of warm bodies snuggling up next to her under the covers, but she can't be sure as she is finding it hard to focus her thoughts. Is it Jimmy and James or is it only wishful thinking?
Instead of fighting it, she simply slips back into a fitful doze. Sometime later she feels the soft flicker of fingers rubbing her tummy, up and down, all over, and then down to her thighs and then back up her arms.
She opens her eyes slowly and sees in the faint dancing light two shapes under the sheets on both sides of her. It must be a dream. The source of the light is from a various assortment of small lighted candles resting on the nightstands on either side of her bed.
Thinking of pulling the sheet back to reveal whoever is under them, she tries to move her arms, but they feel like dead weight. Her eyes are starting to burn; she can barely keep them open any longer. She gives in and closes them just as the fingertips start to stroke her bare belly once again
She thinks she wakes up a few minutes later to find a pair of hands roaming everywhere. One hand is on her thigh, another rubbing her tummy, and yet another on her other thigh, and still another tracing small circles on her arm. There is a moment of panic as she remembers earlier the two shapes under the sheets.
I must do something . . . must say something as the hands are now coming closer to the more intimate areas of her body.
She opens her mouth thinking to protest, but only a small moan escapes her lips as she feels gentle fingertips dancing all over the soft material of her bra.
She tries to move, but only manages a slight shift in her position, and then she hears a whispered voice, "Shh . . . I think she is awake."
Another voice responds softer . . . she cannot make the words out- and then she feels a rustling under the sheets along with a tinge of disappointment as the hands are removed.
A soft stroke on her cheek- a whispered voice in her ear, "Don't open your eyes, Mommy just drink this." A glass touches her lips, she smells the odor of the champagne, but refuses to open her lips -now sure the champagne is drugged. She turns her head away, and another hand pushes it back towards the glass.
"Come on now, drink."
She refuses again and again, despite their soft coaxing, and then she feels a hard pinch on her tummy, another on the underside of her boob. The last pinch startles her enough to where she opens her mouth to complain.
This is all it takes. The glass is right there waiting- the cool champagne is pouring into her mouth. She does what comes natural as the sweet taste of it is too hard to resist. She swallows it down greedily.
"That's it Mommy . . . drink it down . . . drink it all down." The voice, bold and confident, sounds like James'.
"You want more I think. Yes of course you do." A fresh glass is at her lips again. Being stubborn she again refuses, and this time when they start pinching her she is ready. Instead of opening her mouth to cry out she bites her lip enduring the pain.
"OK, be like that. I will just pour it out then."
The champagne, first a mere drop or two, and then a steady trickle pours onto her chest. It is freezing cold as it spreads across her chest, and then down under her bra causing her nipples to become fully erect in a matter of seconds.
"OK . . . OK . . . stop," she whines realizing resistance is futile. "I will drink . . . here." She opens her mouth swallowing two full flutes of champagne back to back.
The warm fuzzy feeling does not take long in coming. It feels like she is floating on a cloud of light air. Her head falls back on the pillow from the warm, beautiful sensations washing over her in wave after wave.
She dozes off again, and again the naughty dreams haunt her sleep more real than ever. This time she senses the hands massaging her to be more aggressive, more determined to . . . to what? She does not know.
The hands are starting low on her thighs and patiently working their way upward. Two hands on each leg, she feels every inch of her thighs being caressed as up they travel in tandem. They glide across her hips, and onto her tummy. The slithering, dancing fingertips tease her to no end while maintaining their upward trajectory. She exhales lightly as the dancing fingers converge on her bra.
The fingers are stroking the skin just above and below her bra, before she hears the faint voices start up again. "Mommy's boobies are so nice and big." Another quiet voice murmurs its agreement as the twin pair of hands begin to caress her tits through her bra.
The blanket is being pulled down- allowing the cool night air inside the bedroom to settle over her nearly naked upper body. The air seems unnaturally cold, while the hands touching her, stroking her, feeling her tits with increasing recklessness, feel ever so warm.
A small hand caresses her cheek, and when she turns toward it a soft kiss greets her lips. And then a hand on the opposite cheek, caressing, she turns that way only to meet another warm pair of lips, another kiss- this one longer and deeper.
It goes on- her face being turned this way and then that way- exchanging kiss after kiss. She does not resist -telling herself it's only a naughty dream.
A mouth slips down to her neck and kisses it gently. She lets out a soft moan as fingers slip under her bra and begin stroking her erect nipples. Back and forth the fingers are flickering across her nipples making them ache with desire.
She starts another long slow kiss with no intention of wanting it to end -her tongue slides out feeling a moist small mouth - a mouth from her past - a mouth her tongue had dreamed of exploring that night before he was gone for good.
There is a rustling around on the bed as the whispers continue. She cannot make out what is being said so she gives up and lets sleep overtake her once more.
What happens next is all a blur as she seems to fade in and out of consciousness with her eyes closing only to flicker open again and again. She opens her eyes to see a dark shape is sitting lightly on her stomach straddling her. Something thick and hard is poking up and in between her tits. She shuts her eyes not wanting to see anymore.
Under the sheet, something long and hard is pushed into one hand, while her other hand is guided down and in between her thighs. At first she thinks it's one of her long forgotten sex toys- one of her dildo's maybe-but this one is much bigger than anything she has. Its size scares her at first . . . scares her until she realizes this is all much too unreal to be happening anyways, and slips back into the comfortable notion this is all nothing but a dream.
She momentarily opens her eyes again only to find another dark shape is looming over her right next to her pillow. A hand tangles itself in her hair twisting her head. She feels the hard throbbing sweetness at her lips and knows what she must do. Her mouth slowly opens, and she takes him in just as the figure on top of her starts pumping away.
The eight inches between her legs, steered by a steady guiding hand that is not her own, pierces her as she lets out a gasp cut short by the cock that is being rammed back and forth inside her mouth. The figure on top of her uses its hands to squish her tits together and then slowly pumps its hips back and forth sliding its hardness in between her tits.
Amanda only hears snatches of conversation- "Fuck her tits . . . harder . . . go on . . . harder!! . . . Suck on it . . . bitch . . . suck my cock, mother . . . you know you want . . ."
She bucks her hips convulsively needing to reach the orgasm inside of her that is growing second by second in its undeniable intensity. It is her hand now working the dildo in and out with increasing speed as the other one has slipped away.
The old bed is creaking from the hard titty fucking she is getting from the huge cock stuffed in between her tits. Her head lifts up and down off the pillow in rhythm with the cock sliding in and out of her mouth. She is eager to please sucking on the shape's cock most willingly.
More snatches of breathless conversation reaches her through what seems to be a fog. "Going to cum . . . Yeah . . . all over her . . . I'm ready too . . . Yeah . . . suck it . . . fuck yourself . . . harder . . . OH GOODDD!!"
Amanda feels twin geysers of cum erupt first on her chest, and then second on her face and maybe up and into her hair, but sadly- just as she was almost there- she feels the dildo that was about to make her cum being swatted cruelly away as a cold voice hisses, "Remember what Dark Cupid said . . . no self-gratification, Mother."
That cold voice hissing in her ear is the last thing she remembers before slipping off into a dreamless sleep without considering the implications of what just happened . . . that is if it was even real.
She awakens in the morning feeling refreshed . . . and dirty as the dreams she had last night flood her memory.
There is no sign of candles; no empty champagne flutes lying about; no evidence to point toward what happened last night was anything but a dream.
She lets out a sigh of relief as she gets up out of the bed and heads toward the bathroom. About halfway there she hears an audible thud . . . like something fell from her bed and hit the floor.
She turns and there it is. A large flesh colored dildo. It is not one of the two she owns as neither of them is nearly that big. She crosses the room and picks it up. It feels . . . sticky.
She drops it on the bed with a gasp knowing what that means. She reaches a hand up, touching her face, as fresh memories of the dream come to her.
She feels something dried and crusty on her face. She hadn't noticed it upon awakening and wonders what it might be while all along knowing exactly what it is. She rushes into the bathroom and looks at herself in the mirror.
"Oh God," she whispers to herself as she sees the dry streaks are not only encrusted on the side of her face, but also in her hair. And then she spots the white dried streaks that stand out clearly on her black bra. She touches the streaks of white on her bra- hard and crusty- just like dried cum would be!!
Oh God . . . it wasn't a dream after all. They really did take advantage of me last night.
After a long hot shower she feels better about things while wondering just what this Valentine Day's might have in store for her. If last night was any indication she will be in for one helluva ride.
It is almost nine when she heads downstairs with the smell of fresh coffee and maybe bacon and eggs reaching her as she descends the stairs slowly. Now who would have made her breakfast on this fateful morning? She has an idea who and it brings a smile to her lips.
Her smile grows wider as indeed breakfast is waiting for her along with a beautiful single red rose in a vase sitting in the middle of her small kitchen table. There is a note attached to the vase.
Mommy:
Last night was simply wonderful. I hoped you enjoyed it as much as we did.
Luv,
Jimmy & James
"Oh I did babies, I did," she murmurs a bit sadly though as she remembers her chance at having a powerful orgasm being snatched away at the very last moment.
After eating her delicious breakfast of scrambled eggs, two slices of bacon, and a glass of orange juice with a side of toast she grabs her phone meaning to call Kay with the news of what happened last night. Her phone is dead despite the fact she put it on the charger before getting in the shower.
She picks up the house phone. The line is dead. Are they are purposefully cutting her off? Just to be sure she grabs her car keys after throwing on a coat and heads out to the driveway.
Despite it being a bright sunny day the air is bitterly cold. She remembers the forecast when she watched the weather yesterday. The announcer cheerily stated it might be the coldest Valentine Day in Vermont's history with a projected low of minus 10 degrees Fahrenheit for the day. The high was only supposed to be 12 degrees.
She wraps the coat tighter around her body and hops into the car. Of course it doesn't start. Shaking her head she looks up at the house and sees Jimmy smiling at her from his former bedroom window that overlooks the driveway. He disappears almost as quickly as she spots him.
It appears now that without a doubt they are cutting her off. Come nightfall she imagines the power will be gone and maybe the little devils will even kill the furnace while they are up to their mischief.
Without heat and light, no phone, bitterly cold outside, - the nearest neighbor is nearly a mile away- she will truly be at their mercy. She heads out to the mailbox at the end of the long driveway before going back inside the house.
She has a letter from Kay waiting for her inside the mailbox. Amanda resists the urge to rip the envelope open standing right there at the end of the driveway and hurries back inside the house. She makes a beeline for the couch to read the letter.
Amanda:
I have been doing quite a bit more research on our little friend Dark Cupid. Without going into great detail as to what I learned (basically I am afraid too much information might be a bad thing for you at this point) I will just summarize.
I was wrong in telling you not to think of Jimmy as being sweet and innocent. That is exactly how you should think of him. Sweet, innocent and childlike. I think maybe the best way to view him is as young man trapped in a child's body with a child's sweet innocent heart yet still having manly desires that burn bright. Confusing enough for you? Sorry, but that is the best I can do.
It seems our friend DC likes to see his pets (for sadly that is the way I feel he views all three of you—Jimmy, James and yourself) share the love only a mother can have for her sweet innocent baby boy and vice versa—while at the same time there is an undeniable yearning of pure sexual desire just smoldering under the surface between mother and son as "mommy's little boy" grows big and strong and becomes a young man.
Yes, I think it is very possible he has had his eye on the two of you for a very long time. That animal running out in front of your car two years ago causing the crash may have been very much planned by him.
As for now, I think in death Jimmy has come to represent the sweetness and innocence he always displayed while alive, while James has come to represent that smoldering sexual desire.
I truly believe what happens on this Valentine's Day eve will more than likely be steeped in sweetness and innocence at first, but will, at some point, turn quite wicked. To try and change the script at this point in the game would be dangerous and anger our powerful friend. To avoid all this you MUST leave now, before it is too late—to do otherwise invites the unthinkable.
But tonight—if you decide to stay which I suspect you shall- when things start to happen, you must view both of them as being nothing more than innocent babes in the woods so to speak and then as things grow . . . ahh wicked between the three of you allow that still smoldering sexual desire to . . . explode.



You must be fully prepared to play their games with reckless abandon . . . but only after first trying your best to be a "good mother". Again this is all for his voyeuristic pleasure and I suspect he does not want the prey (you) to succumb so easily to the predators. (them)
Kay
Amanda sets the letter aside and carefully reviews in her mind everything Kay has told her. Should she leave?? She supposes she could strike out on foot, but to where and on this bitterly cold day? That is not an idea worth even exploring. No she shall stay and face her demons—her sweet innocent childlike twin demons.
After a few minutes, she slips into a deep sleep after stretching out on the coach under a thick comforter. She rests for a good three hours before awakening and reading the letter again. She wants to make sure she is clear on this final bit of advice Kay has given her before night arrives.
She stares at the old grandfather clock in the corner willing it to move faster. She highly suspects nothing of note will happen until after dark. The waiting for what might happen is making her despondent as she heads into the kitchen thinking to make herself a light lunch.
She needn't bother. The lunch, a steaming bowl of chicken noodle soup and a half of tuna fish sandwich is sitting on the kitchen table already prepared. Her heart flutters when she spies the earlier single red rose in the vase has been replaced by three beautiful yellow roses.
She sips on her soup and munches on the sandwich while fighting that nagging lonely feeling that seems to be her only friend. The old house has never felt so quiet and utterly empty as it does at this very moment.
Around 3:30 pm she is relaxing in the living room under a blanket reading a trashy romance novel when her eyes start to get tired. A few minutes later she is dozing peacefully.
It is dark when she feels a tickling at her bare feet and then a soft whisper. She slowly opens her eyes trying to control her breathing.
"Is she awake?"
"Not sure . . . maybe."
It's the boys' whispered voices she is hearing. Another bit of tickling on her bare foot that is hanging out from under the comforter. She involuntarily jerks it back and then, still half asleep, she sits up.
The house is dark and cold except for the slivers of moonlight that are streaming in from the outside. The old furnace, always loud and noisy, should be running- but it is not. She reaches over and pulls on the lamp chord.
Nothing. She turns as she hears the sound of giggling off in the darkness somewhere. Her foot bumps the remote resting on floor next to the couch. She points it at the TV and clicks the on button. The television stays silent.
Sitting on the couch, coming fully awake, Amanda is cold, very cold that is, as the comforter has fallen off her body, or maybe pulled is more like it.
A palatable feeling of excitement mixed with anxiety fills her heart, especially when she notes the other odd thing that has occurred while she slept so peacefully.
Now she knows why she is so damn cold. She is sitting there in just her bra and panties. She strains her eyes in the darkness and sees her jeans and blouse laying on the floor in a heap.
Jesus they undressed me while I slept and I never even noticed. The soup . . . I bet it was drugged!!
Her thoughts are interrupted as she hears more tittering and then the pitter patter of feet dashing up the stairs. She sighs now knowing the games are about to begin.
Amanda crosses the dark living room slowly after attempting to click on another lamp across the room. Of course, it does not work. She gives up knowing they killed the power . . . along with the heat . . . and her car . . . and both her cell and house phones. She should be scared, but instead is only excited by the way they have so cleverly trapped her.
At the top of the stairs she pauses; she can hear water running. It sounds like it's coming from her bedroom. Using the wall as a guide, she makes her way carefully down the dark hallway to her bedroom.
Stepping inside the bedroom, she sees her bathroom door is open with a soft flickering glow coming from it. The sound of water disappears as she approaches the bathroom. Entering the bathroom, she nearly faints. The magic of Dark Cupid again makes itself known to her in a most wonderful fashion.
The old small tub/shower combination she had in her bathroom has been magically replaced with a gorgeous sunken roman tub. The tub is both wide and deep and perfectly suited for taking long relaxing bubble baths which must be their idea as the water has a thick covering of fluffy snow white bubbles.
The surrounding dark marble is covered with a plethora of small tea light candles casting the bathroom in a romantic radiance which makes her heart flutter.
She sees steam rising from the tub which reminds her how very cold she is, but maybe more importantly she spots three small flutes of what she can assumes to be champagne sitting on the marble next to the tub.
She bends over, and in the luminous candle light sees each flute has a small yellow sticky note attached to it with a single word that spells out:
Happy Valentine's Day
Obviously they want her to drink the champagne and get in the tub. She reaches around and unhooks her bra, slips out of her panties, and then dips a toe in the tub. The water is at an absolute perfect temperature as it is wonderfully warm without being too hot.
She slides her naked body into the water and under the bubbles before reaching over and grabbing the nearest of the three flutes. She downs it quickly as she does the second, before taking her time and sipping on the third.
She sits there trying to fortify her nerves for whatever is going to happen. She is quite sure she won't be alone for too terribly long. She sighs as she finishes up the third flute as that warm fuzzy feeling begins to overtake her.
There is a wet washcloth lying on the marble next to her. Picking it up she uses it to cover her eyes as she slips down in the soothing bubbles and relaxes.
A few minutes later, after dozing off into a light sleep, she suddenly jerks awake sensing she is no longer alone. She opens her eyes under the wash cloth, but stays very still.
She hears the tip toeing of feet crossing the bathroom floor and then first one, and then a second splash as both Jimmy and James climb into the tub with her. Although she could not see them, she did not have to - - she just knew in her heart it was them.
One of them grabs her hands gently pulling her up to a sitting position as the other one slips around the back of her. The wash cloth falls off and much to her amazement in the flickering candle light she can see Jimmy perfectly in front of her.
She had half expected them to be invisible, or at least in the form of a shadowy figure that fades in and out like before -but no Jimmy, in all his sweet innocence is right there.
"Hi, Mommy, did you miss me?"
She looks at him for a second and smiles. He looks younger and sweeter than ever. It would seem impossible at first blush, but if anything he has grown even more irresistibly cute in the last two years. His soft dimpled cheeks seem to shine in the soft glow of the candles. His light brown hair is short and neatly trimmed making him look so much younger than he really is, or was, she is not sure what the case might be.
It has been two years since his apparent death at the young age of eighteen, but there he sits- still looking so very adorably cute and innocent to her.
And then, as if he was reading her mind, James whispers in her ear from behind. "What about me . . . am I cute too, Mommy?" His voice has lost all its former hardness and bitterness that she remembers from before and is as sweet as Jimmy's.
She whips her head back, almost embarrassed that she forgot about her son's alter ego, her son's twin, this other- whatever the hell he is -come to life, but only after death.
All once the candles in the room flare brighter allowing her to easily see James. She blinks her eyes and stares. He is beautiful. No not handsome, but gorgeous- if that word indeed can be used to describe a young man.
He has wavy, Aryan-gold hair that is long and wild. He stares at her back with icy blue eyes setting his marble jaw of pure maleness.
He has a pair of shoulders that Atlas himself would be proud just above a chest that ripples with muscles. He raises a bit up out of the water showing off his six pack, before giving her a roguish smile. She manages to tear her eyes away from his rippling muscles only to find herself lost as she stares spell bound by those deep ocean blue eyes.
She takes a deep breath, trying to calm her nerves, and takes in the odor of pure masculine sex. She briefly thinks of what must be resting under those soft bubbles in between his legs and it instantly makes her pussy wet.
Not being able to take it any longer, Amanda makes the safe choice and turns back to her other son—the cute one. She reaches out wanting to touch Jimmy- wanting to see if he feels as real as he looks.
She strokes his cheek, "Yes, Mommy I am here . . . and I am real . . . both of us are . . . until the end of Valentine's Day . . . until midnight that is."
James puts his hands on her shoulders, massaging them gently, as he whispers in her ear, "We are going to give you a Valentine's night that you shall never forget, Mother."
"Oh God . . . you really are here this . . . can't be happening, but it is. I have so many questions. I mean how is there two of you?"
"Shh, no questions can be asked, Mommy. He does not like his . . ." Jimmy starts out.
"Methods questioned. Just relax, enjoy our company and act as if everything is innocent and normal," James finishes for his "brother".
Amanda almost snorts in laughter. Normal . . . Jesus normal!! Really as if taking a bath with your 18 year old son who has been dead for two years and split into two separate entities could ever be contrived as being "normal".
She nips her laughter in the bud as she cannot imagine Dark Cupid enjoys having his methods laughed at any more than he prefers having them questioned. She also takes a minute to remember Kay's advice from the letter about viewing them as being both innocent and childlike . . . just like James suggested she do now.
Determined to follow the advice, she leans her body back relaxing against James. His hands are still gliding over her shoulders kneading them softly.
"Mommy, can I wash you like I used to when I was a baby?" The question is asked with such innocence and is at total odds with what most certainly will happen if she - more likely they- as she can't imagine James will idly stand by and allow Jimmy to wash his "Mommy" all by himself. But is saying no an option? Probably not as she sighs her approve to be washed.
They begin to wash their mother Jimmy, from the front, and James from behind, sliding their dual washcloths all over, up and down her arms, her neck, her stomach, her thighs, and legs, and then finally, much to her fevered anticipation both of the soupy wash rags begin converging on her chest.
First, Jimmy washes up and down the soft valley of her breasts, while being extra careful it seems not to touch either of tits. Meanwhile, James is running his rag over and around her breasts, coming oh so close, but not quite letting the washcloth slide up and onto them.
Amanda exhales softly enjoying the attentions of the soapy rags that are coming oh so maddeningly close to her tits. She knows what all three of them wants and it suddenly comes to her that she must invite them.
The three glasses of champagne have left her devoid of any worries whatsoever, but more importantly the fear that had once gripped her heart in their presence has now been replaced with . . . desire.
She makes her voice as soft and soothing as possible as she extends what she feels will be a most welcome invitation to them.
"Oh, boys I think you are doing a rather poor job at washing your mommy's chest . . . hmm don't you think?"
This innocent little critical comment is all it takes as she shuts her eyes tighter while feeling the soapy wash rags being moved all over her tits. She wonders if maybe somehow she has died and joined them in heaven as the incredibly soft rags flicker over first one of her nipples, and then the other, before James reaches around and cups both of tits in his hands. Jimmy quickly elicits a deep hiss out of her as he flicks her nipples back and forth playfully with one finger.
She is loving the attention and allows it for a few wonderful brief seconds, but something tells her she must stop them. The truth is she knows they are playing a game of sorts and she senses her giving in so easily is not something they would prefer . . . but more importantly not something the voyeur Dark Cupid would prefer.
The predators always like a bit of a chase before they pounce on and kill their prey no? No doubt which one I am in this game, Amanda muses to herself as she swats both their hands away, expecting a severe rebuke maybe even as she barks at them in a voice that tries to be stern, "I think you boys are doing more playing than washing now."
"Sorry, Mommy, your boobies are just so nice and big . . . we couldn't help ourselves." It is Jimmy's soft sweet voice apologizing- as always- for the misdeeds of the two of them. "Can't we play with them, Mommy please, pretty please," they whisper in unison.
She decides to continue to play coy with them . . . just to see how they might respond. "Hmm I don't know babies. I mean . . . aren't you both a little old for such a thing . . . besides I don't think it's so proper."
They tag team her with their response. Jimmy's is looking at her sadly, like an innocent little lamb, turning the full force of those soft brown puppy dog eyes on her just as James brings his mouth to her ear again.
"Please, Mommy can't we play with them just for a little bit huh," he whispers. "We promise to be nice and gentle. Pretty please."
He seems practiced at the art of begging . . . maybe Jimmy has been teaching him well, Amanda thinks trying to decide if she should give in to their whiny demands.
"Yes, Mommy, let us play. Pretty please with sugar on top. We both want to so badly." Jimmy cries as his hands are sliding up her arms.
All in . . . no half measures. Dr. Adam's advice from long ago is ringing in her head. Amanda listens determined to play this new game to its fullest extent.
"OK, OK boys. You both know Mommy can never really deny you anything. You can play with them for just a little bit, but then I have to get you both out of the tub."
"OK," they sing out in happy unison. It's James that takes charge of this new adventure. "We should rinse them off though first right, Mommy."
He doesn't wait for his mother to give her approval as he tells Jimmy to fill the pitcher up with warm water, but with a sly wink that is a secret signal between the two of them.
Jimmy turns to the faucet and proceeds to fill the medium sized blue pitcher up with cold water. Amanda sighs anticipating having her tits bathed in a stream of nice warm water. Instead she gets a nasty surprise when the freezing cold water comes splashing down on her tits.
"Hey the water is too cold Jimmy!!" she whines loudly.
She tries to squirm out from under the cold water splashing down on her tits, but James is prepared. He produces a long thin piece of wash cloth from somewhere and wraps it tightly around her wrists knotting it firmly.
Amanda realizes with dawning horror she is truly at their mercy now as her hands are helplessly trapped behind her back. In response, she tries to sink back down into the warm water of the bath as Jimmy patiently pours the chilly water out of the pitcher in a soft stream going back and forth between her breasts.
But James holds her firm, not allowing her to sink under the warm bubbles. At this time, she also notices how the pitcher, despite Jimmy already pouring a generous amount of water out of it, still remains almost full. More of their damnable magic is seems as she continues to hiss and moan from the icy stream of water being directed now on each of her nipples one after the other.
They are both giggling and laughing at this mean little trick they are pulling on her which only adds to her growing anger.
"Y-you boys are . . . are in so . . . much t-trouble," she cries her teeth chattering as Jimmy is now holding a second identical pitcher of water over her chest.
"Go on Jimmy, dump both of them out at the same time over those big fucking tits of hers. Let's turn both of them into blocks of fucking ice . . ." He then lowers his mouth to her ear and whispers, "And then we will really be in trouble huh, Mommy."
Amanda cannot respond as she is too busy moaning. The water this time splashing down on her tits is even colder than before. More of their magic as she is certain the water could not be this cold coming from the faucet without a little help. Her poor nipples are so achingly erect they are becoming almost painful, especially when Jimmy directs the dual streams of water directly on them. Finally . . . thankfully the water out of both pitchers does peter out.
"There they are nice and clean now, Mommy," Jimmy announces with a self-satisfied smile on his darling face.
"Yes honey, nice and clean . . . and freezing cold. That was a cruel trick to play on me boys," she says turning toward James and glaring at him.
"Well if you are still willing to let us play with them a bit maybe we can warm them up for you, Mother," he tells her patiently while seemingly unaffected by her nasty glare.
"Well I really shouldn't let you boys play with them now. I think you have had your fun and bath time is over." She starts to actually stand up while trying to free herself from the thin strand of washcloth wrapped tightly around her wrists.
"Oh, Mommy please no. You said we could play with them," Jimmy whines . . . just like he did so long ago when he so much younger. "Please, Mommy, I am sorry."
James is not one to whine though. He quickly reaches out and yanks her back down into a sitting position as he hisses in her ear, "Nothing is over until I say it is over . . ."
She feels the washcloth tighten around her wrists and knows any further struggles would be useless.
He then relaxes his voice making it sweet once again. "It was a cruel trick but let us make it up to you. Please both our hands are really, really warm. See . . ." He proceeds to run them along her shoulders gently and indeed they are toasty warm as are Jimmy's who reaches up and strokes both sides of her cheeks with his hands.
Despite the fact the cold water is no longer being dumped on her tits, Amanda's poor breasts feel like blocks of ice. She hesitates before giving in as the thought of having their hands warming her tits is too much to resist.
She makes it a point to let out a long overly dramatic sigh before she turns her attention to Jimmy. "OK, OK . . . you can but promise me you will play with them nicely. No more cruel tricks."
They both sing out a hearty "yes, we promise," in unison as she remembers the words from Kay's prophetic letter- what happens on this Valentine's Day eve will more than likely be steeped in sweetness and innocence at first, but will at some point turn quite wicked.
She again relaxes and closes her eyes wondering if what is now about to happen would it be considered sweet and innocent or wantonly wicked. James gives her a soft kiss on her neck as she empties her mind of such bothersome worries, instead resolving only to enjoy the attentions of her "babies."
Two pairs of exceptionally warm hands begin slipping and sliding all over her tits as he lets out another long sigh. The boys hear her sigh and start to giggle childishly while cupping and bouncing her big tits up and down in their hands. The coldness that had previously enveloped her tits is quickly being burned away under the warm playful attentions of their eager young hands.



Desire is already blooming in her heart by the time she feels a pair of playful fingers flicker across her nipples making them snap to attention while eliciting a deeper and louder moan out of her.
She has always had a real weakness- a real weakness bordering on being pathetic almost- to having her boobs being delicately played with . . . especially her nipples. It appears maybe the boys understand this fact.
She struggles against the thin strands of washcloth that bind her under the water which only makes those mammoth tits of hers bounce up and down all the more. She opens her eyes to see both of them staring delightfully at her bouncing breasts.
Being oh so helpless is only causing her to feel more desirous—just as it did in the closet that night. They seem to know her secret passion—never spoken aloud to anyone, but always there- of wanting to be dominated sexually.
"Let's get them nice and soapy huh Jimmy . . . you know for later." James tells his brother making Amanda wonder just what that might mean.
Both of them soap up their rags and then take an inordinate amount of time washing her tits. The soft rags sliding so slowly in small circles all over her breasts, along with the way they are co-mingling a plentiful amount of quick squeezes during the "washing process" is driving her mad with intense longing.
Her desire only grows more acute when Jimmy stands up. He may be small in stature while possessing the cutest and most adorable baby face, but there is nothing at all innocent or childlike about what is between his legs.
He must be a good 7 -8 inches as he takes a small step forward. Amanda suddenly realizes why they wanted her tits to be nice and soapy, especially as James whispers in her ear two simple words. "Encourage him."
It is not a suggestion to be followed or ignored as she sees fit, but instead a command. Amanda knows this just by the tone of his voice.
She feels his hardness jabbing at her tits as she starts to speak. "You wanna fuck mommy's boobies' sweetheart. Do you huh?" She jiggles her tits against his throbbing member causing him to let out an audible moan.
"C'mon baby don't be shy. You can fuck em if you want."
James pushes her slightly forward causing her tits to bounce up against Jimmy's cock. Once more she makes her voice sweet and whispers words of encouragement to him.
"Go on baby. Slide that nice hard cock of yours in between your mother's big boobies."
Jimmy reaches out and grips her shoulders as he pushes his cock in between her tits just as James uses his hands to squeeze her tits together around his brother's cock making a nice tit tunnel of soapy flesh for him to fuck.
And fuck them he does. Slowly at first-like a train leaving the station-he thrusts his hips forward back and forth his cock sliding easily up and down her soapy tits.
"Oh that's it honey. Fuck your mommy's tits," Amanda whispers to him softly while helping the cause by moving her chest up and down falling in rhythm with his thrusts.
His thrust are getting harder and more urgent. James is squeezing her tits with reckless abandon as Amanda loses all sense of motherly decency.
"Oh God, baby fuck em harder. Cum all over them. Please."
Jimmy responds by slamming his cock again and again in between those massive soapy hills until he finally on the third thrust he lets out a small whimper.
Amanda looks down at her chest just in time to see the head of his cock pop out from in between her tits and erupt in a geyser of cum.
She smiles at him as she sinks back against James who whispers in her ear. "Oh that was perfect, just perfect, Mother."
"I made a mess all over your boobies Mommy." Jimmy tells her sweetly as he settles back in the tub.
"Yes you did baby. Now you both had better clean the mess up."
They both grab a pair of small blue pitchers and fill them up with what she prays is warm water this time. She lets out a sigh of relief; the water is perfectly warm without being hot. They carefully dump the contents of their respective pitchers all over her chest- giggling again while doing so.
Amanda squirms, leaning back in the tub on her now freed arms thrusting her boobs upwards in a welcoming gesture to the warmth of the water.
Two separate streams of water are being directed on each nipple simultaneously making her fidget and squirm as the boys continue to snicker and giggle while watching her. She closes her eyes letting her head fall back against James' shoulder never wanting it to end.
But of course it must. As the last of the water spills out on her chest Amanda feels almost disappointed as she announces its time to get out of the tub. They both begin to whine for "more playtime" while at the same time having such pitiful looks on their faces. It is heartbreaking enough to make her pause.
Jimmy starts to stand up, but James remains sitting while staying silent leaving it up to his brother to plead their case.
"I thought you liked our Valentine Day gift mother. I mean I thought you always dreamed of having a big romantic tub to relax in and that is what we gave you."
"I do love it baby. It is the best gift I ever got."
"Then why are you so anxious for us to get out?" Jimmy asks using that same quiet patient tone that always seems to work with her.
"Well . . . I . . . it's just . . . you see I didn't get you guys a present. I mean I wasn't sure if I would see you so I guess being in the tub is making me feel guilty, probably because I didn't get you Valentine presents."
"I know what you can give us, Mommy." Jimmy says sweetly sitting back down.
She feels the hard glare of James from behind as he announces, "Forget it Jimmy, she doesn't want to get us anything. Like she said playtime is over."
She turns staring intently at James for a brief moment before whispering, "Well that is not quite true. It just occurs to me maybe I have a nice present to give the two of you."
She smiles warmly at James causing the previous hard glare to quickly change into something akin to childlike anticipation. A smile is tugging at the corners of his mouth while his beautiful blue eyes are fairly gleaming with hope.
She settles back against him as she guides his hands down while parting her thighs in a welcoming gesture. "Do you guys want to play with Mommy's pussy?"
James easily slips his hand under the water and begins stroking her pussy while Jimmy seems unsure of taking such a bold step.
"C'mon, Jimmy, don't be shy." Her voice is literally dripping with sweetness as she adds, "You can pet your Mommy's kitty cat too and make it purr if you want. Don't let your brother have all the fun huh."
The innocence of her statement works on him. He eagerly slides one hand under the water and finds her pussy. Amanda can scarcely believe the words that just came out of her mouth, but maybe more unbelievable is the way she is so wantonly spreading her legs for them.
What happens next is all a blur. They fall upon her body like a pair of hungry wolves. Their hands are roaming all over body. Touching, stroking, probing and exploring to their heart's content.
She does little to dissuade them from treating her body like a playground, instead she stretches out allowing them total access to all her hidden treasures.
Four hands are all over her boobs, exploring every inch of their vast expanse before sliding down across her tummy to probe her inner depths. She sits up and leans forward as Jimmy's mouth finds hers. They are sharing dozens of light kisses which seemingly may last forever . . . that is until she feels a rough hand tangled in her hair.
Her face is turned toward James who punches his tongue aggressively in her mouth. Unable to resist such passion she kisses him back with equal furor.
Back and forth she spins from one to the other- sharing sweet soft kisses with Jimmy, and deeply passionate kisses with James.
James' hand slips under the water and he pushes one finger deep into her pussy just at the moment Jimmy finally feels brave enough to slip his tongue inside her mouth while fondling her tits with eager delight.
Her kisses with each are longer and more desperate, especially after she feels Jimmy's finger probing the depths of her pussy. They take turns slipping fingers in and out in an endless procession that is pushing Amanda towards a powerful climax.
The water is sloshing all around in the tub as their carnal struggles continued unabated. Finally, just when she is on the verge of cumming they stop and laugh.
They both gently their severely shaken and disappointed mother out of the tub and wrap a naked towel around her body, before telling her they have yet more gifts for her. She thanks them trying to hide her disappointment that she once again was not allowed to cum.
They point to a square white box with a large red bow on it sitting on the bathroom counter.
"Join us in your bedroom after you put it on and then you shall get your final gift." They hurry out of the bathroom leaving her to wonder just what "gift" that might have for her in the bedroom.
She opens the box and is not too terribly surprised to find they got her some sexy lingerie. She slips on the stretch mesh and lace pink babydoll with a little pink bow on the bust area. The poor thing can barely contain her massive tits as she sees their present also includes a barely there little g- string panty.
She does not even for one minute consider not putting it on as she is by now very much desperate for one thing . . . sexual satisfaction. She looks at herself in the mirror—smiling - as she understands when she comes strutting out with her new babydoll on she is sure she will not be lacking for attention from them.
She wraps the white satin robe that she left hanging on the hook on the bathroom door from earlier around her body thinking just maybe she will make them beg to see how their sexy little present looks on her.
Taking a deep breath, she steps out of the bathroom curious to see what her surprise is out in the bedroom.
"Oh how they just love to show off," she whispers to herself inside her dark bedroom. Dark except for the glow from the huge wood burning fireplace that takes up nearly the entirety of one wall.
Just like the tub she had always craved a real fireplace in her bedroom. She thought them to be romantic while Tony - not so much. He would not even discuss having the bedroom remodeled to include a real fireplace. But now here it is another fabulous gift from her adorable twins.
She walks slowly toward the welcoming warmth of the fire as the bedroom is freezing cold with the furnace being out of commission still. She wonders where her naughty boys might have gotten to as they are nowhere in sight.
And then yet another gift as stretched in front of the flickering flames is a large luxurious square white rug. It is irresistibly plush and thick as she settles down on it and waits.
She does not have to wait long as soon she spots two shadowy figures moving slowly across the bedroom toward her.
They pause. "Do you like your presents, Mommy." Jimmy whispers sweetly.
"The new fireplace is warm and romantic, the rug soft and romantic, and my little babydoll . . . hmm sexy and romantic . . . and you . . . boys . . . just know how Mommy adores all things romantic so yes, I love my presents, honey."
She pats the rug next to her indicating that they should join her. They start to cross the room and then all hell breaks loose. They had been whispering at each other as they cross the room both wearing identical light blue boxers and nothing else; and then the whispers turn into shouts; and then to pushing and shoving-soon they were rolling across the room in full-fledged combat.
Amanda at first has no idea what they might be fighting about as it all happened so suddenly. She listens closely trying to hear what the hell they are fighting about. Something about going first-doing it first - she was not sure what they were referring to though.
She is getting quite upset though thinking they would rather fight among themselves than pay attention to her.
She whistled loudly trying to get their attention. "OH BOYS," she yells before dropping her voice. "Stop fighting as Mommy has something to show you."
They pause both looking up from their prone positions on the bedroom floor. She stares at them for a brief moment before carefully undoing her robe and slipping it off.
Leaning back on a large round pillow positioned in the center of the rug she smiles at them. "Now sweethearts wouldn't you much rather play with these . . ." She shakes her chest a bit making her tits jiggle under the babydoll. "Than fight each other."
They both raise up off the floor getting slowly to their feet while staring wide eyed. It is Jimmy who speaks first, "Oh, Mommy, our present looks . . . fabulous on you."
"Fabulous enough to keep you from fighting?" she answers coyly.
"I mean that is what we are fighting about. We both want to be the first . . . the first to you know . . . well . . ." He looks down embarrassed.
James breaks in. "You're such a goddamn shy little sissy, Jimmy. I will tell her. We both want to be the first to suck on those big fucking tits of yours . . ." He pauses to give his brother a hard shove that nearly knocks him to the floor. "And I am going to be the first after I finish kicking his ass."
"Now boys," Amanda starts patiently knowing she must take control of the situation before things spin out of control. "Don't you think Mommy's tits are . . ." She shakes her chest again for added emphasis. "Are big enough for the both of you to share at the same time."
She beckons them over with her finger saying pleasantly. "Don't you want to come over here next to your mother? Please I am getting cold over here all by myself." She pulls down on the front of the baby doll allowing her tits to come spilling out.
They both practically fly across the room and dive on her. She rolls back against the pillow as they eagerly bury their faces in her chest sucking on her tits greedily like there is no tomorrow.
She arches her back while cradling each of their heads in her hands. She lets out a loud moan as they worship her nipples with lustful enthusiastic mouths before sucking mighty mouthful of tit flesh into each of their mouths.
Amanda close her eyes imaging she has died and went to heaven. Never in her life has she had her tits so thoroughly and lovingly worshiped. They both continue to kiss, lick, and suckle on her tits over and over again while in between their licks and kisses they take turns lifting their mouths up just long enough to tell her how big and beautiful her boobs are.
She sighs enjoying their verbal complements- almost as much as their physical attentions- to her tits.
First, one hand and then another slips down across her belly continuing on down to her thighs. Fingertips tickle her inner thighs coming ever closer as she parts her legs for them.
Fingers slip under the thin protective covering of her g-string and dip into her wet pussy. They are working together in tandem to please her as first one finger slips in, to be followed by another as the first finger slides out.
What started out as a slow and gentle finger fucking is quickly picking up steam as they move their fingers in and out of her faster and faster. The flames of passion in her heart are spreading like an out of control wildfire having her tits being ravished by her "baby boys" while they finger her pussy.
While having her tits sucked on by both of them at the same time feels even better than she could have ever imagined, she needs more . . . craves more.
She tangles her fingers tighter in their hair trying to force more of her tits into their mouths while she urges them on with gentle praise, "Oh God, boys you are doing so good sucking on your Mommies boobies . . . Please don't stop I love it so much."
And then, thinking they are purposefully teasing her again, they both, without a word, stop at the exact same moment. Lifting their heads up, ignoring her, Jimmy whispers to his other half, "Do you think she is ready?"
"Oh yes, look at her squirming and moaning . . . she is ready."
They stand up and as James barks at her. "Roll over and get on your knees, Mother."
It was not a request, but an order to which Amanda is all too happy to oblige. Jimmy sweetly helps get her in position on her hands and knees facing the fire.
She stares deep into the fire for a brief moment before shutting her eyes hardly able to phantom what is about to happen.
"Now remember our plan Jimmy," James whispers to his brother before they take up their respective positions.
Amanda opens her eyes just long enough to see Jimmy moving around to the front of her while James goes around to her backside. She shuts her eyes again trying to prepare herself for whatever they are planning.
It is Jimmy's sweet voice whispering to her. "Look, Mommy, I have something to show you." She opens her eyes and there staring her in the face is a rather sizable bulge.
Jimmy looks at her and smiles before James intercedes with a biting comment. "Go on show her . . . don't be such a wimp."
Yet Jimmy, as shy as ever, pauses still. "Go hon show your mommy what you have for her . . . please baby."
He slowly pulls down his boxers. Her excitement builds to a fever pitch as she sees how very big her "little boy" has become as his fully erect penis is released from his boxers.
Once again, she marvels at how blessedly endowed he is for a young man of such small stature. He his erect cock points at her like a loaded gun, but before she can admire his great size any longer her attention is diverted.
"Mine is bigger . . . see Mother." James announces smugly twisting a hand in her hair and turning her head around. She gasps as James steps out of his boxers. His cock must be a good two or maybe- God in Heaven- three inches bigger than Jimmy's.
And that smile, that wickedly delicious smile on his face as he stands there showing off for her sends chills up her spine. She wonders how the twin's ghosts- so small in stature- could be blessed with such magically large cocks and then she remembers the key word- magic. Is it really so surprisingly they would come to her so very gifted in this department?
A deep seeded yearning courses through her as she stares back at James' big cock, before Jimmy gently turns her face back toward him. "Close your eyes, Mommy. We are both going to give you something very nice for your final Valentine's Day gifts."
She hears James snicker behind her before he adds, "Yeah nice and hard that is."
She shuts her eyes and then feels the brush of hardness against her lips along with a soft jabbing of hardness from behind her.
She had been clinging to the idea all along that maybe this was all some kind of teasing game but now alarm bells are going off as they really are intending on doing it to her . . . both at the same time.
She tries to squirm away suddenly afraid, but James grips her hips tightly from behind while Jimmy snakes a hand through her hair. She is going nowhere!!
Again the brush of Jimmy's hard cock against her lips. Oh no, she won't go that far . . . no way . . . that was simply too much.
Before when she had his cock in her mouth she thought it was nothing but a naughty dream which made it alright. But now - she is definitely not dreaming and she simply will not so willing have her son's cock in her mouth.
Amanda keeps her mouth shut tightly, despite her craving to taste the forbidden fruit. To make matters worse, her passions are being enflamed by the maddening rubbing of James hard member at her wet doorstep. Up and down he goes stroking her pussy lips gently with the head of his cock while stroking her ass and thighs tenderly with the tips of his fingers causing her to squirm



She was getting so very wet from the dual attentions of their hard cocks when they start their verbal assault on her.
Jimmy whispers, "Oh Mommy, can't you feel how much . . . how badly James wants to be inside you . . . don't you want him too, Mommy?"
Without thinking, she opens her eyes and looks up at Jimmy before whispering back, "Yes, Oh God yes I do."
"He wants to hear you beg for it. It's part of the game . . . the begging."
She looks back at James and catches sight of his cock which is again poking up between her thighs. A deep yearning pervades her whole body, especially her pussy to be filled to the brim by his huge cock.
Their eyes meet. She sees a boyish gleam in them as he starts to pull back. Impulsively, she does exactly what he . . . what they want. "James, please put it in me. Please baby. I need you so bad. Mommy is begging you!! C'mon sweetheart."
Jimmy strokes the side of her face. "Talk dirty to him," he tells her quietly.
"Come on . . . put that big cock of yours in me honey. Please Mommy wants to feel you inside of her, fucking her like . . . like a dirty whore, making her feel like a woman. I want it sooo badly."
Her begging only gets her more teasing. He smirks at her while stroking her wetness before dipping his penis in slightly, but then pulling it right out again.
She is squirming, arching her back, pushing her hips back, moaning softly, wanting him to put it in her while Jimmy keeps his throbbing cock mere inches from her face-tempting her to taste the most forbidden of all fruit.
She wants to open her mouth so badly, but yet just cannot debase herself by having her son's cock in her mouth as again that is simply going too far—she had to remind herself of this when she feels her resolve to resist weakening.
Determined to hold her ground at least somewhere she keeps turning away from the hardness that is prodding at her lips.
James reaches down with his hand and begins to rub her clit causing Amanda to start to let out a loud moan, before she quickly snaps her mouth shut. She suspects Jimmy would use the opportunity of her mouth being open to slip that hard dick of his into her mouth . . . and once it was in there she feared she would not get it out . . . not want to get it out . . . for a very long time!
But she cannot take much more of this intense teasing. She must do something as the need to have him take her is growing to intense levels. Finally, she comes up with a plan. She can only pray it will work.
Deciding to wait until once again he dips his cock slightly into her, she will, suddenly rock backwards as hard as she can hopefully burying his cock inside of her. She then will count on James not wanting to take it out again and she will finally get what she has been begging for all along.
Again and again she feels the frustrating tingle of his cock being rubbed against her clit, against her opening, before he pulls back and rubs it against her butt cheeks and inner thighs.
She looks back at him briefly. The teasing little bastard, he still has that devilishly leer on his handsome face, dip it in again and see what happens, she thinks preparing her body to accept this monster.
Finally!! He is again resting it just above her opening. The moment seems to stretch out as her muscles tense. She feels him start to push it in ever so slowly, ever so carefully, just as he has down numerous times before, only to withdraw it.
She closes her eyes -preparing herself.
"Oh honey don't stop again, put it in your mother . . . please baby. I am begging you," she whines giving him one last chance to comply. And when she feels him stop . . . .
NOW!! She lowers her head, closes her eyes tighter and rocks backwards with all her might hoping to force that big hard cock deep inside her.
Poor, poor Amanda gets more than she bargained for though as James had finally decided enough was enough. He had simply decided the next time she begged for it he would give it to her. Hard.
So at the exact same time she rocks back forcefully, he propels his hips forward driving his cock into her. Their bodies slam together as his cock is buried deep into her wet waiting pussy.
A wave of pleasure overtakes Amanda. Her head comes up and her mouth flies open as she starts to let out a loud cry of pleasure. "Ohhhhhh my God-"
Finally, this is Jimmy's chance. He had been poised waiting like a coiled snakes for just this moment. Bare seconds after her head comes up and her mouth flies open to let out her unfinished exclamation to God, then her mouth is stuffed with his hard seven inches.
Amanda is too caught off guard to resist. It was like being whisked away by a mighty wave and she simply goes with it. James, after his initial thrust, pulls back for a brief second making her fear he is going to take it back out.
Her fears proved to be short lived when he rams her hard again. She would have moaned loudly if only she could, but with Jimmy's hand securely wrapped around the back of her head and a mouthful of cock the best she can do is grunt.
Jimmy quietly urges his mother to suck on his cock. "Oh God, Mommy, that feels sooo good suck on it more please more." Urged on by her son's pleas, Amanda gives in and begins to suck on his cock with such zealous passion that Jimmy finds the courage to let his hand slip away from holding her head in place. She only responds by bobbing her head up and down and swallowing more of cock.
James continues to push hard and fast into her as the three of them fall into a comfortable tempo of sorts. The rhythm is simple: the force of James' jackhammer blows being slammed into her allows her whole body to be propelled forward thus forcing her to deep throat more of Jimmy's cock on the other end. And then as he pulls his cock slowly out she lets her mouth slide back out to the tip of Jimmy's cock—and then it starts all over again. On and on with the cadence increasing and decreasing as James sees fit. All three of them are rocketing towards an explosive climax as downstairs the old grandfather clock begin to chime midnight.
Somewhere deep in Amanda's mind the clock striking midnight registers as does the fact she is can feel the most intense orgasm of her life building inside of her.
Here I am on my hands and knees sucking on Jimmy's big cock while James has his even bigger cock buried deep inside me . . . Oh God what would Dr. Adams have to say about this, she can only muse as the clock chimes for a fourth time downstairs.
And then James starts to really go to work on her. Thrusting harder and harder -deeper and deeper—prompting her to, in turn, to deep throat more and more of Jimmy's cock. Up and down her head bobbles on his cock, while back and forth her hips swayed from the severe fucking she was getting from James.
"Mommy is ready to come, James," Jimmy cries between his moans of pleasure. "Do her harder . . . faster."
"Oh god yes honey . . . do mommy faster," Amanda exclaims her mouth slipping away from Jimmy's cock just long enough for her to get those breathless words out. Somehow she thinks it is important she comes at exactly the final stroke of midnight.
She plunges her mouth greedily back down on Jimmy's hard throbbing cock as it also hits her that she should make him come as the final chimes of this fateful Valentine's Day fade away into the night. She is sucking on him wildly as the clock chimes for the seventh and eighth times.
James grips her hips and thumps his cock into her again and again. She feels him tighten up after a third hard thrust, just as she feels Jimmy tangle his hand deep in hair.
Both of them cry out as if of one mind. "Oh God, Mommy we are going to cummmm." The clock is chiming for the ninth tenth and eleventh time now speeding up almost to keep pace as all three of them are tipping over the edge.
Amanda tightens up and as a simply devotion worthy orgasm carries her away just as Jimmy explodes inside of her mouth. A bare second latter James lets out a cry of joy as he spurts a thick load of cum in her still quivering vagina.
The clock chimes for the final time as the three of them collapse against each other on the soft thick fur rug. The fire is still blazing bright, much like their impassioned hearts as they snuggle against each other content as kittens.
Somewhere -unseen, but always watching- Dark Cupid smiles.
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Sometimes in life all a man has left is the ability to dream. And if he is lucky, sometimes dreams do come true—even forbidden ones. John was one of these broken men whose life, at the age of forty-nine, was nothing but a constant uphill climb against, well, pretty much everything.
He sold insurance for a living. Boring. His wife of 24 years, Kim, had grown ugly and fat before his eyes. Depressing. Along with her loss of beauty came a meanness of spirit that seemed to be set on an irrevocable course.
Finally, there was the most disheartening fact of them all: his darling little daughter Jade had left home to attend a private high school in another state when she was only 16. It was her idea which was maybe the most depressing fact of all.
John took it hard. It seemed she was running away from him for some reason. Worse still, over the past two years they had only gotten the odd phone call here and there from her. She always claimed she was too busy to come home, even on holidays. Over summer break it was the same story—"I am working part-time, I am taking summer classes . . . sorry just can't make it home. No time."
Finally, when she does call she seems only interested in speaking to her mother. But then one night the Gods of Fate smiled on John, or maybe it was something a bit more sinister at work, but regardless his life, for this one night anyways, was anything but boring.
He had went grocery shopping for that night's dinner. He got the usual - a TV dinner and a six pack of beer He enters his dark house after coming home from the store. It is filled with nothing but emptiness as his wife is staying the weekend at her sister's which is all the more depressing because it is Christmas Eve.
Just as he is unpacking his meager bit of groceries the phone starts to ring. He hurries across the kitchen to pick it up-hopeful it might be Jade. This is the same ritual he goes through every time the goddamn phone rings—hoping it is Jade and then being bitterly disappointed when it is not. But tonight his hopes are richly rewarded.
The charmed evening starts with a simple "Hello" from Jade. She is in town visiting old high school friends, but wants to spend Christmas Eve with him.
Pleasantly surprised at this fortuitous turn of events, he showers and puts on his nicest dress shirt, along with a pair of dress pants, and finally his matching favorite dark blue blazer with a light blue silk tie.
Roughly one hour later he is in a dark restaurant. The low hum of voices float across the room to him. He looks at the table, with its pristine white table cloth lit by the soft glow of candlelight emitting from the middle of the table, and wonders what she will look like. It been just over two years since he saw her last.
His thoughts are interrupted when his phone rings. He fishes the phone out of his dress khakis and stares at the screen- Wife. He sighs deeply before answering.
"Hello."
"Hi sweetheart," his wife's cheery voice says to him.
"Oh . . . ahh Hi . . . how is your sister." He is a bit flustered as Kim's voice sounds different. In a good way though as it does not have the usual annoying edge to it tonight.
"Has Jade gotten there yet? She called and told me you guys were having dinner."
"No not yet, but I was early. I think she should be here at any moment."
"Good I will make this quick then. I just want to apologize for not being able to go with you tonight. Helen is just so sick and I really need to be here OK? It's my duty as her big sister, plus you know she is all alone since the divorce. Afraid I did not have time to tell you all that before I left in such a hurry yesterday."
"Oh of course. I . . . ahh just hope Helen gets better." He is doing his best not to be too amazed as this doesn't really sound like Kim at all. She almost sounds like she gives a shit about him.
"Anyway I just want to tell you quickly about Jade. She is feeling real lonely and vulnerable tonight honey. That god damn boyfriend of hers really messed her up. I mean he really hurt her, John."
"What did the asshole do?" John says anger tinging his voice. He knew little about the guy other than he was wealthy, older and named Francis.
Francis, for God sakes, what kind of faggot name was that for Christ sakes, he thinks before he could stop himself the first time Jade went gushing on and on about him over the phone. Truth was he had no real reason to dislike the guy except for the fact he was jealous.
"I'm not sure as she won't really wouldn't tell me. Maybe she will open up to you later, but it was bad I can tell. Just be sure and be really sweet with her tonight honey. Please do your best to take her mind off of her troubles, at least for tonight huh."
"Yes OK I will try."
"Oh and I got her a little surprise. Please tell me you are wearing your favorite blue suit jacket."
"I am . . . yes, why?"
"Coz I slipped a little something in there for you to give Jade. A Christmas present."
"Really?"
"I was counting on you wearing it."
He turns and reaches into his pocket of his blazer. His fingers find a small oblong box.
"Yeah got it," he says trying to hide his surprise.
"OK great. I picked it out the other day at the mall when she told me she might be coming home . . . just in case."
"Jesus Kim, you knew she was coming home and you didn't tell me."
"Yes . . . I wanted it to be a surprise for you, plus she was not sure. Anyway yell at me later if you want, but give her the present without mentioning my name. It will mean so much more if she thinks it's from you alone."
He looks at the oblong black velvet box. It's the type of box used for jewelry. He hopes his wife didn't pick out something that would make him look cheap.
Kim is talking again. He decides to wait until he is off the phone before taking a look at the present his wife picked out.
"Just remember to be extra sweet to her tonight. She needs her daddy I think more than anything in this world. And please if you can John . . . deny her nothing. Say yes to all she wants. Spoil her rotten with love and especially affection as God knows she needs it."
"I will," he answers simply trying to calm his thumping heart at the mere thought of showing her affection. After saying good bye he opens the box and lets out a low whistle.
It contains a very expensive looking diamond necklace. "Jesus this thing must have cost a small fortune," he mutters under his breath before snapping the box shut and slipping it back into the pocket of his blazer.
He glances up just in time to see a shapely figure moving in the darkness across the floor to him. The last time he seen her she was 16. What a difference a couple years make.
When she was younger Jade had been a bit of a tom boy even well into her teen age years as she rarely wore make up and did not care much for fashion, but now—Wow, all that has changed!!
As Jade settles in her seat across from him with a small smile on her face he sees all traces of her former tomboyish traits have been utterly erased.
Much to his surprise, she is wearing a dress. He can't recall ever seeing Jade wear a dress before as it just never was her style to wear dresses. But all that seems to have changed as her dark orange sleeveless jersey knit dress hugs her supple, curvaceous figure.
She is a perfect combination of her mother's hot Latin blood mixed with his fine Caucasian features. Her beautiful midnight black hair falls in large curls just past her shoulders. Her dark complexion in the soft light of the candle le appears to be perfect and glowing. Her beauty, unmarred by even the slightest of imperfections, seems to radiate outward toward him in wave after pulsating wave.
Her large innocent doe like eyes stare at him as he appraises her before she flashes a sparkling angelic smile that pierces his heart. But it is that body that his eyes keep hopeless flitting to that causes his cock to get instantly hard inside his dress pants. At 5' 8", and weighing a 132 pounds she is in superb shape. Finally, his eyes come to rest on his daughter's chest—probably because her now fully developed 36DD tits seem ready to spill out of her pretty orange dress at any moment.
She is smiling at him warmly, seemingly oblivious to the fact he has been just staring at her tits.
"It's been too long Daddy. You look terrific." Her voice is sweet like a songbird's as she dazzles him with a bright smile.
"So do you, Jade. Jeez you have really . . . ahh filled out since I last seen you."
They both lean back in their chairs as the waitress comes over bringing the wine list. They end up choosing the house's best bottle of red wine and some appetizers, but only after arguing about, after the waitress left, if the 18 year old Jade should be allowed to drink.
The fact it was a special occasion, Christmas Eve, along with it being her homecoming, meant John arguing that the wine was for him alone never was going to fly with her. He gave in to her insistent demands she be treated like an adult and be allowed a glass or two of wine.
Once that argument is settled Jade leans forward whispering softly, "So you think I have filled out. Nicely I hope?"
There is no argument for sure on this matter as John stares her straight in the eye and whispers back, "Yes, Madame, very nicely . . . I might add."
"Where exactly?" she inquire playfully.
He responds while doing his level best not to look down the front of her dress as she leans closer to him allowing him a most glorious view . . . seemingly on purpose.
"I imagine everywhere honey."
"I guess I'm not so much of a Tom Boy anymore huh?"
It is at this moment that John remembers his wife saying she needs both love and affection in heavy doses. He imagines a bit of praise would not hurt either so he does his best to try and be charming with his young daughter.
"My Tom Boy daughter is gone . . . replaced instead by a most beautiful princess."
She smiles fully at him loving the way he so easily compliments her, and even more maybe, the way his eyes keep darting from her face to her chest.
They spend a few minutes catching up while sharing a glass of wine and some appetizers. She briefly touches on why she is here in Vermont, and not in California with Francis. It seems he had become rather abusive, both physically and verbally, with her, so she decided a break was in order.
"Besides I missed you and its Christmas so I figured I would come home."
"Jesus honey I missed you to and . . . well not to lecture you, but you really need to be with a man that will treat you like the princess you truly are."
"I am. Right now," she replies quickly with a smile putting down her wine glass and giving his hand a quick squeeze. He takes a quick glance at her hand and sees her fingernails are long, siren-red and perfect manicured. He actually lets out a small sigh of relief when he notices there is no ring on her finger.
His thoughts are interrupted when a pretty young lady carrying a tray of red roses comes by. "A rose for your date, sir."
"But of course," he says fishing into his wallet for a ten dollar bill to pay the girl. He is about to say something, that is to correct the young lady, but a wink and a fetching look from Jade silences him. The girl hands the rose to Jade who accepts it with a bemused smile on her pretty face.
"For me. How sweet." Jade whispers as the young lady departs.
"Yes, a beautiful rose for a beautiful princess. You know I was going to correct her honey."
"But I am glad you didn't."
"Hmm, why is that?" he asks leaning forward extremely curious to hear her answer.
"Well for one thing . . . I mean I am your date aren't I?"
"Yes, but you are also my daughter which means-"
She quickly interjects interrupting whatever negative thing he was going to say.
"Nothing. Is there a law that says a girl can't be both a date and a daughter to a handsome charming man?"
The unexpected praises catches him off guard rendering him speechless while making him blush.
They make the usual small talk over dinner catching up on the news there is to catch up on. She seems reluctant to talk much about this Francis and whatever abuses her put her through so for now he does not push the subject.
After a second glass of wine for the both of them John decides to take a chance.
"Would you care to dance honey? I noticed they have a small dance floor over in the lounge area."
"Daddy you hate dancing."
"Yeah, but as I recall you love to dance and since this is Christmas and I feel in a mood to give my pretty young daughter anything she wants . . . well."
"Well then let's dance." Jade says jumping up enthusiastically which-very much to John's enjoyment- causes those big tits of her to bounce up and down inside the tight confines of her beautiful dress.
They reach the dance floor where several couples are already slow dancing to a soft ballad that comes lightly over the overhead speakers.
They head up to the dance floor holding hands. He is following her so he has a perfect view of just how short her tight dress is as it barely covers her well-shaped ass. She has on a pair of three inch heels adding to the guilty pleasure he is experiencing as his eyes hopelessly become glued to her swaying ass while he trails behind her.
"I will try and not step on your feet too much honey."
"Just relax and sway with the music." She slips an arm around his waist and draws herself closer. They move slowly round and round the dance floor as a romantic Christmas ballad plays. The dance floor is quickly filling up with other couples wanting to dance to their favorite slow Christmas songs.
As the song finishes up, he wonders if she wants to dance another one, but before he can ask she leads him off the floor saying. "It's too crowded now. The next dance I want us to be more alone."
Over the course of the next few minutes the conversation turns to how close they used to be when she was younger. How they always did everything together. It warms John's heart to hear her talk about their past with such obvious fondness.
When the waitress come back to ask them if they require anything else Jade asks her if the dance floor in the lounge is the only one.
"No we have another one in the back room, but it's closed."
"Could it maybe be opened up for just a couple songs? My date here is dying to get me alone on the dance floor." Jade gestures to her daddy smiling deviously. He blushes a bit as she has caught him off guard with her very forward comment.
"If the price is right I'm sure I could arrange something private for just the two of you."
"Yes go check please." John says reaching into his wallet and giving her a twenty. "This is for your efforts even if it comes to nothing."
He then checks his pocket making sure the gift for her is still there. If they were somehow to find themselves having a nice quiet dance in this back room he supposed it would be the perfect time to give her the gift. Besides all that he is tired of obsessively checking his pocket every thirty seconds to make sure the damn thing is still there.
When the waitress disappears John grins at Jade sheepishly saying, "Way to put me on the spot there hon."
"What are you saying you don't want to get me on the dance floor alone?"
"Now I didn't say that!"
"Anyways when you finally work up the courage to give me whatever you have been fiddling with in your pocket for the past hour we should be alone. I suspect it's maybe a real nice Christmas present for yours truly."
The waitress reappears telling them, "The manager said I could open up the room for 30 minutes. It will be two hundred dollars. Cash paid to me. Discreetly of course. Oh and the two hundred will include a bottle of one of our finest wines and it has a good sound system so we could put some quiet music on for you."
"Do you have a mix of romantic Christmas ballads maybe?"
"I'm sure we do," the waitress replies as John heads to the bathroom leaving the two of them to work out the details. As he passes the waitress he pushes two crisp new one hundred dollar bills, along with an extra fifty, into the palm of her hand.
When he gets back he finds Jade waiting for him impatiently. He follows her across the restaurant floor to the back. They go through a pair of old wooden doors and enter a small room. It has maybe 8 or 9 tables with chairs arranged around a small dance floor. In one corner is a small circular booth.
Jade moves off the side and fiddles with the lighting until she has it to her likening just as a soft romantic ballad starts up.
"A toast before we dance." She hurriedly fills both of their glasses about three quarters full with fresh white wine saying, "To a joyous Christmas reunion with Daddy."
They down the wine is two large gulps and then she leads him out onto the dance floor. Once again they are snuggled tightly in each other arms.
They move slowly around the dance floor rocking in each other arms in a small circle. She reaches up and begins to unbutton his dress shirt slowly.
"What are you doing baby?"
"Hmm, just playing. Do you mind?"
"No I suppose not."
After undoing the first four buttons she begins to stroke his chest with her long painted fingernails causing him to tremble slightly as he wraps his hands around the small of her back holding her in place as they sway slowly to a new song.
He is at a near breaking point with the scrapping of her fingernails across his chest. Thankfully the song ends and he leads her over to one of the nearby tables.
"Ready for your present sweetheart?"
"More than ready. I have been waiting for you to . . ." She pauses for a long second as a sly smile comes over her face before finishing in a whisper, "give it to me all night."
John takes careful note of her playful comment as he wonders if she said that in complete innocence, or is she purposefully trying to tease the hell out of him. Remembering the way she paused for dramatic effect right before she says it, and given the sly smile on her face, he doubts there was anything innocent about it.
He pulls out the oblong box and hands it to her as they sit down. She places it carefully on the table before opening it.
Her shriek of happiness pierces the stillness of the room. "Oh God, Daddy . . . it's beautiful. Can I put it on?" she asks her voice shaking with excitement.
He watches her as she carefully secures the glittering diamond heart pendant around her neck.
Using the table as leverage she leans back while thrusting her chest out. His eyes are hopelessly trapped by the sight.
She tilts her head to one side striking a pose of danger and innocence all at once while whispering sweetly, "How does it look on me, Daddy."
The necklace hangs down falling just shy of her goddamn tits he can't help but to notice. And the way he is leaning back thrusting her chest out at him makes him uncomfortably hard. They both look fantastic - her tits and the necklace . . . and she knows it.
He decides to take a shot at being charming. "The beauty of the necklace . . . while great . . . pales in comparison to the beauty of you my dearest daughter." He then takes her hand and kisses it lightly while turning his eyes up to her hoping she does not burst out in a spasm of giggles.
Instead of giggling she only whispers, "Your princess approves of your words . . . and the necklace . . . this whole night could not be more perfect." She then unexpectedly launches her whole body forward crushing herself into his arms.
He holds her tight for a moment, before he realizes what is happening . . . down there . . . and alarm bells start to go off. It is at this point he finally cannot deny it any longer: his young daughter is giving him a major case of the hots.



He wonders if she suspects as much. Surely she will if she stays pressed against his body like this where she will be bound to feel the seven inches of hard steel he is sporting down there.
"Come on one last dance while I still have time to show you just how grateful I am for my gorgeous new diamond necklace huh."
Out on the dance floor she snuggles up to her father just as before, but somehow this time things seem different as there is a pronounced air of . . . dare he say sexual tension in the air between them.
They dance in silence for a few minutes, holding each other so incredibly tight, before she starts to tell him thanks for the gifts. He shushes her with a gentle finger to her mouth whispering, "Later for that, for now I just want to enjoy how good you feel wrapped in my arms as I have missed you so, so much honey."
The song ends as they come to a stop near the table where he just gave her the necklace. She leans back on the table looking at him with those big duck-pond round champagne brown eyes that always- without fail- melt his heart.
"All the time I was away I wondered if you really would miss me. I mean the way I just left I figured you might hate me." She is starting to blink back tears.
"Oh God . . ." He gently takes her hands into his. "Honey if I did have any bad feelings for you, seeing you tonight looking so beautiful and being so sweet to me those feelings would be long gone."
Turning to pat the table she says, "Lift me up."
He picks her up and places her lightly onto the table. As soon as she is settled on the table he starts to back away, but she quickly reaches out and pulls him close to her.
"Look Daddy there is something I need to give you for two very good reasons."
"OK what sweetie?"
"First let me tell you the reasons. The first being is just to say thank you for the lovely Christmas present. I mean Jesus, it must have cost a fortune."
"You have no idea," he replies loving the irony of his response as he really does have no idea what it cost.
"And the second . . . just in case there are any lingering bad feelings for me leaving so suddenly two years ago I want to say I'm sorry."
"OK so what are you going to give me, Jade?"
"Hmm, close your eyes so it is a big surprise," she whispers to him.
He complies of course. She kisses him softly on one cheek, and then the other.
"Those two kisses are for the dinner and the dancing," she breathes quietly her lips so very close to his.
"It was my pleasure. You know I will do anything for my princess," John says fighting the urge to crush her into his arms.
She takes his hands in hers and squeezes them tight. "Well, we shall see about that. Close your eyes again as I show you how very grateful your lovely daughter is for her beautiful diamond necklace and also how very sorry she is for having neglected you for so long."
His heart is beginning to race as her lips are drawing closer to his. They come together soft and unhurried. She kisses him with a series of tender butterfly kisses whispering in between each one sweet nothings of gratitude. Her lips, Oh God her lips, they are sumptuous, sensuous, and velour soft as they brush again and again against his.
All the while she is showering him with the lightest of kisses, his hands, trapped by hers are being guided ever so slowly upwards across the soft cotton material of her orange dress.
Their lips part as his hands grind to a halt coming to rest on her sides about her mid tummy.
"Do you feel my gratitude, Daddy?"
"Oh yes baby . . . such gratitude makes it all worth it."
"Really . . . all that money you spent on me for my present is worth it?" She gives him another soft kiss on the lips while starting to slowly pull his hands upwards again.
"Money is no object if it gets me this kind of gratitude," he replies wondering where exactly she is guiding his hands. Could it be to the forbidden twin peaks of her beautiful tits that he has been so helplessly staring at all night?
He now recalls vividly, while dancing earlier, how his fingers had been tracing small circles over her dress in the middle of her back when he discovered something rather exciting. His fingers- they had not been impeded by a bra strap!! Remembering this causes his cock to stiffen once again to new heights of hardness in his dress pants.
She kisses him slowly this time on the lips letting them linger there dangerously for a long moment before whispering. "God, how I missed you Daddy. I never really realized how much . . . until just now."
"Just how much . . . is how much, honey?" He asks trying to lighten the mood. He fails.
"Hmm, well exactly this much if you must know." She brings her lips to his again and gives him the longest lasting kiss of this enchanted evening . . . thus far. He allows the kiss to go on as the wine he has consumed over the course of dinner has left him somewhat morally void.
The second kiss ends and they break away giving him the opportunity to whisper, "Daddy missed his little girl too sweetheart." He leans forward wanting more.
Was it the wine, the atmosphere, or maybe just a little Christmas magic that causes him to kiss her silken lips over and over again? His tongue is like a caged tiger pacing behind his clenched teeth waiting only to be let loose, while his hands are lingering someplace dangerous; that is just below grandiose rise of her lovely tits.
His hands begin to twitch nervously as she guides them slowly upward as they exchange kiss after kiss. Now with his hands just bare inches away from the promised land, she pulls back with a giggle ending the magic by announcing, "I think we better stop, Daddy . . . before you lose control huh."
She turns away with a teasing smile and heads for the door leaving poor John with a raging erection as he follows her to the door. Outside a light snow begins to fall as they are walk to the town's central park two blocks away.
What happened back at the restaurant in that small private room seems almost like a dream; a mad wild passionate forbidden dream cut short of full fruition by his teasing daughter.
Luckily the frigid night air restores a sense of balance to him as the wisps of snow continue to fall. He takes off his overcoat and wraps it around her. He hates to cover up all that beautiful skin her pretty dress is showing off, but she is obviously cold.
"Ahh what a gentleman. Thanks," she coos.
"Why aren't you wearing a jacket hon?"
"What and cover up this beautiful dress of mine."
He responds with a snicker, "So I guess its vanity before comfort?" She only smiles knowing he has her pegged.
They reach the park where every weekend during the winter they have ice skating on the large pond in the middle of the park. At the rink he buys their tickets and rental skates, along with a small bouquet of three roses from a park vendor.
One rose is pink, one white and one red. They settle down on a park bench at the far end of the large rink away from everyone to put their skates on. The three roses are hidden behind his back. When she sits down he presents them on bended knee with a flourish that causes her to giggle.
Jade, feeling playful, decides to make him beg for her attention. "Ahh rise my most unworthy suitor and be gone with your bad old self . . . Hmm but leave the pretty roses."
John, knowing she is playing, responds humbly. "Such beauty as yours I have never seen and sure as the sun rises in the east and sets in the west I am most unworthy." He then bows deeply to her before beginning to shuffle away with his head held down in mock sadness.
He walks away a few paces expecting at any minute to hear her call his name. But, instead, she says nothing. He takes a sneak peek over his shoulder, and sees her putting on her stakes as if she hasn't a care in the world.
"Hmm well if she can ignore me I can ignore her just as well." He heads over to another bench that sits on the edge of the rink about 20 yards from where she is and plops down.
He glances up casually and sees she now has her skates on and is heading out onto the ice. She has gotten rid of his suit jacket and has put on a pair of white mittens and matching white scarf that she fished out of her purse.
Jade, at one time, was an excellent skater; it appears she still is he sees as she skates effortlessly over to where he is still fumbling with his skates. She glides by him, giving him a small brief smile, before turning and rushing by once again this time ignoring him completely.
"So that is the way it's going to be huh," he thinks to himself as he watches her skate over towards a small group of teenage boys who are taking off their skates on a bench near the ice.
As she nears them she does a quick twirl and twist before floating away. He clearly sees the boys all staring at her like a pack of hungry jackals. One of them calls out, "nice moves." She responds by sashaying back towards the boy who spoke saying, "Thanks for noticing." As she says reaching out and brushing his cheek lightly.
Jealousy fills his heart, watching his daughter flirt with these jackasses. He finally manages to stumble to his feet having finally secured his skates. He is barely an adequate skater on his best days so when he tries to hurry over to where she is staking in small circles, he loses his balance, slipping down to one knee. He curses silently wishing it had not been years since the last time he had on a pair of ice skates.
As he was getting up she flashes by him declaring, "You are a clumsy one aren't you old man." Then she turns and gives him a wink. He now realizes, without a doubt, she is going to give him a heavy dose of teasing.
He gets up and tries to follow his daughter, but she makes it difficult skating faster and faster away anytime he threatens to get near her. This goes on for a few minutes until he tires of chasing her, and goes over to the concession stand and pays 10 dollars for some hot coco in a large souvenir mug.
He takes his drink over to the far end of the rink to the empty bench where they were first sitting. The roses he bought her are still sitting there laying on the bench. He relaxes, sipping his coco, waiting to see what mischief might occur next.
Soon she comes flying by at full speed, before turning on a dime and, maybe in a mood to show off, she executes a difficult jump and twirl move.
"Bravo bravo," he shouts to her. She comes sailing by again slowing down this time as she nears him. "You have some moves there little girl. Anyway ever tell you that."
She comes to a halt right before him. She places her hands on her hips, and tilts her head giving him a most wickedly innocent smile before saying, "Yes my daddy used to tell me that . . . but he says I shouldn't talk to strangers . . . no matter how handsome they are so I better go."
"Protective of you is he?" he hollers after her as she turns without another word and skates away.
"Very much so," she yells back over her shoulder floating away once again to the far end of the rink. He noticed how she seems to make it a point to wiggle that sexy ass of hers as she skates away.
Again it occurs to him how very short her little orange dress really is. It does a superb job of showing off those gorgeous well-tanned muscular legs of hers. Gorgeous legs that went all the way up to in an equally gorgeous fucking ass!!
When she stays far away at the other end of the rink he understands she expects him to chase her. "Oh well I guess I better get myself prepared for a nice little bit of role playing here," he mutters to himself after placing his coco on the bench.
He skates over to where she is zipping around in a large circle. Jade had always possessed a very wicked imagination when younger as they used to play sweet little role playing games all the time. Her most favorite, to the best of his recollection, was her playing the role of a haughty young princess, and him the role of a humble and subservient knight. It almost seems she is reprising this little game.
"Mind if I join you . . . princess?" He asks while falling in behind her trying to keep pace.
"As tempting as that offer is really you better not as I told you . . . Daddy always said be wary of strangers." And with that she slips away going much too fast for him to follow. She races to the other end of the rink with him turning to follow.
But as she does so he notices one of her pretty white mittens fall off her hand and go fluttering to the ice—apparently unnoticed by her. He quickly skates by and picks it up. He calls after her saying, "Miss . . . ah missy you dropped your mitten."
She pretends to not notice him, instead she just circles the rink, easily keeping a good distance ahead of him. A couple times she seems to slow down allowing the gap to narrow between them before she turns slyly around, and seeing him catching up, puts on a burst of speed.
Jade cruises gracefully away from him, and then heading over to the far end of the nearly empty rink, she picks up her speed before trying to perform a difficult move—a flying spin called the butterfly spin—and almost pulls it off. When she lands she twists her ankle and wipes out.
After landing on her butt, she sits there on the ice wincing in pain. He quickly rushes over to her thinking maybe now the game is up as she looks like she really hurt herself.
"Honey are you OK."
But apparently the game is far from over as she glares up at him barking, "Look mister I don't appreciate you stalking me like this. As a matter of fact this is all your fault."
This brings a broad smile to his face as he sees the only things really hurt is her pride . . . plus she still wants to play. So he goes along—what else is he going to do?
"Oh really . . . my fault huh, and how is that your royal damn highness."
"Well simple mister. Like I said you have been stalking me for some time now and its making me nervous and that is why I fell."
"Oh well excuse me again your royal highness as first of all the only reason I was . . . stalking you is because you dropped your damn mitten and I was trying to give it back to you."
He looks at her trying his best to still look disgusted as he tosses the mitten at her nonchalantly. He begins to skate away hoping he played his role to her liking.
He must have as she says, "Hey mister, wait."
"What?"
"Ahh thanks for returning my mitten."
"Fine." He turns his back on her again and starts to skate away now sensing it's her turn to chase him a bit.
"Maybe you can help me over to the bench. My ankle is really hurting."
"Sure why not" he says coolly.
He skates over and helps her to her feet. She smiles at him as she leans on him heavily as they slowly make their way across the ice to the bench.
"What a fine gentleman you are," she says while batting her eyes flirtatiously at him.
"Well as a brave knight I am bound by oath to help someone in need . . . even if they so obviously look down their pretty little nose at me."
"Sorry a pretty princess can never be too cautious you know," she replies with a giggle relishing the fact he is so willingly playing along with this little impromptu role playing game of theirs.
Once at the bench she requests, and he happily obliges, a soft massage of her ankle. He stoops down helping her remove her skates, before he begins to rub her ankle up and down slowly.
When he finishes with the "sprained ankle"- as he is beginning to wonder if it really is hurt- she politely asks him to "do the other."
He gives the other ankle the same treatment as she leans back on the bench stretching her long pretty leg out obviously enjoying the way he is preening over her every need.
Thinking he is done, he starts to rise to his feet, but before he can she reaches down and touches him lightly on the face whispering, "I trust you for some reason, maybe you can help me with the cramp I seem to have developed in my lower calf. If you don't mind very much can you bring the massage a bit higher up please . . . again if you don't mind."
Her eyes twinkle at him as she now uncrosses her legs, stretching the right one out for him to massage. He begins to gently massage her calf muscle. Jade lets out a gentle sigh leaning back and parting her legs even a bit giving her poor father a brief glimpse of heaven.
He looks up and nearly falls over as parting her legs wider gives him a clear view up her dress. It appears from just a casual glance that she is not wearing any underwear!!
Simply unable to resist he takes another longer peek up her dress and does indeed see that beautiful sweet little pussy of hers peeking out from under her dress. He quickly lowers his eyes, and tries to concentrate on rubbing her leg without further incident.
He wonders—does she not know what she is doing - leaning back like that—parting her legs so innocently.
He remembers as she got older, despite being a tom boy most of the time, she did have her moments where she was an unrelenting tease to him. This seems again to be one of those times.
"Here stand up young lady and try to put some weight on the ankle," he tells her extending a hand out.
She does as he requests and winces audibly as she tries to stand. "No good. Damn and I so did want to continue to enjoy my little Christmas Eve skating session," she whines before settling back down on the bench.
"And I would have even let you join me being you so kindly returned my mitten and helped me off the ice."
He hears the far off soft twinkling of some sleigh bells and suddenly has an idea. "Say, how would you like to go for an old fashioned horse drawn sleigh ride young lady?"
"Will it take us out to the so called enchanted forest just outside of this quaint little village of yours?"
"You mean out to Harper's Woods . . . why yes I do believe the sleigh ride, as I recall, will slowly wind its way through a path that runs through the woods and toward the summit of Miller's peak."
"Hmm well I am not much in the mood for company tonight, except yours of course, so will we have to share this sleigh ride of ours?"
"I think not if I slip the good man an extra bill or two I think he will see his way to just taking us. Alone."
They make their way slowly over to the stand where old man Garrett has been taking the people of Miller's Grove, Vermont on winter sleigh rides for the last quarter of a century.
The sleigh was just getting back as they approached, and as luck would have it, they are the only two waiting for a ride on this snowy Christmas Eve so John is spared the expense of having to bribe Mr. Garrett to take only them.
Twenty minutes later they are slowly weaving their way out of town and into Harper's Woods. The little role playing game is over as Jade has snuggled up to her father in the back of the sleigh. His overcoat is once again wrapped around her as they huddle together in the back of the covered sleigh making conversation.
The conversation finally turns to why Jade left her boyfriend. She makes a deep heartfelt confession that shocks him considering the morals of the day.
"Daddy I left him because he would not respect my wishes to remain a virgin. A pure untouched virgin. I was testing his love. To see if he could hold off until marriage, but he failed."
"Honey that is admirable." It's all John can think to say to her before adding, "If he really loved you he should have waited."
"I don't know maybe, but I was pretty cruel in withholding myself from him. I mean I would not even let him feel me up."
"Seriously honey," he says impressed by her willingness not to give her body away to the first boy that came along.
"I have been saving myself for someone special. Really special. I don't know maybe I was kind of bitter at boys for ignoring me for so long . . . you know when I was a Tom Boy they never gave me a second look and then . . . boom I start to blossom you know and all of a sudden they all want to get into my pants . . . except you of course. You always paid attention to me even when I was an ugly Tom Boy."



"Well to me hon, you were always very pretty. Tom Boy notwithstanding."
"I knew you would say that and that is why I went out of my way to make myself so pretty for you tonight. You noticed right?"
"Yes of course," he replies gently as she snuggle back against him. He has never loved her so much as he does now at this very moment.
By the time they reach a small clearing deep into the woods, they are both pleasantly buzzed from the magic of this glorious Christmas Eve they are sharing. The clearing is only a few minutes away from a larger clearing a mile or so away from the summit of Miller's Peak which is their final destination before turning around and heading back.
Mr. Garrett has paused at the clearing to the give the horse a brief rest. Leading out of the clearing are two separate trails. One trail though is barricaded off with a single chain that says NO TRESPASSING while the other fork appears to be like the same dirt path through the woods they have been travelling.
The forest beyond the no trespassing sign looks to be absolutely beautiful and pristine while the path the other way, the open way, looks well-worn and not so nice.
As they get out of the sleigh for a minute to stretch their legs Jades asks, "Daddy why is it no trespassing that way. Both paths lead up through Harper's Woods and toward Miller's Peak right?"
"I suppose. Let me ask. Hey, Mr. Garrett . . ." John wanders over to where Mr. Garrett is feeding the horse a few carrots.
When he comes back a minute later he simply tells Jade the other way is not open to the general public. When she presses him for more information he refuses to say much other than they cannot go that way.
But Jade is not so easily dissuaded. She wants to take the scenic route to the top of the peak, not the same well-worn path that everyone else takes. As soon as Mr. Garrett approaches the sleigh she decides to ask him herself, "Excuse me why can't we go the other way . . . I mean other than that stupid sign."
"Didn't you father tell you young lady?"
She shoots her father a baleful look before turning back to Mr. Garrett saying, "No, not really. He seemed . . . reluctant to tell me anything. And I really want to go the other way. It looks beautiful."
"That it is my dear."
"So why can't we go. I can make it worth your while." She fishes in her purse and pulls out three twenty dollar bills and waves them at him, just as John tries to pull her hand back hissing, "Really, Jade you are going to bribe the man."
"Make it an even hundred and I will consider it, but I think you need to hear why the sign is there first off. It is a bit of a ghost story I am afraid."
"Oh! I definitely want to go now. Tell me on the way huh . . . Daddy you have forty dollars on you right."
John knows better than to argue with his headstrong daughter, especially when she has her mind set on something. He gives into and pulls two twenties out of his wallet and gives them to Mr. Garrett.
"Ahh, you . . . or maybe I should say we aren't going to get in trouble for this right?"
"What for this . . ." He holds out the money. "This is not a bribe it is a tip. Nothing wrong for giving you driver a tip . . . especially at Christmas huh."
"No I mean for . . ." He watches Mr. Garrett casually unhook the chain from one end of the tree it is wrapped around. "Us I guess . . . what trespassing."
"Look this is all city park land. Owned by Miller's Grove you know."
"Yeah and they put the no trespassing sign up for a reason."
"Of course, just to keep the honest people honest. Do you see the chain locked or secured to these trees in any way? If they were serious about keeping people out . . . they would have put a secure gate across the path. And maybe a fence or something to keep people out. I am going to take the sleigh past and you wrap the chain back around the tree after I pass."
John takes the heavy chain and wraps it around the tree once more after the heavy sleight passes by knowing the old man is right . . . if the city really wanted this secure they would have done more than hang a simple chain across here.
As he climbs back in the back of the sleigh he asks Mr. Garrett about the park rangers being on patrol . . . again he is worried about getting a ticket for trespassing.
"Naw . . . its Christmas Eve you think Miller's Grove has the man power to send out patrols . . . especially on a holiday."
"Yeah OK."
"Besides it is the reputation surrounding this part of the park that keeps most people away."
"So I wanna hear the story now. Tell me Mr. Garrett please." Jade says poking her head forward toward the front of the cab.
John settles back ready to hear the old man's ghost story. Over the five years since they moved here he has heard bits and pieces of the story, but never the whole thing complete. He had always chalked up to nothing more than idle small town gossip.
Mr. Garrett clears his throat and starts talking as the sleigh makes its way deeper into this part of the lonely dark woods.
"The ways I hear it . . . that is as told to me by my Grandpa when I was young like you was . . . that's around maybe a couple three decades after the war . . . the Revolutionary War see now . . . I think it was the year eighteen aught two there was a bit of a scandal around these parts. It seems a father was having a . . . well an affair with his young daughter. You know the kind that . . . nobody wants to hear about that families try to keep secret."
Jade turns and smiles at her father while winking at him saying, "Oh yes, I know exactly the kind . . . quite forbidden huh."
"Yes, forbidden is the word. Well as the tale goes the mother found out. I guess they had an old cabin somewhere in these neck of the woods. Anyways, they used to come out here . . . the father and daughter to these woods that is I guess and . . . well take care of business if you know what I mean."
Jade smiles brightly at her own father after hearing this. John thought she might be disgusted by the thought of a father having a go with his daughter, but instead she seems . . . well quite excited by the whole idea. "Oh yes. Tell me just how old was the daughter Mr. Garrett?"
"Hmm . . . not sure if the tale that has been passed down over da years does tell how old she might be exactly. But I reckon she might have been a bit younger than yourself. Seventeen or eighteen I imagine. Anyways the mother finds out, trails them one day . . . out in these very woods and . . . well shoots them both dead as they were in the middle of . . . you know."
"Wow, and what happened to her?"
"She up and disappeared after . . . or the story goes. Never to be heard from again. So now it's said these woods be haunted by their spirits while others say it's just the plain old woods that they be . . . enchanted as it were maybe."
"Enchanted??"Jade asks with an air of animation that says she is not questioning the tale whatsoever.
"Yes with . . . a sort of wickedness that comes from that sort of ting . . . or as others speculate it's the woods themselves that haunt peoples to be immoral . . . . Especially with their young'uns."
"Hmm," Jades says settling back against her father.
Mr. Garret brings the horses to a halt, before turning around to face them. "You sure you wants to go on young lady."
"Oh yes," Jade sings out happily as she has always loved a good ghost story.
"Yeah well let me tell you quickly the rest. It seems at one time cars used to be allowed up here. You know the teenagers back in the fifties all the way up until the eighties maybe when they finally closed it off to motor vehicles this used to be quite the hot spot for young lovers . . . I mean not here where we be stopped, but further along up toward Miller's peak where there is a wide clearing. That's where we be heading."
"Really," Jade replies growing even more excited.
"Sure the cops used to patrol up here every once and a while. Chase the kids off and whatnot, but over the years there were several reports . . . at least a half dozen . . . probably more as some of them might have been hushed up . . . of the cops catching father's with their young daughter in comprising positions . . . if you know what I mean."
Mr. Garrett pauses to take a large drink from the flask he was known to always have close at hand. "Anyways the fathers pretty much all told the same thing. They came up here for a simple family picnic . . .or if it was night time they came just to gaze at the stars and their pretty young daughter lured them into the woods and . . . well seduced them . . . so to speak."
"Wow . . . really." Jade says shooting her father a sly smile as she reaches out and strokes the side of his face. "Good thing we aren't going on a picnic."
"Or gazing at the stars," he mutters under his breath looking up at the crystal clear night sky which is filled with a vast plethora of brilliant stars twinkling brightly.
"Now the old timers will tell that sorta thing been going on for years in these part of the woods . . . even before there were cars and stuff. They say . . ."
The old man takes another large swallow from his flask before finishing with a twinkle in his eyes. "These parts of the woods be haunted by the spirits of that father and daughter so long ago . . . and these spirits ahh maybe somehow take quiet possession of one's soul . . . even if only for a bit . . . and allow forbidden things to take place between a father and a daughter . . . or again maybe it's just the woods themselves be wicked. Who knows about this tings?"
"That is quite the tale, Mr. Garrett. Not exactly what you told me when I asked why we couldn't come this way."
"Well I didn't think you much one for ghost stories so I just . . . ahh you know glossed things over for yous . . . but her on the other hand she seems keen for dem so she gets the full story. I assume you still wants to continue on your journey."
"Oh yes, very much so," Jade cries out fairly beaming at her father now.
John sees she is getting happily drunk on his story and wonders if he should play the role of party pooper and raise a skeptical question or two about the truth behind such a tale. In fact, he had just made his mind up to do just that when all of a sudden there comes a deep howling in the woods that distracts him.
"Yep story goes the woods and all the animals themselves being enchanted with dem spirits."
"Ahh I see," John says with a sigh anxious to get moving again while for some reason deciding to keep his skepticism to himself.
"Well I like the tale, Daddy and I bet it's true." Jade says noting the cynical look on her father's face.
Mr. Garrett chimes in with the final word adding, "Well, who really knows about such things . . . all I knows is there have been enough stories go around of naughty happenings for the town council to close this part of the park down."
John has heard enough by now. "Can we get going now . . . please Mr. Garrett?"
"Sure . . . Hiya . . ." The old man turns back around and prompts his horse to get going again.
The big sleigh lurches slowly forward moving toward the clearing near the top of Miller's Peak—which, just so happens to be, close by where in 1802 the father and young daughter where found dead by the hand of the mother.
As the sleigh weaved its way among the aged trees that all seemed to creak and moan with every little gust of wind, John found himself feeling a bit of disquiet. The story had, quite frankly, unnerved him . . . but then again as long as he and Jade were not alone how could anything happen in this - what did the old man call it - enchanted forest?
He poked his head out of the sleigh glancing upwards. Indeed, it seems this night is full of enchantment as again he notes the luminous petals of silver that freckle the night sky. The stars have never looked so clear, so bright, and oh so beautiful as they did on this Christmas Eve.
Sticking his head back in inside the sleigh, he finds Jade staring at him. "I know that look . . . you want something."
"Well, yeah, I was just wondering if Mr. Garrett wouldn't mind leaving us alone for a few minutes when we reach the clearing."
"I'm sure if you asked sweetheart he would be more than willing. He seems quite smitten with you."
She squeezes his hand whispering, "Much as you are I'm sure, huh."
John decides to actually wait until they reach the clearing before asking Mr. Garrett for some alone time with his daughter. Jade accepts this with a determined look on her face that indicates he had better.
They sit back, leaning snugged together enjoying the warmth of each other bodies as the sleigh finally, after a slow steady ascent, lurches to a stop in the clearing where the path ends.
Mr. Garrett pulls the sleigh to a stop telling them to hop out and have a look around while stretching their legs. As it turns out it seems almost as if he was reading their minds as he tells them he is going to stretch his own legs by taking a short walk in the woods.
One side of the clearing is devoid of trees and offers a beautiful scenic look out over the small town. John is busy admiring the view when all of a sudden he is nailed upside the head with a snowball. Jade giggles like a schoolgirl as her father lets out a surprised string of curses.
After hurriedly picking up a handful of wet snow and shaping it into a good sized snowball of his own, he carefully tracks her swaying ass as she tries to run away from him. Of course, she doesn't get very far or go very fast in her heels.
He lets her get about fifteen yards away when he lets go of his snowball. He aims for the middle of her back while not throwing it with much force. The snowball, at first anyways, is directly on target, but then, much to his amazement it suddenly, when it's only a yard or two away, inexplicably not only picks up speed, but dips down and nails her directly in the ass.
She lets out a whoop and turns to him crying, "Really, you hit me in the butt!!"
John almost could not believe what he just witnessed. It was almost like he was a big league pitcher tossing a magical sinkerball that not only dives down but picks up speed just as it nears the plate.
He has no time to reflect on the physics of just such a thing though as Jade appears to be genuinely pissed . . . or maybe hurt. She appears to be pawing at the back of her dress as she again cries out loudly. "Daddy that hurt. I think you tried to hit me there on purpose!!"
Embarrassed, John looks around hoping Mr. Garrett is not witnessing this abuse he is heaping upon his daughter with his magical snowball. The old man is still not in sight thankfully
He heads toward Jade ready to apologize profusely and is within maybe five yards of her when she unleashes her attack. She has two snowballs prepared and hidden behind her back. She nails him with the first in the middle of his stomach while the second he manages to deflect with his arm.
"Oh you are going to get it now little girl. Here I thought you were hurt or mad."
"Haha fooled you," she cries out joyfully at her deceit of luring him into her trap.
He bends over and picks up a fresh handful of snow as she starts to back away while calling, "Time out . . . time out."
"There is no time outs in a snowball fight, Jade. You know that." He fires his snowball at her and hits her on the back of the head as she turns away. She responds quickly, bending over and packing a fresh snowball of her own, and then launching it at him while he laughs.
The melee quickly degenerates into a mad flurry of snowballs going back and forth between the two of them as they approach each other giggling while tossing their snowy missiles. As the fight comes to an end and they make their way over to a large flat rock that overlooks the town, John slips an arm around his daughter and sighs.
"That was fun huh, Daddy," she purrs grinning at him.
After wrapping his coat over her, they spend a few minute snuggled next to each other on a large flat rock that serves as a perfect observation platform overlooking the picturesque small town. Their tranquil moment is broken when they hear the horse neigh loudly and then Mr. Garrett cursing.
"What happened?" John yells crossing the small clearing to where Mr. Garrett is squatting next to his horse examining one of his hooves. It seems, Mr. Garrett was in the process of turning the sleigh around in the clearing when fate, or maybe something more sinister, intervened. The horse had apparently stepped in a small hole and hurt one of his fetlocks.
John joins Mr. Garrett by the horse. "Bad news, old Gus here hurt himself stepping in a damn hole. Jesus, Mary and Joseph I could have sworn I had seen nuttin but flat ground in this clearing. I usually check you know."
"So is it bad? I mean can we get back down?"
"Aye, yes and no. I'm afraid I'm going to have to leave the sleigh here and lead him back down the trail to town by hand. I will refund your money of course when we get back down. I hope you are up to walking."
"Damn my daughter has heels on, plus she hurt her ankle tonight earlier while skating so I don't think she can walk back down to town."
"Well I can leave you a spare blanket, my small warmer, and I have an unopened flask of hot buttered rum I was meaning to sip ons the way down . . . but hells bells yous two can have it. I be bringing a fresh horse back up to pull us down. Of course . . ." He pauses to rub the uneven stubble sprouting from his chin, "Hmm, it will take a while maybe a couple two hours, three even for me to get back down to town and prepare one of my horses and then get back up here. You 'kay with that?"
Just then Jade comes wandering over and catches the tail end of the conversation. "Sure I think we can survive a couple of hours up here all alone. It's actually kinda of peaceful and quiet up here. I like it."
"Yeah, well, you will be alone fer certain as only I be authorized by the town to take people on rides through any part of these woods, and, of course, you be all da more alone since you in the part of the park no one supposed to be in."
John notes the unusual twinkle in his daughter's eye when Mr. Garrett mentions they will be up here all alone for at least a good couple of hours. He looks around and is beginning to wonder, to really wonder if there is something to this whole enchanted forest stuff.
Just as he promised Mr. Garrett leaves them a spare blanket, along with the rum, giving them three in total as they already had two blankets in the back of the sleigh to begin with.
Wisps of snow begin to fall out of the dark sky as John hurries to fashion them a bit of shelter. He drapes the extra blanket, plus his blanket, over the top of the sloped covering of the sleigh letting them hang down the previously uncovered sides.
Luckily the wind has dropped off to a faint whisper, but still the night is growing colder so John feels a bit better now that the open sides of the sleigh have cover.
Huddling together under the single blanket, they begin to quietly get drunk as they sip on the full flask of hot buttered rum Mr. Garrett left them. They spent a few minutes making small talk before Jade announces she has to go pee.
John escorts her out of the sleigh, giving her a small flashlight Mr. Garrett also generously left them. He stands next to the sleigh turning his back to the side of the clearing where Jade disappeared into the forest.
In her heels it's difficult to walk across the slippery snow covered ground, but Jade goes slow and manages to make her way behind a bush. She squats, after taking off her daddy's long overcoat, and takes care of business behind a bush.
It's on the way back that she runs into difficulties . . . or just maybe the difficulties were purposefully thrust upon her by unseen forces. She tries to hurry, after not taking the time to put back on her daddy's overcoat, since she is in a rush to get back to the warmth and comfort of the sleigh.



Reaching the edge of the clearing she starts to scurry faster when she ends up tripping and falling headfirst into a large snowbank. She lets out a shriek causing John to come running across the clearing. She is just getting up brushing the freshly fallen wet snow off the front of her dress when her father approaches her.
"Daddy I tripped and fell. Look at me I am covered in snow," she says her teeth chattering.
"Well. Jesus, why did you take the coat off."
"It was in the way when I peed and I was like hurrying to get back to you so I just draped it over my shoulders sorta when . . . this may sound silly, but it felt like something reached out and tripped me."
"Yeah OK . . . we will talk about it back inside the sleigh. First, let's get this coat back on you."
"It won't help much now. I mean the snow is fresh and all wet. My poor dress is soaked. Jesus look at it," she cries out as John glances now for the first time at the front of his daughter's dress.
Indeed, the wet snow has done a number on the front of Jade's knit dress. It is soaked and clinging to her skin. He can clearly see the outline of her large nipples pressed invitingly against the dress. With a great effort, he manages to wrench his eyes off her tits while wondering if she might have fallen into the fucking snowbank on purpose knowing the effect this would have on her dress.
After all, she has been quite the little tease all night and now, with a bit of rum inside of her . . . well who knows. The one thing he does know, for certain, is the face she is not wearing a bra is made abundantly clear.
Just in case he might have overlooked this little fact, she shines the flashlight on the front of her dress imploring her daddy to look at her . . . what a mess she is. The only thing he sees is her very erect, and very large nipples are highly visible as helps his shivering daughter back to the sleigh wondering if there is any credence to her story about being tripped . . . or is it just another form of teasing.
He will have to talk to her further about this because . . . because if it is true . . . just who or what tripped her and why?
Once settled back inside the relative comfort of the sleigh Jade takes a large drink from the flask before turning to John and with a shy smile says, "I am absolutely freezing now, Daddy. You just have to do something to warm me up."
As she says this she moves closer to him while slipping back on her white mittens and adjusting the matching white scarf around her neck. As she moves closer he once again is finding it extremely difficult to keep his eyes off his daughter tits.
She slips off his large overcoat allowing the full impact of her wet dress to be shown off inside the sleigh which is being bathed by a fair amount of moonlight filtering in through the blankets.
John takes a quick peek out and notes the huge full moon that has risen in the dark snowy sky. He is not sure if he has ever seen a moon so large and so bright in his life.
He sinks back into his seat, and trying to maintain some semblance of decency between them, he tells Jade, "Hey hon, maybe you should put the coat back on."
"I would, but . . . but it was sorta of yanked off me when I fell down. At least that is what it felt like. Now it's all cold and wet from landing in the snow bank."
"Really yanked off you? By who, Jade?"
"I don't know . . . maybe by whoever or whatever tripped me. I don't think I am supposed to put the coat back on. Can't you just cuddle me next to you under the blanket . . . and that should keep me warm enough."
Without waiting for his answer she snuggles up next to him under the blanket and then takes the flask of rum from his hand. Holding up the flask up she says, "This will help keep me warm."
She tips the flask back and takes a swallow just as he launches into his speech about how alcohol does not actually warm someone up. She obviously doesn't care as she only smiles after he is finished and takes another drink.
"Suit yourself. You will see when I am right." He grabs the flask from her and takes several large swallows himself.
As if she was reading his mind she grins at him. "Good, no long lectures about getting drunk only a warning about how it won't really warm me up . . . which is OK as I have you to keep me nice and warm."
"Well then let's work on getting you warm then shall we," he replies slipping an arm around her. They sit silently for a few moments enjoying the quiet solitude of the forest clearing.
Both of them are thinking the same thing-are the tales about this part of the forest to be believed. Is it indeed enchanted by the wicked spirits of that father and daughter from centuries ago or was it the forest that lead father and daughter down the wicked path of incest.
Whatever the case may be the forest seems to be weaving some magical spell around John's heart as his thoughts are becoming darker regarding his pretty young daughter.
She finally breaks the silence by telling him again how she is convinced some unseen force reached out and grabbed her ankle causing her to trip and fall into the snow bank.
He only laughs, telling her she is silly . . . silly, clumsy and a little drunk that is.
"No, Daddy . . . I think maybe the forest wants to make me cold by tripping me. I think the forest and everything in it is haunted by . . . you know that father and daughter in Mr. Garrett's story. Maybe even us, Daddy . . . maybe we are haunted now."
"It is only a story honey?" he tells her while not wanting to give her a hint of his true feelings. Yes, by now, John is having doubts that the legend of this forest is just only that—a legend.
He can't help but to think how that snowball . . . heading straight for the middle of her back suddenly dipped and nailed her right in her beautiful ass.
Then there was that poor horse stepping into a hole that Mr. Garrett swore was not there earlier. If that does not happen they are most likely already half way back down to town by now. Instead, he is up here . . . all alone . . . getting drunk . . . with his gorgeous young daughter.
She interrupts his thoughts. "OK, well if this forest is not haunted explain to me how you . . . Mr. Prim and Proper first nailed me right on the ass with a snowball. You . . . had . . . to be aiming for my butt, Daddy which means you had to be staring at it . . . right?"
"Honey . . . Hmm . . ." Jesus does he tell her the truth . . . how the snowball magically dipped down.
"Well? I am waiting for an answer," she says her voice taking on that demanding tone that says he is not going to be able to simply brush her off.
"Yeah well, my goal was to hit you in the back, hon. I guess I was just a little off."
"Whatever . . ." she sighs.
He hopes she is going to drop the matter, but instead she changes the subject to an even more dangerous topic.
"I notice the way you are having a very hard time keeping your eyes off my chest, Daddy. Not exactly the behavior I would expect from Mr. Prim and Proper."
"First of all . . ." He sighs trying to control his anger as he does not much care for this new pet nickname she is teasing him with. "Stop calling me Mr. Prim and Proper and second of all . . . I have not been staring at your goddamn chest, Jade!!"
"Again whatever, Daddy. Deny all you want we both know the truth."
"Honey, really I-"
"Oh forget it . . . for now anyways. I think we should discuss exactly how you plan on keeping me warm."
"What . . . my arms around you cuddling you under the blanket is not working?"
"It is . . . kinda . . . but . . ." She pauses and bats her eyes seductively before whispering, "I think those kisses we shared earlier tonight were really, really, nice. Nice and they made me feel real warm and loved on the inside. So maybe, if you really care about keeping me warm you should shower me with some more of those sweet kisses like we shared earlier."
"Honey, I . . ." He is about to protest knowing in his heart if they were to start kissing now, while all alone deep in the heart of this lonely forest . . .
God knows where that would take them. He has not had sex . . . in what . . . in a good long while anyways.
Then she says it. Quietly, but with total conviction. "It's what the forest wants."
Just then, almost as if to confirm the truth of what she says, a large wind gust on this previous totally windless night rocks the sleigh.
"See," she whispers bringing her lips to his. He starts to pull back, but an even stronger gust of wind threatens to rip the protective blankets off the sleigh.
Still he hesitates . . . until they both hear it. An eerie sound comes floating to their ears. It's like the faintest of whispers—yet unmistakable- from the surrounding woods.
Kiss, kiss her sweetly . . . softly . . . be gentle . . . kiss the daughter.
John wavers, befuddled as to what he thinks he is hearing. How could this be possible? He quickly realizes it must be the wind whispering in the trees. He shakes off the other supernatural explanation, and instead, turns away from Jade seeking comfort in Mr. Garrett's flask. He takes an extra-large swig from it.
Just as he does, a howling starts up somewhere deep in the woods. A wolf, maybe, and then a chilling return howl this time closer.
Jades grips his arm, digging her nails into it. They hear a shuffling, snorting sound close outside the sleigh, followed closely by another loud howling; so very close this time as to make both of them shiver in fear.
Again, the sleigh is rocked by a gust of wind. The strongest yet. He reaches out snagging the blanket and holding it in place as it almost flies loose. Jade looks at him in absolute desperation. Tears are forming in her eyes. She is quivering in terror now. The whispering, that faint maddening whispering of kiss her . . . kiss her . . . starts up again.
Their lips come together as he does the only thing he can think to calm her fears as that loathsome scuffling noise just outside the sleigh is getting louder. He seems to have no choice; his hand being forced by the enchanted forest.
Their lips touch briefly again and again as they exchange several light kisses in a mere instant before she pulls back . . . just as he was getting warmed to the task.
She smiles at him and then she begins to speak. Her voice is deep and serious and without a hint of mirth. "Look outside and know your fate. Look and see what fun they are having. Go on . . . look."
He peers out into the dark clearing, shifting the small hand warmer from hand to hand, and suddenly has a vision of such clarity and intensity that it simply cannot be denied.
The vision shows a lush forest clearing in the spring. Maybe this one if it were not winter. Prancing across the clearing is a comely young lady in an old fashioned billowing white cotton dress. Her dark, curly hair flies in the wind.
Racing behind her is a man wearing an equally old fashioned white collar shirt and black work trousers with suspenders. He is holding what appears to be a large hunting knife aloft and yelling at the girl to stop. He also notices a pair of hand cuffs dangling from his waistband. She is half- giggling, half-screaming as she runs away from the man chasing her . . . but not very fast. It's almost like she wants to be caught.
He catches her; pinning her against a tree while waving the knife in her face. She shrinks back from it and stops struggling. He pulls the handcuffs out from his waistband and quickly secures her wrists behind the tree.
More giggling ensues, before he reaches out with the knife and callously saws through the buttons on her blouse. A delightful pair of large breasts come spilling out. He attacks them with first his hands, and then his mouth, before gripping her by the hips and lifting her up. He struggles out of his suspenders as his pants fall to the ground.
The man thrusts into her once and then a second time just as she lets out a loud moan, "Oh, Daddy, fuck me . . . give it to me. Yeah that's it."
John hears him grunt as if he was standing right there. They both turn to him with wicked smiles on their faces before the vision fades to nothing. He lets the blanket drop back into place . . . his fate sealed.
"Did you see anything, Daddy?" she asks softly.
"Maybe yes, but . . . well, now all I see, Jade . . ." He stares at her intently before lowering his voice. "Is the most beautiful daughter a father could ever hope to have."
"Oh, Daddy. I may be beautiful yes, but I am still really cold."
"Then I must warm my baby girl up," he whispers as he pulls her into his embrace. He unleashes the pent up sexual desire that has been growing for her all night. His tongue slips from its moorings, and slides easily into her mouth- tasting, exploring, and circling all around. Jade responds in kind, shoving her tongue against his as their hands find each other's under the blanket.
Breaking off the kiss, he lowers his mouth to her ear saying gently, "Are my kisses working baby. Are you getting warmer?"
She leans back, a fetching smile spreading across her face. "Daddy, they are working . . . but only to a point."
She finds the hand warmer lying unattended on the seat between them and pushes it into his hands.
"You need to be using this to make your hands warm. Hurry."
He grips the small hander warmer twisting it in his hands letting the heat flow into them.
"What did you really see out there? You were looking so intently."
"I . . . seen a father and his daughter . . . having fun is all. How did you know, Jade."
"Hmm, the forest told me. So what kinda of fun. Naughty fun."
"Yes," he thinks of pushing her on just how the forest told her, but decides against it. He is afraid maybe of just what she might tell him.
"It was them I think."
"Maybe."
She pulls his hands up to her face, placing them softly on her cheeks whispering, "Your hands are really warm now."
"Yeah, well, Mr. Garrett's hand warmer works really well."
She pauses, her smile becoming playful as she thrusts her chest out to him while sighing heavily.
"What's wrong baby," he says responding to her heavy sigh of discontentment just as she knew he would.
"Well look at my poor tits, Daddy. I guess I picked a bad night not to wear a bra huh," she says sweetly.
"I guess you did baby . . . I guess you did." His voice barely rises above a whisper as he stares achingly at those regal tits of his daughter's . . . just as she invited him to . . . just as she wants him to.
"They feel like blocks of ice. Can't you . . ." She starts to guide his hands from her face, "Use those incredibly warm hands of yours to warm my poor boobies up, Daddy?"
"Oh God sweetie . . ." He can't even answer as his mind whirls out of control from her invitation. It's an offer he has longed for the whole night while at the same time despairing of what he would do if it ever came.
He offers no resistance as Jade guides his hands to the front of her dress, and presses them firmly against her breasts. Nature takes over as he begins to knead her tits firmly through her skin tight wet dress.
"That's it," Jade says excitedly. "Warm them up for me." She leans back against the padded cushion of the seat, closing her eyes, her big tits thrust out at him in a decadent vision of pure beauty.
John continues to fondle her tits gently as his cock is growing harder by leaps and bounds inside his dress pants. "I-is it working baby girl?"
"It would be better if you kissed me too while warming them up don't you think?"
"Yes, yes of course sweetie. Warm kisses, warm hands only makes sense." Jesus now he is using fucking logic to justify what he is about to do!!
"Perfect sense," she says as their lips come softly together. They kiss. Desperate tongues are snaking in and out of warm and willing mouths as the smoldering flames of passion—hiding there just under the surface all night between them—start to flare out of control.
Whatever is happening between them now cannot be stopped. He begins to knead the soft fleshy mounds of her tits with frantic craving as his mouth slips down and finds her neck showering it with a series of light kisses.
Jades lets her hands drop downward and into his lap. She uses one hand enshrouded in its soft mitten to stroke his manhood through his dress pants.
Their mouths have found each other's again, and are exchanging kisses no longer slow and languid, but instead fast and furious. Their tongues engage in mock battle as John hands really begin to go to work on his young daughter's big braless tits, kneading them with a determined, impatient, frenzy fueled by the forbidden craving both daughter and father are feeling without reservation.
Jade finally breaks off the kiss and whispers, "I think it would be better, I mean easier for you to warm my tits up if this stupid wet dress wasn't in the way don't you think Daddy?"
He needs no further prompting. His hands, one on each of her bare arms, move slowly up to her shoulders. He hooks a pair of fingers on each of the straps and begins to slowly tug them down.
She bunches her shoulders inwards allowing the straps to slide down her arms more easily. It does not take much for those lethal tits of hers to come spilling out of her tight dress.
Her regal breasts are big and beautiful and bronzed to a golden perfection sans any tan lines whatsoever. They are even more gorgeous than poor John had even envisioned in his wildest fantasies.
Jade tilts her head seductively, while smiling innocently, whispering in the sweetest and most innocent little girl voice, "Are they big enough, Daddy?"
"Oh God yes." He stares wide eyed with rapturous wonder at her tits noting in utter amazement at something only previously hinted at. The simple beautiful fact is, now revealed in stunning glory to his eyes, is how big her fucking areolas really are.
He had no idea anything in this world could be as beautiful as those immense dark silver dollars perched on top of her lovely tits.
Just when he thinks things could not get any more exciting she looks up at him and whispers, using that damnable innocent little girl voice of hers on him once more, "Please warm them up for me. Pretty please, I know you want to play with your little girl's virgin boobies. I have been saving them for you all my life."
His voice comes hardly strong enough to be called a whisper as that single word 'virgin' sparks untold excitement inside of him.
"Y-yes baby" he finally manages to say. His hands slowly begin to reach out towards her chest.
He fondles them softly, tender, reverently even, whispering, "They are a bit cold honey."
"More than a bit, Daddy," she says sighing as she feels his toasty warm hands spreading their heat through her icy cold tits.
Girlish playful desire engulfs her young heart as she giggles when his thumbs find her nipples and begins to flick them back and forth. It's a feeling she finds to be extremely delightful.
Her childish giggles are followed by a soft moan when he uses both hands to cup her tits gently, feeling their weight, before he switches to kneading their fullness with increasing passion.
"Oh God, baby your tits feel so nice."
"Daddy, I think you need to use that warm mouth of yours to really melt the coldness that have covered my poor tits."
Jades raises up while snaking a hand around the back of his head shoving his face deep into the twin mounds of her immense tits. He kisses them all over, slow and gentle at first, before the immense forbidden hunger he feels for his daughter's tits starts to bubble over.
He pulls back for a brief moment to enjoy the view of his daughter. There she is- reclining against the seat, those plumb virgin mounds hanging out of her dress, being offered up to his hungry mouth as a sacrifice.



He takes a deep breath before he falls upon them. She lets out a gasp as he captures one of her pulsating nipples in his mouth suckling on it with a ravenous appetite.
The quiet suckling soon gives way to a mad frenzied sucking as his impatient mouth flies between her twin orbs. Jade whimpers in delight feeling her breasts being sucked on for the first time . . . the fact that it's her father doing it makes it all the more intense and exciting.
When John pulls back after some immeasurable time of having his face buried between his daughter's tits, Jade looks at him and says serenely, "Daddy, can I see it. Please."
She doesn't wait for an answer, but instead boldly reaches out, first undoing his belt and then unbuttoning his pants. He should stop her; he knows this, and yet is powerless to do so. It seems he has lost both the power of movement and speech.
Their eyes meet as she slowly pulls down on the zipper. She gets the zipper about halfway down when a moment of clarity strikes him. He finds he is able to move again as the moral outrage about what she is about to do allows him to both move and speak again.
He slaps her hand away. "No, Jade, I . . . can't let you."
He looks at her. She doesn't seem mad, but instead only what—mildly amused.
"You know honey, I want to. It's been a long time since I had . . . you know. But really you are my daughter and it would not be proper."
"Mom let herself go. That is not your fault, Daddy," she whispers simply while pulling the white scarf off from around her neck.
"What are you going to do with that?" he asks eyeing the scarf.
"I am going to use this to . . ." A devilishly gleam is in her eye as she uses her hands to pull him forward. "Tie your hands behind your back. The creatures of the night forest . . . they are out there and they whisper to me to be in total control."
"Jade no. I can't let you. Please." He brushes her hand away before she can finish wrapping the scarf around his wrists. A large gust of wind buffets the sleigh as a wolf starts to howl somewhere close by.
Its howling is soon answered by dozens of more. They seem to be surrounding the clearing. John pulls the blanket back slowly hazarding a quick peek outside.
The clearing is dark as the moon has slipped behind some clouds. The night has fallen into silence once more. Are the wolves gone as quickly as they had come?
His internal question is answered when hears the audible snapping of several branches just beyond the clearing. The loud snapping sounds are coming from everywhere. He imagines the wolves approaching just to the edge of the clearing.
He strains his eyes to see and just then a brilliant moon pops out from behind its cloud cover. Once again the wailing sound of the wolves, if that is indeed what they are, pierce the silence of the crisp winter night.
The dark forest looks scary as a cold chill runs up his spine. Pockets of doom-black light hang between the trees in this ungodly forest clearing. Then he spots them-dozens of pairs of red eyes staring at him from the darkness and gloom, hiding just inside the tree line that surrounds the clearing. Creatures of the night forest, she said.
Jade is tugging at his arm. He lets the blanket fall back in place not wanting to imagine the sharp claws and deadly fangs that must accompany those blood red eyes.
"Daddy its Christmas! You have to give your little girl whatever she desires. It's that magical time of the year when daddy's always, always, give their little girls the best and . . ." She pauses and looks down at his bulge in his pants. "And biggest presents."
He hears that shuffling sound once more just outside the sleigh. "Please, Daddy before it's too late."
He sees the terrified look in her wide staring eyes as she reaches for the blanket and starts to pull is back.
"No, Jade . . . don't look out there. Here. Go ahead." He leans forward putting his hands behind his back.
He soon discovers his daughter is deadly serious about this newest twist in their grand little adventure as he could not escape the tightly woven scarf around his wrists even if he so desired.
Now she turns patiently back to his zipper. Things have grown quiet outside one more. She looks intently down at the large bulge hiding inside his pants just begging to be released.
She leisurely pulls the zipper down as the forbidding forest noises, along with wind, have died down once again to nothing. The sleigh is cloaked in silence except for both of their excited breathing as she reaches inside his boxers and pulls his hard six inches out.
"Oh my God Daddy it's . . . it's so big." She gasps as a wonderfully warm and wicked smile lights up her face. John starts to tell her six inches is barely bigger than normal, but decides why burst her bubble. Instead, suddenly, he wants to play this game as much as her.
"Do you like your Christmas present baby? I mean is it big enough for you, little girl?"
"Hmm, its big enough I think, Daddy. I was wondering . . . what is the most times a woman has ever made you cum in one night?"
Normally he would not even consider answering such a question, but obviously "normal" was not in the equation for tonight. "Jesus, honey, I don't know, I haven't exactly had an exciting sex life you know. Maybe twice, with your mother, when we were young."
"Good . . . I am going to make you cum three times tonight."
"But honey I am not so young anymore and Mr. Garrett he might . . ."
"Mr. Garrett won't be back for hours and as for you not being young anymore. Tonight is special. It's Christmas Eve when all sorts of magical things can happen, especially when one is in an enchanted forest like we are . . . . And making you cum three times will be one of them. Oh, and I am going to do it a different way each time too . . . just in case you were wondering."
He wasn't, but that is nice to know anyways, as variety is, as they say, the spice of life. She had such a stubborn, determined look on her face that he knew arguing was useless, even though he was sure, no way in hell, he could get it up three times, back to back to back, let alone cumming each time.
But what he doesn't know is the forest . . . wanted . . . needed . . . what his young daughter had just told him to come true. The dark power of these enchanted woods would make his cock both young and strong, thus giving him the strength to make his daughter's predication come true.
"But still hon, even if he is gone for hours. I . . . Ahh . . . three times is a lot even for a young guy, which I am not."
"Fine I like a challenge anyways. So Daddy can I play with it huh, please, can your sweet, little, innocent 18 year old daughter play with her daddy's big . . . hard . . . cock," she purrs softly using that damnable sweet innocent "little girl voice" on him again.
John wonders why she seems bent on reminding him of three things: that she is young, sweet and innocent. Maybe because the fucking forest knows it turns him on.
"Come on . . . can I please play with it . . . please say yes."
"The answer is still no," he announces firmly curious to see what she will do.
His firm "no" only makes her giggle, before she shrugs her shoulders and declares, "Oh well, you can say no all you want, I'm still going to play with it, whether you like it or not."
Putting the matter to rest she turns away from him, instead focusing all her attentions on this cock as it's proudly thrusting upwards.
There is a moment of silence, the tension building as he watches her first pull off her mittens before rummaging around in her purse for something. With a sly smile she pulls out a tube of gel. He squirms in his seat as he watches in near disbelief as she squirts a generous amount of the gel onto the palms of both her hands.
John realizes with growing excitement just what she plans on doing. She is sitting next to him staring at his immense erection as she slowly works the lube into her hands. Ever so slowly, she extends a finger towards it.
He turns his head away not wanting to look anymore, trying, by sheer willpower, to make his poor cock relax. "Daddy look at me, look at your beautiful little daughter and what she is about to do, otherwise we'll sit here all night letting the tension build. I can be very patient you know. Heck Mr. Garrett can find us like this I don't care."
He says nothing, knowing all she said is true, as he remembers what a willful child she once was. Willful and quite stubborn. He turns back to her, and watches, his heart racing, as she slowly lowers one hand down to his cock.
She strokes it with just the tip of her finger making it twitch. She giggles as she whispers, "Wow it's . . . so sensitive."
"Honey, please don't . . . no more," the voice is that of the decent man in him making one last desperate plea to bring the situation under control . . . despite whatever demonic forces of corruption this damnable forest has allied against them.
Ignoring him, she strokes it again and again making it jerk and twitch under her soft, gentle touch. She is satisfying her girlish curiosity about this male part of the body she is seeing, touching, and very much learning about for the first time.
She adds a second finger to the mix trailing them both slowly up and down the sensitive underside of his cock. His whole body is beginning to twitch now as a soft moan escapes him.
His soft moan, along with the uncontrollable twitching of his cock as she pets it with two fingers, causes her heart to fill with youthful excitement. She is in control; complete and total control with his arms tightly bound behind his back.
The power she is wielding over him finishes the job of corrupting her young heart. The forest had started corrupting it the minute they went past the No Trespassing sign an hour or so ago, and now the job is complete as without another moment's hesitation she wraps hand around his cock.
She begins to explore what causes him to moan the loudest, along with what causes his cock to jerk and twitch the most. Alternating between moving her hand up and down slowly along his long hard shaft, and then faster, she is lost in a world of childish delight and curiosity watching the effect of what she is doing on him.
John lolls his head back, and moans louder as her hand moves faster and faster up and down. She pauses a moment to whisper sweetly, "Hmm, does that feel good Daddy, me playing with your cock? Stroking it like this?"
"Hnhhh." His answer is unintelligible as are his thoughts.
"Should I stop, Daddy," she whispers as a sudden idea pops into her head. She reaches down between his legs, and gently cups his testicles in her free hand. She bounces them up and down gently in her hand as she strokes his cock with increasing intensity.
She can't help but to notice how, as soon as she started cupping his balls, he lets out the loudest moan yet.
"You like that huh your little girl cupping your balls as she plays with your cock."
"God yes honey, please don't stop," he cries softly. "Please baby girl, don't stop!" He is practically pleading with her as he loses all sense of decency.
In response to his pleas she slackens her pace, before stopping completely.
"Hmm I like it when you beg I think," she whispers to him.
"Oh God honey, please, sweetheart, don't stop."
"That's it. Beg for your little girl not to stop," she proclaims almost fiercely- again in that sweet little innocent girl voice that is driving him crazy. She picks up the pace now stroking his cock urgently with one hand while still jiggling his balls in the other.
Faster yet her hand slides up and down his hardness and then slower and then faster still. The climax is building inside of him. It has been so long, and he is so turned on by watching her stroke his cock as she sits there with those big beautiful tits of hers jiggling in time with her hand as she moves it up and down.
Watching those goddamn tits jiggle—this is what finally sends him over the edge. He tries to forestall the inevitable by biting his lip—hard—but it is no use.
"Oh God honey you're going to make Daddy cum," he cries out. She is using both hands now to stroke his cock while staring at it intently.
She whispers to him. "Make you cum, Daddy? Really is that what's going to happen?" She says this sweetly, innocently as if she did not know, or better yet did not understand, what she is doing.
"Y-yes sweetheart," he tells her, his voice gruff with desire.
She watches his legs bouncing up and down on the cushioned seat as she lets one hand slide off his rigid cock, and begin to cup his balls once more. Like a horse going into the homestretch, she feels the race is almost over. It's time for the finishing kick.
She softly jiggles his balls as she wraps her hand firmly around his hard shaft ready to finally make him cum. She starts to slowly stroke his cock up and down, gaining speed at a leisurely pace, as she whispers to him.
"Daddy your pretty young virgin daughter is going to make you cum soon. Come on Daddy. Do it for me. Pleaseeee . . ."
She strokes up and down, faster and faster, watching the head of his cock carefully, waiting for it to erupt. She continues to jiggle his balls in her hand, as her other hand is now flying up and down the long hard shaft of his cock.
"Come on Daddy that's it, show me. Please, pretty please, show your little girl how a man cums."
John thinks the sight of his young daughter, looking so sexy in her orange dress, peeled down exposing those huge tits of hers, on her knees next to him on the soft cushioned seat of the sleigh, rubbing one hand up and down the shaft of his big cock, while using the other to gently cup his balls, may be just about the hottest sight he has ever beheld in his life.
But what really, really turns him on is how she is so into it. Her attention, all one hundred and ten percent of it that is, is solely focused on his cock. Still, despite what she is doing, she looks so very sweet and innocent, so young and pretty. His eyes find her breasts; sees them bouncing up and down, her nipples fully erect from the chilly night air. He begins to tip over the edge with a loud moan.
"Sweetie, Daddy is coming. . ." He lets out one last loud moan before the head of his cock erupts with a geyser of sperm.
She lets out a shrill sorta of half gasp/half shriek, followed by a giggle or two as she looks back at him feigning surprise at what just happened.
"Oh my!! Daddy you just came all over my hand," she scolds him.
She reaches down into her purse and pulls out a wad of Kleenex. She carefully cleans up the head of his cock, and then her hands, before she pulls her dress back into place.
"Honey I . . . untie me." He should maybe feel embarrassed by what just happened, but instead all he feels is . . . relief. Relief from the pent up sexual desires he has been having for her all night.
He got a hand job from his daughter—really how bad of a father is he. Many have done worse—like the father in that vision he had not so long ago for one.
"OK, but remember that is only one and we have two more to go. I think I will untie you for just a few minutes. Long enough for you to catch your breath and then you shall submit to my whims again. Promise."
She doesn't even need him to answer as she smugly pulls her dress back up onto her body. She knows who is in control . . . and it's not him.
"Of course baby," he says
He wants to try and make sense of what just happened with her; to make amends if need be, but she is in no mood for talking, instead she begins rubbing up against him like a feral cat in heat. It appears no amends are necessary and playtime is far from over.
After a moment's hesitation—in which the wind howls and thumps the sleigh reminding them both who really is in control-he submits to what must be done.
Soon they are making out like long lost lovers. His cock is still not coming alive again much to his relief . . . or disappointment he is not sure which feeling if more powerful.
He allows her to wrap the scarf around his wrists once again making him her prisoner. She slips off the seat to her knees in front of him, before raising up and giving him a cunning grin as she whispers, "They like it when you try to play the role of the good father and protest, Daddy."
He wants to ask who the hell is "they", but understands somehow there is no plausible answer to that question. Besides that would ruin the game, but more importantly it more than likely would get the beasts to howling and scuffling around outside the sleigh again. He has no choice. He will play the role of unwilling father- which, in reality, is exactly what he is.
He watches, once more spellbound, as she slowly pulls down the straps of her dress allowing her big boobs to fall out.
"Honey, please . . . no more. I can't do it again. My . . . I am limp down there . . . beside its depraved what we are doing."
"Yes, depraved and quite delicious I think," she answers in a voice that is deep and throaty and so full of womanly desire that he wonders if she is maybe actually possessed.
But then she tilts her head to one side, looking as sweet and innocent as he ever remembers her looking before whispering in a voice dripping with sugared nectar, "Daddy, would you like to fuck your little girl's big boobs. You can if you want. I mean you have been staring at them all night."
"Honey . . . no. I can't . . . beside I . . . well I am not hard. Like I said . . . when a man gets older . . ." He shrugs his shoulders as she starts to unzip his pants.
"Fine see for yourself," he says defiantly to her.
She bats her eyes innocently at him as she pulls out his limp cock with one hand while grabbing her bottle of lube with the other. She quickly lubes his cock up before lowering her chest to his still limp penis.
He at first tries to struggle and not allow her tits to envelope his penis, but however he moves and squirms around the seat her tits follow.
His struggles to free himself from those deliciously big boobs attacking his cock only increases the friction and actually makes things worse. He does not stay limp for long as she sways her chest back and forth over his cock slowly after he finally gives up struggling.
Her boobs jiggle and bounce against his cock causing it to go from limp to semi-firm and then to very firm as she snuggles it up between her tits wrapping them tightly around it.
She begins giggling as she bounces up and down on her knees with his cock, now reaching full hardness, spearing up and down in between those glorious mounds of tit flesh. Unable to help himself, he is involuntarily thrusting his hips upwards trying to fuck her tits- just like she wants- just like the spirits of these enchanted woods wants.
She looks at him, her face a mask of uncontrollable lust as she growls, "I'm going to make you cum so hard, Daddy."
John can only thrust his cock eagerly upwards begging for release as his ability to withstand his daughter's assault on his cock with those gorgeous tits has disappeared.
"Yes baby make me cum," he whispers as her tits slide up and down on his large pole several times before she pulls back and switches to stroking it up and down with her hand.
Back and forth she goes, engulfing his achingly hard cock with her tits before stroking it with her hands until finally the unthinkable happens.
She lets it slide out from between her tits, and as she lowers her mouth to his cock, thinking to put it in her mouth when- without warning- John explodes. A great geyser of cum comes shooting out of the head of his cock spraying Jade in the face.
She raises up and looks at her father- cum dripping off one of her rosy cheeks. "Daddy!! You . . . you came in my face."



She looks almost hurt and he is about to apologize profusely when all of a sudden she smiles devilishly while bringing a finger up to her cum stained cheek. She proceeds to use her finger to wipe the cum off, before dipping her finger into her mouth and licking it clean. Apparently she is not too terribly upset about having her daddy shoot a tremendous load of cum in her face.
John is actually quite shocked at the force of his orgasm. He doesn't ever remember cumming that hard where the semen exploded out of his cock like it just did. Then again, he reminds himself, he has never had sex in an enchanted forest with such a comely young princess either. Just maybe that had something to do with the force of his orgasm.
They spend the next ten minutes or so cuddling in each other arms as John thinks finally the night of wickedness is over. He is spent and feels there is absolutely zero chance that he could get it up again- no matter what form of magic this enchanted forest might possess.
Jade has other ideas though. She whispers in his ear. The words she is telling him cause him to sit up straight and stiffen with horror.
"You must, Daddy."
"Jade, no . . . I can't do that. What you ask is too much."
"It's not what I ask Daddy . . . it is what she wants . . . what he needs . . . but most important what the forest requires. The forest has told me so and we must obey."
On cue the dreaded howling starts up as does that damnable shuffling and snorting just outside the sleigh. John reaches for the blanket meaning to pull it back as finally his curiosity as to what is making that noise is too great to resist.
She reaches out and pulls his hand back. "No . . . please, Daddy, you mustn't look. You don't want to know what is out there."
He looks at her long and hard. The clearing has grown silent again. "Do you know what is out there?"
"Yes, I think so . . . but . . . it best you don't. Trust me."
The scared look on her face makes up his mind. He turns away from the blanket deciding she is right- he doesn't want to know what is out there.
"So . . . I mean you really want me to play along with what you are suggesting, Jade?"
"Yes . . . play along very seriously. We must or else they will come for us." And then she smiles—a wicked delicious smile if there ever was one—"Unless we cum for them first."
He starts to protest once more, but she places a finger to his mouth. She begins to speak, her voice soft and sweet, very much unlike the words coming out of her mouth.
"Please Daddy, let us join these wicked lovely demons of the forest and show them we are one with their desires. Let us . . . give in to our deepest and most carnal desires of the flesh, Daddy. Let us be two animals rutting in passion unfettered by silly moral obligations. Let the predator chase the prey and . . . devour her."
He looks at her, seeing no sigh she is anything but serious he capitulates with a heavy sigh. He shall follow her whispered instructions.
He watches as she prepares herself first wrapping her scarf around her neck and then putting back on her mittens before finally slipping back on her shoes.
"OK so give me about a two minute head start. I will head off into the forest and you must find me . . . and remember . . . when you catch me . . . if you catch me . . . show no mercy despite how much I might beg. Promise me that?"
"OK, OK I promise," he says but not really meaning it. How could he not show mercy to his beautiful daughter?
But she knows him too well. "Daddy, you must promise and mean it. You must play you role perfectly as I will play mine . . . or else . . . the forest . . . this was their idea, will be disappointed."
"Fine . . . I will take it seriously, Jade. I promise." He touches her cheek lightly and then adds just so she understands he is indeed serious. "Now get the fuck out of here and try to escape your evil Daddy sweetheart, before he attacks you here and now."
She giggles at his attempt at trying to scare her, and then gives him one last look before disappearing out of the sleigh. The endgame is afoot.
John sits shifting nervously in the sleigh worrying about Jade being out in the forest alone, but then again what, if anything, bad can happen to her as was it not the forest's idea to play this game?
Finally after a long two minutes he jumps out of the sleigh ready to give chase to his daughter. He looks around the clearing. There are three separate distinct paths leading out and into the surrounding forest.
He was at first worried that he might have difficulty tracking her, but then he remembers her high heels. She won't be moving very fast, but better yet will be forced to stick to the well-worn paths instead of just disappearing into the forest in any possible direction.
He quickly scans the ground. There is just enough fallen snow on the ground to see a scattered set of prints leading to the path heading higher up toward the peak of the summit. He smiles, adrenaline surging through his veins, and heads down the path at a quick trot.
The tracks fairly easy to follow so he picks up his pace. Around a sharp bend he stops. There is a small wooden box sitting in the middle of the path. As he approaches it warily he notices it is open. He bends over peering inside and smiles. He looks around at the trees whispering, "Maybe you are enchanted after all."
The forest apparently has left him a present. Inside the box is a hunting knife with a brown well-worn handle and maybe about a four to five inch curved blade. Next to the knife is a pair of rusted old handcuffs with a small key stuck in one of the locks.
He ponders his "presents" for a moment before the vision comes back to him of the man attacking the girl in the meadow. Jesus he had a knife and a pair of handcuffs!!
Could they be one and the same? They certainly look old enough. He sighs tucking the knife into his belt while hooking the handcuffs around his belt loop figuring if he is going to play their game he might as well use their toys.
He may be a mere pawn for the spirits that apparently still haunt this forest, but after he starts up the chase again, and finally catches a glimpse of orange up ahead, he has never felt so fully alive and full of excitement. He gives chase to the fleeing figure of his daughter in her orange dress with her white scarf billowing out behind her.
He puts on a burst of speed feeling his whole body come alive with the thrill of the chase. He rounds another bend in the path coming upon a long straight section of the trail. She is gone. The tracks stop abruptly.
Scanning the ground, John sees a zig zagging pair of tracks heading off into the forest. He starts to follow them as he pulls out the knife from his waistband.
Behind a large stand of trees he spots a thin sliver of white—her scarf. He approaches the trees stealthily, before dashing forward quickly when he is only a couple yards away.
She was waiting for him with a cold surprise. She lets out a scream and flies two handfuls of snow in his face. The cold snow suddenly being flung in his face momentarily stuns him which Jade uses to her advantage giving him a hard shove and then escaping once more deeper into the woods.
John loses his balance and goes plopping down into a large snow bank cursing loudly. He gets up slowly, not wanting to feel too angry when he does catch her, and lets the spirit that only the true predators know while chasing their elusive prey, fill him to the brim.
Jade turns, her eyes wide with fright, as her father now is advancing upon her rapidly. The distance between them narrows to a dangerous margin as she trips after turning to look at her father.
He pounces, dragging her to her feet. She grows docile once she spots the menacing knife. He half drags, half carries her, to a nearby tree with a thick trunk. He slams her back against the trunk as he hisses, "Now I have you and I'm going to teach you what happens to pretty little girls that like to tease their daddy."
She starts to struggle when he unhooks the handcuffs from his belt loop. "P-please no . . . I-"
He brings the knife up quickly jabbing the sharp point just under her chin. He struggles cease as he whispers. "Now relax little girl . . . don't make daddy use his knife on you."
The threat comes tumbling out of his mouth and is spoken with such malice that she immediately goes limp, and lets out a small whimper as he quickly secures the handcuffs around her wrists trapping her hands behind the tree trunk.
He looks down at her, an evil leer spreading across his face, as he traces the sharp point of the knife across her throat and then over to one shoulder.
Without a word he deftly twists the knife around easily slicing through the strap of her dress. He uses one hand to keep the dress from falling down as he slowly—letting the drama build—brings the knife to the other shoulder.
With a quick sawing motion he makes short work of the other strap. He steps back and watches as her big tits come tumbling out of her torn dress.
She struggles against the tree which causes those magnificent breasts to jiggle sending waves of desire crashing over him. He stabs the knife viciously into the tree trunk just over her left shoulder as he snarls, "I hope you aren't going to make me use that again sweetheart to get what I want."
"Daddy . . . w-what are you going to do to me?" Her voice is small and frightened which only turns him on all the more. The power of the predator over the prey is surging through his veins—just as they knew it would.
He stares down at those beautiful nipples which have dozens of tiny goosebumps forming all over them. He thinks, perhaps that his young daughter, her beautiful tits on full display, cuffed helplessly to a tree in this moonlit forest clearing is the most alluring, the most tempting, sight he has ever beheld in his life.
He savors the moment staring at her, his heart thudding in his chest, before he attacks. He mouth flies from one large breast to the other slurping and sucking on them with animalistic fury that causes Jade to squeal with innocent pride that her tits could cause her daddy to lose control; could indeed turn him into such a mad, ravenous animal.
Slowing down to better enjoy the bountiful delights of his daughter's boobs, he laps at her sensitive nipples allowing his tongue to circle her large silver dollar sized areolas.(aureoles) Jade squirms against the tree as she lets out a loud moan that becomes a whimper when she feels her daddy slide his hand up and under her dress.
His finger probes her tight cunt as he kisses her passionately. She puts up some resistance at first to the predator- like the good prey she is—but he is not to be denied. He tangles a hand deep in her hair and turns her face up to him before shoving his tongue deep in her mouth.
She responds naturally allowing her tongue to slither out and find the warmth of his mouth. The only sound in the silence of the forest is the smacking of their lips as they explore their deepest desires.
His fingers are sliding up and into her wet pussy as she opens her legs to him. She gasps, looking down as he has his cock out. It gleams hard and mean in the moonlight ready to impale her like some flesh colored sword.
Playing the role of hapless victim perfectly, she squirms and twists her body against the tree trunk in a vain attempt to keep from being impaled by his solid six inches.
But the forest deems it necessary Jade loses her virginity here and now in this silent clearing deep in the enchanted woods. The spirit of wild rutting beasts fill John's heart as he slides both hands under her dress, gripping her hips forcefully, before he lunges forward and buries his cock deep inside his virgin daughter.
Her scream of anguished, glorious yearning echoes through the forest making the wicked ghosts that reside within smile. John pumps his hips forward three times in quick succession just to make sure she knows she belongs to him now.
Her cries of passion as he rocks into her again and again are answered by an eerie howling of triumph somewhere deep in the woods. The hard part is over- he gave the forest what it wanted— her protective cloak of virginity has been ripped away.
It is time now to slow down and enjoy at his leisure the abundant curves of his daughter's young supple body.
He pulls back out of her, stuffing his hardness back inside his boxers, before dropping his eyes once more to her heaving breasts. She looks up at him, tears in her pretty eyes as he begins to ever so carefully give her a sensual breast massage. Gently kneading her tits, flicking and sucking her nipples ever so slowly, she sighs with relief knowing his love for her is once more in control.
Yes she understands he must take her again . . . and again and again if necessary . . . until his manly desire is sated, but still she feels after having her virginity sacrificed before the dark forest demons that the really scary stuff is over.
He brings his index finger up to her lips whispering for her to make it wet. She sucks on his finger slowly before he brings it down and in between her legs. Ever so slowly, ever so gently he works one finger in and out of her pussy as he continues to lash his tongue tenderly around her erect nipples. Soon she is moaning with growing desire as he brings now two fingers up to her lips. She sucks on them greedily knowing they are for her.
A second finger carefully, patiently, inserted into her tight hole only makes her squirm all the more. They begin to kiss again passionately, tongues intertwining as he works his two fingers into her rhythmically.
His kisses fall downward, pausing to lather her breasts with tenderness, before dropping down. He is on his knees now ready to worship the holiness that is her wet pussy.
He first licks up and down her thighs as he hikes her dress up making Jade writhe in anticipation. Finally, he dives in with his tongue lapping at her tender young pussy lips going ever so slowly up and down before dipping inside.
He paints a beautiful picture down there with his tongue making his daughter struggle against the tree as her daddy's tongue brings her to several near climaxes.
Finally, she is ready. He straightens up, undoes his pants allowing her to gasp with girlish delight when she sees him pull out his rock hard cock from under his boxers. This time she knows he is going to be nice and tender with her.
Delighted by her response, he easily picks her up by the hips, and pushes his cock deep inside penetrating his daughter to her very core. He rocks slowly inside of her letting the soft crescendo of their love making build slowly.
He carefully, patiently makes love to his daughter allowing her to enjoy the experience this time. But the dark demons of this haunted forest can only allow so much, before . . . they fill her heart with the wanton lust of a cheap whore.
She loses control; trying to buck her hips forward wanting more of his manhood harder and faster. He complies and begins to make the transformation from making love to her to fucking her.
Her cries of lustful craving for her daddy's cock fills the quiet night air as he begins to pound away as if she was some cheap hooker in a back alley. It's what she wants . . . what she had been begging for all night something tells him.
He watches her big tits heave and bounce with every thrust forward of his cock; hears her cry out again and again and knows she is near. One final thrust with his cock sending her tipping over the edge.
The loud shriek of her first orgasm fills the forest seeming to echo again and again, before finally dying away to nothing. He looks at her. She is shaking all over and starting to cry.
He has not cum yet, and the tears do not break his heart, but instead imbues him with a new found passion to corrupt her innocence even more profoundly.
He forces her to her knees as his cock hovers within inches of her closed mouth. Looking down he finally has irrefutable proof that indeed this forest is enchanted with wicked magic.
His cock is no longer a mere pedestrian six inches, but a much more God- like nine inches. Apparently the forest demons have a wicked sense of humor wanting his innocent daughter's first cock sucking experience to be one of epic proportions.
He discerns Jade has noticed the difference as her eyes are staring at his trembling hardness with a look of dread on her innocent face. She looks up at him with wide eyed naivety before she whimpers, "Please, Daddy, I . . . can't."
He reaches down and tenderly turns her face up to his. "Oh, but you must sweetheart, you must."
"Daddy . . . No!!" she stubbornly whines.
"Please . . . sweetie. Do it for Daddy." He strokes the side of her face with tender loving care as big tears come rolling out of her eyes. Again, the tears serve only to inflame the unreserved debauchery he is feeling toward her.
He snags a handful of her pretty hair forcing her face forward as he whispers, "Now be a good girl and open your mouth. Don't make daddy get his knife hon and force you."
She glances upwards and sees him pulling the hunting knife out of the tree and opens her mouth.
"Hmm, that is a good girl . . . You never have had a man's cock in your mouth before right baby?"
"No, Daddy," she sniffles.
"Well remember those lollypops you used to enjoy as a little girl."
"Uh-huh."
"Just think of it like that baby. OK?" He caresses the side of her face with one hand as he slowly pushes his hips forward. The head of his cock is mere inches from her trembling lips.
He watches as her tongue shyly slips out of her mouth and licks at the bulbous head of her quivering penis. Like a cat delicately tasting a bowl of milk, her tongue flickers out showering the head of his cock with the lightest, softest kisses imaginable making his poor cock ache with intense hardness.
She circles the head of his cock with her tongue twice, before pulling back and giggling, "Daddy, your right it's just like licking a lollypop."
"Hmm I do think you are teasing Daddy, sweetheart," he hisses as her tongue wraps itself around the sensitive underside of his cock flickering back and forth before finishing up with one long slow lick that leaves him moaning with abject pleasure.
She pulls back giggling again. "Now I know you are teasing me little girl."
"Am I, Daddy?" She looks up at him seductively batting her eyes. Then he notices more of the enchanted forest's wonderful magic. Her hair somehow, most inexplicably, without him even noticing, is now pinned up in an innocent little pony tail . . . just like she used to wear it when she was younger.
Undeniably, having her hair pulled back thusly makes her look so much younger, so much sweeter, and most assuredly so much more innocent. All this sweet display of innocence does is make John's knees go weak with mad desire to the point where if he was not leaning hard against the tree trunk he very well might collapse.
His voice barely comes out above a whisper. "Yes, you are teasing me hon, now stop playing and put it in your mouth baby girl."
Despite the fact he has the knife, despite the fact she is the one handcuffed helplessly to the tree, despite the fact he is both bigger and stronger than her, she is now somehow in control.
"Please, pretty please," he begs again.
"Daddy it's so big I . . . I don't think I can get it all in my mouth. Maybe you will just have to be content with me giving it a few small little kisses . . . like this."
She leans forward and proceeds to do exactly that turning her mouth this way and that way to shower the entire length of his nine inches with dozens of small butterfly like kisses. He shivers with anticipation as her kisses are driving him into a frenzied panic to get his cock into her sweet little teasing mouth.



She leans back smiling up at him smugly wondering what his reaction to her teasing antics just might be. More begging she hopes.
Her hopes are realized. "Honey stop teasing daddy, and just put it in your mouth. Please . . . I am begging you sweetheart. Pretty please . . . be daddy's good little girl and do what he asks angel."
Finally she relents. "Ok, Daddy, I will try. But . . . it's so big I . . . I don't think I can get it all in my mouth. Besides I have never had a man's cock in my mouth before and I am afraid you might be disappointed."
"Y-you have to try, Jade. For Daddy. Please. Do your best."
He watches as she closes her eyes and her mouth opens. She circles the head of his cock twice with her tongue causing him to shiver and moan. "Please baby . . . No more tea-"
His protest dies in a pleasurable moan as he watches while Jade gets just over half of his cock in her mouth before she stops and starts to suck on it. She goes up and down on his cock as he grips her pony tail controlling her speed.
She seems game for any speed. First faster, then slower, then faster still, as he she is showing wonderful cock sucking skills for someone so young and inexperienced.
She finally lets his cock slide out of her mouth and whispers up to him. "Am I doing a good job, Daddy?"
"Oh God yes sweetheart. You're amazing."
"Good," she replies with a self-satisfied little smile. "This time I am going to try really, really hard to get it all in my mouth. Would you like that, Daddy? I want you to be proud of your little girl."
"Do your best, baby," he says while actually doubting her inexperienced mouth can take his full nine inches. But little does he know his daughter has been enchanted by the forest so she is able to go . . . above and beyond in all things related to sex . . . including as he is about to find out taking his full nine inches.
John watches with sheer amazement as inch after inch of his cock disappears inside her mouth. She goes slow only making the experience all the more surreal for him, but finally she is deep throating his entire cock.
Feeling sorry for her to have that enormous thing jammed in her mouth he pulls back allowing his cock to slip out of her mouth. She looks up at him with a proud "see I told you so" look, before she whispers something that makes his toes curl.
"Daddy I want you to cum in your little girl's mouth. Please . . . please pretty please Daddy cum in my mouth . . . I'm ready." Her voice is so innocent and sweet only making what she says all the hotter.
What she lacks in cock sucking experience, she makes up for with unqualified enthusiasm as her head goes bobbing up and down on his hard cock. The slurping noise she is making as her mouth flies up and down on his cock is quite audible in the deathly quiet of the forest clearing.
She adds an extra layer of pleasure for him by expertly turning her mouth side to side as she takes more and more of him into her greedy little mouth. John reaches the breaking point as he watches her suck on his cock with such zealous passion.
He grips her pony tail as her mouth bobs up and down on his penis. He closes his eyes remembering her final words, Daddy I want you to cum in your little girl's mouth. Please . . . please pretty please Daddy cum in my mouth.
The words cause him to go into sensory overload as she close to deep throating his cock once more when he finally explodes. His orgasm is so powerful that his knees buckle and he has to grip the tree to keep from literally falling down.
She raises up licking her lips as he looks at her. She is absolutely beaming with girlish pride as she whispers, "Did I do good, Daddy?"
"Only the best ever sweetie," he whispers back as he releases her from the handcuffs. Hand in hand they weave their way back through the forest, and to the sleigh where Mr. Garrett is waiting for them with a fresh horse and a knowing smile.
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They warned her, the servants that is, to stay out of the garden, especially after midnight. All three of them the cook, the maid, and the butler said the same thing. Things grow unnaturally large and hungry in that garden, but besides this she was young, pretty, sweet and innocent-- all things the garden craved in its eternal lust for human life . . . and flesh.
The garden, surrounded on all sides by a six and half foot wall with a locked gate, seemed innocent enough. It stood a good distance from the mansion and she could just make it out from her bedroom window on the third floor. It seemed full of lush colors-- vibrant purples, livingly greens, blossoming oranges, but most especially deep dark reds that must have been roses.
One got there by following a winding cobbled path past the pool and lawn out back. Christy was curious to get a closer look so one day she dragged a crate out and stood on it to see over the walls.
She was right. The garden was most assuredly full of the most beautiful red roses she had ever beheld in her 20 years. She simply adored roses. Her many suitors often gave them to her-- doubtless in hopes of trying to get into her pretty pink panties she was so fond of wearing.
They all failed. Christy was a good girl. Both young and beautiful. She had a supple, curvaceous figure with a youthful complexion that was flawless and glowing. Her lips were lush and full of the bountiful smiles only the young and pure of heart seem to possess. Her pretty face is framed by a long mane of rich blond hair with brown highlights running through it.
A chaste virgin she was, saving herself for the right man. Hopefully, the right man would be her fairy tale wish of a true knight in shining armor. All this sweet pure innocence only made her quite irresistible to the wicked garden.
That day she stood on her tippy toes peering over the wall standing on the crate would prove to be her undoing for it was then that the garden first caught sight of her and decided they must have her.
If she had looked close enough she would have seen the red roses quivering in anticipation while the green stems twirled along the black earth . . . just waiting to pounce. But what she did not see was of little consequence because she most assuredly felt something that day as she peered over the wall.
A breeze had wafted up, seemingly out of nowhere on this warm July afternoon, and brought the smell of the roses to her nostrils. She had never smelled such beauty and power. It nearly knocked her off the crate such was its intoxicating aroma.
A mere week later her fate was sealed. She was home alone, save the servants, as her parents had just left on an overnight trip. It was around 11 pm when, just after getting out of her nightly bath, there came a soft knock on her bedroom door.
It was Betty, the maid. "Sorry to bother you Missus, but there was a strange knock on the door and when I went to answer no one was there. But these were left . . . for you."
She hands her a bouquet of beautiful dark red roses. There was a small white card stuck in the middle with her name scrawled on one side.
"Who--"
"I am not sure Missus, but listen I have a problem. My sister has taken terribly ill in the next town over. I must go at once to visit. Sir Jack is going to drive me and Helga is coming along as she is a dear friend of my sister. You shall be here all alone I am afraid. I beg of your permission for this."
"Oh by all means go. I shall be fine. I just wish I know who left the roses."
"Hmm . . . a secret admirer I suspect. I just found them by the front door. Maybe the card, I didn't open it, shall say."
"Yes, maybe," Christy answers distractedly. The roses, so perfectly flawless and beautiful, remind her of what she seen in the garden that day.
"All right then. We shall be off. You sure you shall be OK?"
"Fine, fine. I was just about ready to retire for the evening anyways. Wish your sister well for me."
"Thank you, Missus."
And then she was alone. Her fate, as stated earlier was truly sealed for the garden knew the poor girl would not be able to resist its calling to her.
As soon as she was alone Christy slowly turns the card over.
Your garden of delights await. Midnight cum to us . . . you will find many earthly delights await you. Oh and my dear . . . please, please dress nicely for the occasion. Something new, pretty, colorful, maybe full of delicate lace and frills.
R.
Christy now proves her naive innocence as her first thought after reading the short note is-- stupid they spelled come wrong. But after a minute's thought and re-reading it a second time she titters slightly as it comes to her maybe they did not. Maybe it was a thinly veiled sexual reference.
The thought of this fills the young girl's heart with much curiosity, but being the good girl she is, she fully intends on ignoring the invite. Instead, she goes to bed.
It is a warm evening. The windows are open in her bedroom. She tries to sleep, but the scent of the roses, resting on her nightstand next to the bed, fills the room with such an amorous odor that sleep does not come easy.
At some point, just as she was drifting off to sleep, she hears a faint calling that seemed to be drifting up -- from the garden below.
Christy . . . Christy . . . Christy . . . come play with us. Please . . .pleaseeeee . . .
She sits up in bed coming fully awake. A breeze billows the curtains of her open window bring with it a sparkling white piece of stationery that seems to almost glow in the dark bedroom. It lands perfectly on her bed nearly in her lap.
With nervous fingers Christy opens the perfectly folded stationery.
To have a lonely heart mended by the sweet aroma of love one must only close thy eyes and breathe deep the scents of passionate ardor.

To have desperate visions replaced by the rosy spectacle of love; open thy eyes to the path burning brightly for thee.

To be showered in love follow the lighted path to the end; and once there-- hold a dark rose close to your heart allowing it to fill with many amorous delights.

Finally, as an ultimate act of surrender, strike quiet repose in a soft bed of roses only to awaken in the fires of forbidden bliss that burn bright within your soul.
She senses the words have a greater meaning so she climbs out of bed slipping a robe over her the boring oversized tee shirt she wore to bed. She can still hear the faint calling of her name from somewhere outside. Crossing the room, after plucking the bouquet of roses off her nightstand, she goes to her open bedroom window that overlooks the garden.
The night is dark. The full moon is hidden by a heavy cloud bank. She knows where the garden is yet cannot quite make it out in the darkness. Again that faint calling comes to her ears. Her name spoken over and over again and this time-- no doubt of it-- it's coming from the vicinity of the garden.
She carefully starts to read the letter once again. Somehow she senses there is a bit of mystery locked in the words of this beautiful written bit of prose. She silently reads the first few lines again and this time the words seem to speak to her more directly.
To have a lonely heart mended by the sweet aroma of love one must only close thy eyes and breathe deep the scents of passionate ardor.
She does have a lonely heart that needs mending . . . so, yes, follow the instructions.
She closes her eyes and brings the bouquet of roses to her nose breathing deep of its aroma. A wave of something indescribable washes over her. She has to clutch the window sill lest she fall down.
Opening her eyes, Christy now beholds an awesome sight. There is a dual line of flickering lights that form a path leading from the back porch to the . . . garden?
She can't make it where the path ends as it disappears behind some shrubbery just past the fenced in pool area. She looks at her letter again.
To have desperate visions replaced by the rosy spectacle of love; open thy eyes to the path burning brightly for thee.
I do have visions of my knight someday sweeping me off my feet, but since he has yet to show himself the visions I guess called be described as -- desperate.
She starts to speak quietly, "I will open my eyes to the path burning brightly for . . . me. I promise."
With the spoken words the roses begin to quiver in her hands. She looks down at them and indeed her heart overflows with --- the rosy spectacle of love.
To be showered in love follow the lighted path to the end;
Christy sets any lingering fears aside and announces, "I shall do so. I shall follow this path."
She heads toward her bedroom door when a stiff breeze rattles the curtains loudly. She sees something small and white blowing across the bedroom toward her and land at her feet.
It is the invitation card she had left on her dresser across the bedroom. The breeze picked it up and sent it to her, but why. She reads it again and it hits her.
"Dress nicely for the occasion. Something new, pretty, colorful, maybe full of delicate lace." Christy whispers aloud. "Of course, my stupid dark blue shirt is comfortable, but it is not nice or new!!"
She heads off to her closet to look for something new to wear. Once inside she looks around in despair. Her mother suggests Christy dress conservative and simple. It is advice she rarely ignores.
She has nothing new . . . except for . . . wait two things. Just the other day she went shopping with her best friend Denise who talked her into buying something a bit daring—a lavish matching blue bra and panty set. The bra has a pretty decorative knotted tie in the front, and runs a bit tight on Christy barely containing her nice sized 30 DD tits.
She heads off to the bathroom to touch up her hair and makeup wanting to impress, if necessary whomever, or maybe whatever, extended her the invite to the garden.
Looking at herself in the bathroom mirror she lets out a sigh. She is pretty and knows it. She had just opened the bedroom door when a sudden bout of consciousness hits her. Good girl consciousness. She hurries across the bedroom to her closet and quickly pulls a thick fuzzy white robe off a hanger and wraps it around her sexy new bra and panty set.
She makes her way down the winding stairwell to the first floor and then over to the double doors of the patio that led outside. Just before she unlocks the patio door the old grandfather clock in the study starts to chime announcing the arrival of midnight.
It brings back the warnings from the faithful servants—never enter the garden, most especially after midnight. She steels her nerves and twists the patio door open deciding she must ignore the warning if she is to follow her destiny.
As soon as she steps outside she pulls the thick robe tighter around her body as suddenly the warm summer evening seems much cooler.
At the far edge of the patio she spots the glowing path. The lighted path is formed by a twin parallel set of tea lights each burning brightly.
She barely advances down the path, just a few feet when around the first bend awaits a surprise: a gleaming white shoe box with a large pink ribbon wrapped around it. Tucked under the ribbon is a simple white card with her name scrawled on it.
She picks the shoe box up and hurriedly tears off the ribbon, before opening it. Inside is a pair of light blue five inch micro stiletto heels. They perfectly match her bra and panties and are exactly the type of shoes her mother would wholly disapprove of. She pulls off her plain old slippers and hurriedly puts the new heels on feeling a sense of power in doing exactly the opposite as her mother would expect. It must be her destiny as the shoes fit perfectly.
After tucking her slippers away in one of the robes deep pockets, she follows the pathway, walking gingerly, trying to get use to the heels. The flickering candles lead her past the pool, before winding around the large expanse of green grass that serves as the back lawn, and then directly to the walled garden.
Her high heels click seductively on the cobbled tiles of the path. Christy notices with some trepidation how the flickering lights are all blinking out behind her as she passes them.
But there is more that makes going back seem to be almost impossible. The soft light from the candles behind her is being replaced by a thick swirling darkness that seems to be unnaturally opaque. In fact, she can now barely make out the mansion behind her such is the murky darkness that is creeping along behind her.
There is one nagging thought in the back of her mind though as her path of lights lead her to the secret garden. The thick iron gate barring entry to the garden has, without fail, always been locked. While the padlock looks to be ancient as it is brown with rust, but the one time she yanked on it, thinking there might be some give, it yielded none.
How is she going to get inside the garden? But as she reaches the entrance, she sees her fears are unfounded. Someone . . . or something has taken the liberty to kindly unlock the old rusted padlock for her. The padlock hangs there open, limp and helpless.
She pushes on the gate and it squeaks open with a noticeable groan. The parallel lines of candles has ended at the entrance to the garden. Inside, beyond the walls, the garden is dark and forbidding.
She enters hoping the cobble stone path does not also end as walking in the soft soil with her five inch heels would be quite difficult she imagines. She stands there for a moment trying to adjust her eyes to the intense darkness of the garden. She wishes the moon would make an appearance as it's supposed to be full tonight, but there is no sign of it thanks to the sky being filled with heavy dark clouds.
She steps inside. Thankfully the cobblestone path is still intact. Hearing the metal clanking of the gate shutting behind her Christy suddenly gets scared.
You should not be out here . . . all alone . . . most especially after midnight." It's her mother's voice ringing softly in her head. She thinks for a moment before agreeing and turns to make her escape meaning to flee back to the warmth and safety of the house, but the gate has already swung shut.
She tries to wrench it open, but the damn thing won't budge. Then she spots the padlock. It's back in place and securely locked! She is trapped.
Christy turns back away from the gate trying to determine her best course of action. The dark cobbled path, she can barely make it out in the murky darkness leads deeper into the garden. With a heavy sigh she screws up her courage and decides to continue down the path, but first, just in case, she needs to flee from someone or something, she reaches down meaning to remove the awkward heels she has on.
The ankle straps are tight and immovable. No matter how she fusses with it the strap it refuses to come on down, and when she tries instead to simply wriggle her feet out of the heels that too fails. Her feet seems to be almost glued to the shoes. They are not coming off.
Sighing, feeling more and more like she is the mouse to someone's cat, she starts down the path. The path she notices is lined on both sides by overly large bushes leaving no chance to veer off course.
She doesn't get more than ten feet when all of a sudden she hears a loud flapping of . . . wings maybe overhead. She looks up in time to see a large winged creature—a bat maybe, but God she hopes not—swooping down toward her.
She tries to run, but in her new five inch heels she doesn't advance very far or very fast before the winged creature tangles itself in her long pretty hair. Christy lets out a shriek as she flails at her attacker. It backs off for a quick second or two before diving back down for yet another attack.
This time the creature smacks her heavy on the shoulder. Christy, her arms still waving wildly in the arm is thrown off balance by the heavy blow. She did not really have good balance anyways walking on these damnable five inch heels.
She staggers to her left and butts up against large bushes on one side of the path. Another swooping attack and she goes plunging into the bush falling sideways.
Lucky for her she is wearing her thickest robe for the bush is resplendent with large sharp thorns. As Christy struggles to get to her feet she spies the winged creature circling above her.
She fears another attack is imminent as her struggles to free herself from the clutching bushes become desperate. Christy soon comes to realize the bush has her trapped and is not letting go.
She does the only thing possible which is to slip out of her robe. She glances warily up at the sky and relaxes just a bit as her winged attacker seems to have disappeared.
She turns back to the bushes wanting her robe back, but it is held fast in several places by thick thorns embedded in the robes thick cotton material. Christy patiently takes her time to free the robe always keeping one eye warily on the sky before ultimately managing to wrangle the robe from the thorny grasp of the bush. With a heavy sigh of relief she holds the robe up while examining it closely, wanting to make sure there is no sharp thorns still imbedded in it before she slips it back on.
There is a rush of flapping wings as the robe is violently ripped out of her hands. In despair, she watches her antagonist fly off into the dark night sky firmly grasping her robe in its large talons.
It turns once, cawing down to her in triumph, before wheeling away and disappearing. Without her thick fuzzy robe as protection, the nearly naked Christy feels acutely vulnerable as she is on the verge of tears.
But then, a small glimmer of hope, as further down the path, leading deeper into the garden a row of flickering tea light candles, just like earlier, spring to life. Once more she has a lighted path to follow.
She hurries as best she can following the twin lines of candles hoping for the best. The winding path takes her further away from the gate and deeper into the garden while once again the lights wink out one by one behind her. Before long she is hopelessly lost after several twists and turns.
Finally, the path ends in what appears to be a large clearing of sorts. In the center of the clearing, maybe ten or fifteen yards away, she sees a dark shape of something surrounded by more dark shapes that are defiantly large bushes.
The wind is starting to pick up making the bushes wave while the other, as of yet, unidentifiable object remains still. She stands there for a moment trying to figure out what to do when all of a sudden there is a break in the overhead cloud cover. The brilliant full moon shines down on the clearing casting it in an ethereal glow.
She can make out what the large dark shape is now. It's a bed of all things. The gleaming gold rails at both the head and foot of the bed shine in the moonlight. Three quarters of the bed is completely surrounded by the large bushes. She stands there shivering, dumbfounded as what to do next.
Christy . . . Christy . . . come join us . . . come to bed please . . . don't be afraid . . . come now . . . lie down . . . relax . . . the bed is soft and warm . . .
Those soft whispers again. Just as before when they floated to her inside her bedroom, but this time she can see where they are coming from--the swaying bushes are speaking to her!
She advances slowly. The whole scene is surreal as the bed seems to be absolutely glowing with the most dazzling of moonbeams shining down on it . . . and only it. The rest of the clearing is still dark.
Within a few feet, she spies the bushes surrounding the bed are filled with a virtual plethora of splendiferous pink and red roses. In the middle of the large bed sets a silver tray with a tall flute on it.



She sits down on the edge of the bed and picks up the flute. It smells rich and intoxicating, like champagne maybe. She had champagne once, six months ago on her 18th birthday, and loved the way it left her feeling free and easy. Despite this she hesitates. Who left it for her? Maybe it's drugged?
Regardless of her fears, she feels compelled to drink it. In for a penny in for a pound as they say. The champagne is wickedly powerful leaving her feeling dizzy.
Running a hand over the bed the solitary fitted sheet does feel warm and inviting. The champagne, if that is what it is, makes her feel so very sleepy. The words come back to her now from the note that flew into her window earlier.
To be showered in love follow the lighted path to the end; and once there-- hold a dark rose close to your heart allowing it to fill with many amorous delights.
Finally, as an ultimate act of surrender, strike quiet repose in a soft bed of roses only to awaken in the fires of forbidden bliss that burn bright within your soul.
Determined to follow her destiny to the bitter end she plucks the darkest red rose she can find from a nearby bush that hangs over the bed. She carefully tears off the green stem so just the head of the rose and a bit of stem remain, and then she tucks the rose inside her bra—near her heart.
Now sooner does she do this than a stiff breeze blows across the small clearing carrying with it literally hundreds of pink and red roses petals. They land scattered about the bed here and there.
Now comes, as the note suggested, the final act of surrender. Christy lies down on the bed staring up at the quivering roses bushes that hang out over the bed. The bed is nice and firm, the pillow large and soft—just the way she likes.
The pink and red petals feel silky smooth against her bare thighs and tummy. The aroma permeating her bed is making her eyelids grow heavier by the second.
Staring at the pretty red and pink roses relaxes her. Christy wishes she was completely naked so she could feel these incredibly soft rose petals all over her body. It is to this dangerous thought that she dozes off.
Less than 10 minutes later her eyes flutter open. There is an air of anticipation surrounding her garden bed. Something is about to happen. She waits. One minute passes and then two. She is beginning to think maybe her nerves have deceived her and is closing her eyes once more on soft bed of roses—this is very apt term for now the bed has become overwhelmed with rose petals, along with a fair amount of green stems.
With her eyes now shut she doesn't notice the rose petals, the stems—they have both come alive on her bed and are writhing in anticipation. The perfumed scent of the roses is so strong that she feels like she has been drugged.
The thought of being drugged scares her, but soon is replaced by more pressing matters. There is a soft persistent tickling on her ankle. She yanks her foot back, startled, before realizing she just simply moved her foot and it had grazed up against one of the smooth green rose stems that are strewn everywhere about the bed.
Curiously, she notices the amount of rose petals sprinkled so generously all about the bed now seems to have at least doubled-- if not more. A cool draft stirs the rose petals to action blowing them into a lovely pink and red whirlwind.
But there is more happening than just that cyclone of pink and red rose petals blowing about. She feels the bottom of both feet being tickled as a pair of slithering green stems have snaked their way inside her heels.
Her mind is reeling-- Jesus is this really happening-- as she jerks her feet back. The stems break contact momentarily before several of them, like hot-wired snakes, follow her feet and attack again.
She must try to escape, before it's too late! Something very, very weird is happening. She tries to raise herself off the bed, but the scent of all these wonderful roses have left her feeling drugged to the point where she hasn't the strength to lift herself.
Collapsing back against the pillow, Christy feels a maddening tickle over both of her feet and ankles and then looks down in time to see a mass of very much alive green stems creeping all over her bare arms and thighs in a wriggling mass tickling her purposefully.
Fighting off the dizzy feeling of her rose induced intoxication she makes one final effort to escape from her bed. She lifts her body up and off the bed and is about to swing her feet onto the floor when three long thick stems wind around her each of her wrists.
The stems yank her back viciously onto the bed. Gasping in alarm, Christy sees the three stems wrapped around each wrist have all tied themselves somehow to other green stems, which in turn have knotted themselves around yet more stems forming a taunt rope of sorts.
Christy is just starting to appreciate her predicament. She twists her head around just in time to see just see each end of the tied stems dangling from her wrists quickly wrapping themselves around a corner post of the bed. Both her wrists are helplessly bound to the corner posts of the bed, just as a pair of stems wrap around both of her ankles giving it the same treatment as her wrists.
In a mere matter of seconds, she finds herself tied by the green stems spread eagle to the bed. She is utterly helpless. She uses the last of her strength to try and free herself, but her struggles are to no avail. The stems are holding fast.
More fiendish delights await the poor girl. The rose petals surround her body on all sides seemingly waiting for something just as a pair of green stems come slithering up through the throng of pink and red petals. The gathering of pink and red rose petals that are surrounding her on all sides all seem to be quivering in anticipation of something.
The stems glide their wait up and onto her breasts converging on the pretty decorative that accents the front of her bra.
MY GOD!!! They . . . they are trying to undo my bra!! The undeniable truth hits her like a slap in the face sending sparks of what-- terror maybe, shock definitely, and yes an underlying current of excitement-- coursing through her body.
And even more amazing is the way all of the other rose petals have gathered around her chest in a haphazard circle of sorts-- seemingly watching the action with bated breath.
The two stems continue to struggle with the tie of her bra, twisting around and around the knotted tie trying to undo it. Of course, it does not come undone—the tie is only decorative.
Christy, maybe overconfident that the stupid stems think the tie is the key to undoing her bra, actually whispers aloud, "Ha!! Stupid stems can't get my bra undone huh can you?"
Scarcely does the soft whispered taunt escape her lips than does the stems unwrap themselves from the tie and instead hook themselves around the front edges of her bra cups and give a tremendous yank.
Like a ripple going through a large crowd at a football game after the home team scores the winning touchdown, all the rose petals gathered around seem to shake and quiver at the same time as her large tits come spilling out of the front of her bra.
Christy looks down in wonder amazed by what she thinks she sees. She looks closer. It's undeniable. After, most amazingly enough those stems purposefully yanked her bra down allowing her extra-large tits to come spilling out, she noticed something. It was simply indisputable that her tits were now actually bigger than before she started this adventure. Somehow, someway they have seemingly grown . . . and grown . . . and grown some more since she entered the magical garden.
The memory of those whispered warnings from the servants now come floating back to her as she stares down at her magically big tits-- Things grow unnaturally large in that garden.
But now she has much more to worry about than her magically growing breasts. At first she thinks she must be imagining it; faint whispers coming from the throng of rose petals that are barely audible, yet wholly unmistakable.
Not surprisingly, the "voices" of the beautiful rose petals are soft and soothing; velvety, smooth and gentle. Oh and the words they are speaking!! Words of praise and adulation coming from her hundreds of tiny new found admirers make her heart race.
Again is it her imagination getting the best of her? Maybe she is intoxicated much more than she can imagine from the perfumed scent of the hundreds of rose petals scattered all over her bed and on her body.
If these muted whispers are indeed reality what praises they sing of her breasts. She hears, or presumes to hear, such whispered words as titanic, colossal, and maybe even enormous which she concludes are meant to pay homage to her tits now immense size.
There is more whispered praise to be heard though as still others of the petals are whispering such words as exquisite, splendid, elegant and flawless which are ringing endorsements to the sheer beauty of her tits.
Then as if all that whispered praise was not enough to get her heart racing she sees --Yes, Oh God yes, they are advancing. Christy deems it impossible, but true. The muffled voices of the petals have grown silent as they stealthily approach her majestic mountains from all sides -- then they all collectively, as if with one mind, stop.
There is a long pregnant pause as her chest slowly rises and falls, her virgin nipples growing erect from their pending fate, she senses is about to fall upon them-- and oh what a lovely impossible exquisite fate it may be she prays.
The petals indeed seem to be waiting as they surround her tits on all sides. She happens to glance around at the bed and sees, like late stragglers to a rock concert, there are still a few petals making their way off the bed and up onto her nearly naked body trying to find a perch where ever they can.
But it is difficult for nearly every inch of her bare skin on the upper part of her body is thronged with the silken petals. They cover both her shoulders and her arms all the way down to her wrists. Once or twice she had tried twisting her arms in a futile attempt to shake them off of her. Some of the petals would fall off, while others, it seemed, clung to her arms for dear life.
It mattered little in the end, for the petals that she did manage to shake off only hopped back up onto her arms as soon as she stopped struggling. Seeing her struggles are barely worth the effort she gives up.
The entirety of her flat tummy is covered with a virtual storm of pink and red petals all huddled in the shadows of those mighty twin peaks that are seemingly the focus of all their attentions.
Waiting in wild anticipation she imagines just above the swell of her breasts she can see dozens of petals gathered about covering her skin like a velvety blanket.
Down
Then there are the unfortunate ones-- the few dozen or so rose petals that could not find a place close so they have taken up domain upon her lovely thighs. Or maybe they are not so unfortunate, but instead only early to the party as they crowd the edges of her panties . . . waiting.
At first it is a mere trickle of pink and red rose petals that shyly quiver and flutter their way down from above and into the deep valley between her tits. She watches with bated breath, lying perfect still, her breasts fully exposed as the half dozen green steamed fingers continue to grip her pretty blue bra making sure the gateway to her abundant tits stays open.
She watches as three or four of the petals, apparently feeling brave, take a leap of faith and dive into the great divide between her tits. Struggling like a pair of lonely mountain climbers, she watches as they make their way slowly up the sides in a heroic effort to reach the summit of her mighty twin peaks. Their struggles up the sides of her tits are like a soft maddeningly tickle. A tickle she wants to feel more of as a wicked idea seizes her mind.
The rose petals seem almost shy. Almost like they have a "let's look, but not touch" attitude that is driving her wild with pent up desire. Pent up desire because she cannot help but to notice how everywhere on her bare skin that these enchanted petals have alighted there is a feeling like the soft caress of silky smooth kisses that feels so very good.
At first, it was maybe only a deeply repressed feeling that she was slow to acknowledge, but the fact is now-- Oh God, yes now-- she wants, very, very badly, to feel that loving soft caress of rose petals all over her ultra -sensitive and love starved tits.
It was this thought she supposed that started the coming avalanche. This thought that caused her with a mighty jerk to thrust her upper body higher as much as her green stemmed bonds would allow and shake her tits thus causing a spillage of red and pink rose petals down and into the valley between her breasts. She thinks of doing it again, of a second bold thrust to get the ball rolling even more, but the first try seems to be having the desired effect.
The dozen or so petals she managed to spill down and in between her tits are now all scrambling up the sides of her boobs to reach the pinnacle. She imagines they may have been encouraged by the efforts of those first three or four hardy brave souls that are now perched on top of her tits quivering and quaking, i.e. showing off for the massed throng below, that they, the brave few, the lucky few, have scaled the mighty twins peaks of Mt. St. Christine.
What started as a paltry few, and then turned into a trickle, has now turned into a virtual cascade of petals rushing on downwards into her cleavage. In mere seconds her substantial cleavage is quickly filled to the brim with dozens upon dozens of mad scrambling rose petals causing the fortunate ones on top to easily spill out sideways and onto her tits.
Seeing the tumultuous action above them seems to causes a ripple of excitement to run through the crowd below on her belly. She watches and sees the cascade has now turned into a wild mad deluge as the petals are coming from everywhere now-- swarming down from her shoulders, leaping across from her arms, scrambling wildly from her tummy upwards to mob her tits.
And my dear God what a feeling it is!! The sensation she is experiencing all over her breasts is nothing short of extraordinary. It's as if she was being caressed by hundreds of light tickling fingers.
She looks down at her chest. Her tits are completely covered with these deliciously wicked rose petals. She smiles to herself as it almost appears that she is wearing a red and pink bra of quivering rose petals.
She wants to lay her head back against the pillow and surrender to this indescribable feeling of being touched by hundreds of light cloying fingertips, but out of sheer curiosity she doesn't as she rightly senses there is much more to see.
Her curiosity comes from the simple fact thus far her poor nipples are totally lacking in attention. They are fully erect, jutting up like a pair of untouched crown jewels, just waiting to be discovered, but as of yet the petals have formed a perfectly bare circle around them.
She can only wonder why she is being withheld the delight of having them caressed like the rest of her breasts. Soon the soft soothing touch of fingers caressing her tits give way to an even more joyful delight: she now has the sensation of the trembling petals all applying a smattering of light airy kisses all over her tits.
She looks down with wide staring eyes, her entire body quivering from the sensation, goosebumps breaking all up and down her arms at this wonderful onslaught of kisses continues unabated.
The kisses are soon co-mingled with a mixture of the tender nibbles and moist honey suckled licks from her new best friends-- these wonderfully magical rose petals.
Even the unfortunate congregation of rose petals that could not make it for sheer lack of space up onto her breasts and were stuck below on her tummy now join in on the fun. They start to move all about as they apply soft nibbles and licks all over her bare defenseless tummy.
Since it's not so crowded down on her tummy, these bewitched petals have room to roam the vast tanned expanse of her tummy and roam they do. She watches the dozen or so petals on her abdomen with lidded eyes as they turn, circle, wheel and then rotate back leaving no spot on her belly untouched.
She completely surrenders, closing her eyes and letting herself go just as the first soft moan escapes from her lips. Unknown to her, there is, undiscovered all along the edges of her body, a reserve body of petals waiting for just such a moment. Just waiting for her to surrender which is their signal to attack!!
They rush up and on to her body en mass. The ones towards the lower half of the bed scamper up and on to her yet to be explored legs, while the other petals, the ones towards the upper part of her body, find a home exploring her neck and throat.
Another moan as she finds her hypersensitive neck and throat, along with her lean muscular legs, being subjugated to the same maddening treatment as the rest of her body.
Christy is on the verge of sheer sensory overload from this new onslaught of kisses. Shutting her eyes even tighter, she makes a fervent wish aloud. "Oh God, please, please my beauties stop ignoring my nipples."
No sooner do the words trip out of her mouth than her wish is granted. Two of the green rose stems scattered haphazardly all over her enchanted bed spring into action-- seemingly they were only waiting for the right moment-- a moment her impassioned wish has brought down upon her.
The stems wind their way purposefully up onto her body and then make a bee line straight to her chest. The slither, one a piece, up the side of her tits. Their slithering touch causes her to raise her head up and watch as the stems converge on her nipples.
The ends of the stems begin to flick delicately at her distended nipples back and forth in perfect unison with one another. Another small moan escapes her lips as her nipples grow achingly hard from the attentions of these light flicks.
The flickering madness continues until the she is squirming against the green ties that trap her helplessly. The rose petals have all fallen silent as they seem to be watching the two lucky stems that were chosen to tease her gorgeously erect nipples to extreme hardness.
The brief silence of the rose petals is broken as in exact harmony they all come alive. They start quivering and quacking like before, but this time, Oh God this time, they do not ignore her nipples. The petals aggressively swarm all over them by the dozens, each giving her nipples a procession of gentle kisses and licks as they pass over.
Even better is now the rest of the petals covering her body all have come to life once again. They shake and quiver while staying in place applying kiss after light butterfly kiss wherever they rest--which is everywhere.
Her open thighs all the way to the edge of her panties are covered with the swirling petals as is her tummy. Then all of a sudden it all stops. The petals lay silent. Still. Waiting.
The green stems that first attacked her nipples have stolen away. Christy opens her eyes as the sensations assaulting her body have stopped. She wonders why and then sees the answer.
Like a pair of green rivers meandering their way down from a twin pair of majestic mountains, and then onto the fruited plains, the stems part the clustered multitudes of petals flowing softly, steadily, silently to their final destination—the moist valley that lies between her legs.
The young girl gazes at the scene, barely allowing herself to breathe as the tickling green stemmed rivers follow parallel paths. They are now approaching the mid-point of her belly and in response the previously quiet rose petals are starting to come alive once more. The palpitations are slight, but noticeable.



She feels it; the trembling of the sea of rose petals that cover her body. The stems are at her navel now. They slow down; maybe wanting the tension to rise knowing they are the center of attention.
They takes divergent courses around her belly button as the quiet palpitations of the rose petals grow stronger. The palpitations have turned into a steady buzz that is only increasing as the green stemmed rivers continue their steady descent down to Christy's moist virgin valley between her legs protected only by her fragile blue lace panties.
The buzz grows to a hum. A steady hum that is adding to the unbearable sexual tension that she is experiencing. Her legs are twitching involuntarily hoping her attention starved pussy may get some relief. She can only imagine what it would be like if these pulsating lively little rose petals were to attack her pussy en masse like they had her tits.
She whispers a silent prayer as the twin rivers glide down past her navel and right up to the very edge of her panties. They pause there as the buzz of the petals turns into a steady vibration of pent up excitement, especially among the petals closes to her panties.
She stares at the curious spectacle of the stems having split off towards her hips and then start "fiddling" with the edge of her panties. They both slip their ends just under the edge of the panties—maybe testing to see if there will be resistance. Finding none they both curl their ends up and under the panties, gripping it like a pair of green talons and lift up.
The door is wide open now to her secret inner depths. Like ants streaming to a picnic basket there comes a steady torrent of petals marching down and disappearing inside her panties.
Amanda wants to scream and shout maybe at the madcap scene, but instead only lets out a small gasp as the green stems simultaneously let her panties fall back into place trapping dozens of lucky petals inside.
It starts slowly. A rotating vivacious buzzing inside her panties. The young virgin Christy had never dreamed anything could be quite so . . . delicious as what she was now experiencing. It was like she was being licked, nibbled and kissed down there all at once by the dozens of throbbing rose petals trapped inside her panties all doing their own little thing.
And just to add to the excitement the petals still shrouding her tits were now all bustling with a purring excitement of their own. She felt her tits being caressed and kissed all over by the hundreds of petals blanketing them.
She shuts her eyes tight and tries to imagine just how powerful her first orgasm shall be. She has waited a long time for this moment having been up until now that is an extremely "good girl".
The petals inside her panties are going to town. Three or four of them are clinging to her swollen clit vibrating faster and faster making her hips buck wildly against the green stems that hold her tight. The rest of the petals seem to be attacking her pussy with a splendid assortment of kisses sending her rocketing to the very edge of her long awaited first orgasm.
Her whole body begins to quiver and shake. Her head is thrashing about her long pretty hair flying wildly as he hips buck violently against the bed. She lets out a half yell, half moan that ends with her being submerged in a sea of pleasurable sensations that are wholly indescribable.
It is her first real orgasm and so very unforgettable. The stems release her, but she is too weak to rise out of her bed of roses so she drifts off to sleep under the warm summer night sky. Her dreams are wicked and pleasant all at once.
When she awakens before dawn and trudges slowly back up to the house she knows for certain she will be visiting her secret garden of delights again . . . and again . . . and again. And maybe next time she will take someone with her. Her daddy maybe . . . Hmm, that might be fun, Christy muses as the iron gate clangs shut behind her.
...



        Comforting Mom

        Son provides love and comfort to insecure mom.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/comforting-mom-2

Title: Comforting Mom

Author: Jimyfoxx

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Son provides love and comfort to insecure mom.

Tags: taboo, love, son, mother, incest




Thomas pauses at his mother's door and hears her crying. He silently curses his father. He must have hurt her. Again. His hopes that things might have improved between his parents over the last few months since his absence seem to have come to nothing.
After knocking softly on the door he waits. She answers after a moment, and despite the tears staining her pretty face, she looks happy to see him.
"Hi hon."
"Hi, Mom, are you OK?"
"Hmm, not really actually. Your dad left me."
"Again, well he will be back. He always comes back."
Ellen looks at her young son. She has been keeping the truth from him for the past few months. Thomas had left for school, Michigan State, at the end of the summer shortly after which Frank had up and left her. This time for good.
He was eighteen and a freshman away from home for the first time. She simply had not wanted to burden him with her martial problems as he tried to get settled in his new environment.
"Look honey, come downstairs with me and I will tell you the truth."
Ten minutes later they are sitting next to each other in front of the fire on this cold December night. The den is dark and silent except for the crackle and pop of the glowing fire. They are both sipping on a full glasses of red wine she just poured them.
He stares at his mother as she sips on her glass of wine. As always he is smitten by her beauty. Ellen was your typical Filipino beauty who, at the age of 42, had a mature graceful appearance that only seemed to get better with time. She had a nice slim figure - not too tall, 5' 2" while weighing 106 pounds. Her hair was raven black and beguiling falling just past her shoulders matching nicely her dark flawless complexion.
Ellen won a couple of local beauty contests when she was younger a fact which surprised her young son not in the least. Best of all, she was a true coquette, loving to flirt and always smiling.
As a mother she was blessed with a gentle disposition, kindness, patience, and a wonderfully big heart full of undying love for her only child. To her husband she was caring, faithful, romantic, and loyal to a fault. Sadly none of this was appreciated much by Frank who was a faithless womanizer who basically took advantage of his wife's loyal nature.
And now she was drinking a fact which secretly thrilled Thomas as his mother tended to become quite warm and friendly after a glass or two of wine. The thrill of watching her drink is somewhat offset by the disappointment in what she is wearing.
On some occasions, especially when they were alone, Ellen could be quite the show off in the way she dressed around her young son. But apparently she was not in a show off mood tonight for she was wearing a thick fuzzy white robe that completely covered that sweet little petite figure of hers.
He reaches out and touches her arm lightly as they sit side by side on the sofa across from the fire. "So what is it, Mom? Why are you crying? He left you before and you never cried. Not that I remember."
"This time it's for good honey. That is what I have been avoiding telling you for the past few months. He left for good this time, shortly after you went off to college. I didn't want you to worry so I said nothing."
"Yeah but how do you know it's for good? He left before and always returned."
"Tommy . . ." She takes his hand into hers and squeezed it gently. "The divorce papers have already been signed by the both of us. Its final . . . and well he is already living with his new girlfriend."
"Seriously, Jesus no wonder he has been avoiding my calls. And Christ you should have said something, Mom. I would have come home."
"And that is exactly why I didn't . . . just because I knew you would have wanted to drop everything to rush home and comfort your mommy."
"I guess you know me that well?"
"I do." She looks at him and smiles. The wine, her fragile mood, the warm intimacy of the cozy den and its glowing romantic fire is all combining to create a warm glow deep inside her heart.
But most especially, after being away from her beloved Tommy for so long, three and half months, that is 107 days to be exact, now him being home - and their being alone together on his first night home- something seems magical about this evening.
Now the smile, by careful design, turns into a frown. Always attuned to his mother's moods he notices the frown.
"What's wrong?"
"Nothing . . . everything. I just missed you. I want to talk but . . ."
"But?"
"But it's warm in here. The fire you know."
"We can talk somewhere else. The kitchen maybe. The living room."
"The kitchen. Hmm no . . . it's not comfortable and as for the living room no way. Too many bad memories . . . of your dad sitting there stupid drunk in his easy chair barking orders at me. Here in the den is actually the perfect place to talk. This was my place. Our place actually as remember he never came in here."
"Yeah right, mother I remember. We used to cuddle in front of the fire on cold winter's evenings."
"Yes, that was nice. Real nice in fact."
"Are you saying you maybe you want to cuddle like before, Mom?"
"Do you? God knows I could use a little cuddling. I'm not feeling very good about myself."
"Well I would be happy to cuddle with my Mommy. You know, relive old memories, but then with my arms around you you would be really too warm . . . and you are already complaining about it being too hot in here. I guess I could put the fire out."
"Then it will be too cold," she whines knowing she is hard to please while at the same time knowing full well Thomas will do anything to appease her no matter how difficult she is being. It works, of course.
"First too hot, then too cold . . . Jesus, Mom!!"
"I know, I know . . . I am hard to please. I don't want you to put out the fire anyways. It's soothing to watch the flames dance about."
"But if it makes you uncomfortable."
"Well maybe if we don't move so close to the fire. We could just stay here on the couch I will be alright."
"Yeah we could that. You could also maybe take off your stupid old lady robe, Mom."
She smiles at him as this is the opening she has been waiting for. "What you don't like your mom's thick fuzzy robe son."
"Not really. It's well not to be mean, but it's not exactly appealing."
"Yeah, well, the problem is . . . what I am wearing underneath my ugly robe hon."
"Pajamas would be my guess."
"Guess again."
"Tee shirt and shorts maybe."
"Hmm, no."
"Ahh, nothing."
"Yeah you wish," she laughs reaching out and ruffling his full head of golden brown hair.
He flushes red at her wisecrack a fact that doesn't go unnoticed by her. Ellen has always suspected her son is a bit more attracted to his mother than maybe normally a son should be, but instead of being repelled by this fact, the truth is she finds it to be quite flattering.
"You wanna hear the God's honest truth hon. Can you handle it?"
"Of course," he fires back still smarting from her wisecrack.
"I am wearing a bra and panties."
"So big deal, Mom, I have seen you in your underwear before."
"Yeah, true, but not since you were young and most especially what I am wearing now is not the bra and panties you remember from years ago."
"Really, well what is so special about them?"
"First tell me something. You say you remember me from before in my underwear?"
"Yes."
"And what do you remember?"
He shifts uncomfortably on the couch. He doesn't want his mother to think he is some kind of pervert from him remembering how she looked in her underwear.
He takes a large swallow of his wine hoping it will allow him to relax a bit. He is not much of a wine drinker and the large swallow has the desired effect.
She senses his uneasiness. "I asked hon, so tell me. Don't worry I won't think anything bad."
"OK, well, since you asked. I remember you always seemed to prefer white and . . ."
"And? Tell me, be honest."
"There is nothing to tell. I guess white mainly."
"I will say it for you. White and boring."
"Yeah . . . maybe."
"Well hon, the underwear I am wearing tonight is quite the opposite. Colorful and exciting I guess you could call it."
"Really?"
She can see he is curious- which is exactly what she wants him to be.
"Here is the story. I bought what I am wearing maybe two years ago . . . along with a bunch of other sexy stuff. You know lingerie type things. I had hoped of . . . like . . . sparking an interest in your father toward me."
"Did it work?"
"He got mad when he seen the charges on the credit card and made me take everything back. I did . . . almost that is. I saved what I am wearing now in secret."
"Geez, what an asshole." Thomas polishes off the rest of the wine in three large angry sips. Just thinking of what a prick his father truly was makes him emotional.
"Yeah, well, that was your dad. Anyways tonight I was feeling down and depressed and really not very good about myself. I was rearranging my closet to take my mind off of things when I stumbled across the only sexy stuff I saved. I decided on a whim to try it on. To see if it still fit . . . and then you knocked on the door. I threw the robe on over it of course."
"But you were crying. Why?"
"Yeah, I guess because wearing my sexy stuff reminded me I have no one to be sexy for especially now that I am old and alone." She finishes her nearly half full glass of wine in one large swallow as the anger swells inside of her.
He carefully gathers her hands into his. She looks to be on the verge of tears again. "Mom, first of all, you are not old. You still look fantastic and . . . I am here so you are not alone."
"I bet if you seen me in my stupid sexy underwear you would not say that. Yeah, nothing worse than an old woman trying to regain her lost sex appeal."
"Mom!! Stop it!! I bet I wouldn't think that at all."
They both stared at each other for a long moment . . . before he said it. He didn't mean to really, but it just sorta of slipped out.
"Why don't you show me?"
"Take my robe off? No way! You will laugh."
He might have let it drop at that if it was not for the mischievous smile she let slip out. He knew his mom well and that little smile said his idea appealed to her . . . even if maybe she would not say so out loud.
He decides to pursue the matter. "I won't. Promise. C'mon Mom, don't be like that. You got me all curious and shit and now I wanna see."
Thomas, maybe feeling brave from just finishing off his glass of red wine, reaches out and tries to undo the large knot of his mother's robe.
She laughs while trying to swat his hands away.
"God, you are such a tease, Mom," he says pushing her hands away and attacking the knot once again.
"Honey . . . stop." She tries to rebuff him once more, but he responds by playfully pushing her back onto the couch.
He reaches his hands out slowly toward her while whispering, "I could overpower you and take the robe off . . . if I want to. You know considering the three glasses of wine and you are drunk."
"Yeah, you probably could, but you are kidding of course?"
"Of course," he replies sheepishly as he settles back on the love seat.
"Well too bad because I was going to let you take off my robe and see."
"You were?"
"Yeah, I mean . . . I guess I am really curious as to what you might think."
"So show me and satisfy both our curiosities."
"Fine, since you asked . . . but let me . . .Maybe I need one more glass of wine to fortify my nerves." She stands up and weaves her way across the den to the small mini bar stuck in one corner opposite of the fireplace.
He watches wondering if she is just joking about showing him. She pours herself another full glass of the delicious red wine and takes a small sip from it before turning back to him.
Saying nothing she leans back against the bar and slowly, seductively even, begins to undo the large knot that holds her robe shut.
Thomas swallows hard as his cock jerks inside his jeans. What his mother is wearing looks fantastic on her. Colorful and exciting indeed would be an apt way of describing the dark purple bra she is wearing.
The panties, adorned with rainbow colored side straps, are equally sexy and exciting. But what really has his fucking cock jerking to new heights of hardness is the way she is looking at him so . . . seductively.
Thomas has never seen his mother looking so hot and sexy as she does right at this moment. A moment that is growing in intensity as she slowly smiles at him while he stares dumbly at her spellbound by her beauty.
They say nothing until she breaks the silence. "Join me at the bar for another glass of wine hon."
He moves across the den hoping the bulge in his jeans is not to obvious. As he draws nearer his eyes become helplessly trapped on her pretty purple bra. Her small tits are crowned with a pair of deliciously erect nipples that are on full display.
At the bar they sit sipping on their respective wines and enjoy a moment or two of silence. The sexual tension in the air between mother and son is thick with anticipation.
Ellen notices how her son's eyes keep flickering down to her chest. Normally, she would ignore such a thing, but being a bit tipsy and feeling playful she decides to tease him a bit.
"So . . . you are not running out of the room in horror at seeing your mother in her sexy underwear."
"Mom . . . Jeez you look fantastic. I can't believe what an idiot dad is for leaving you."
"He found better."
"No way. Better than you? How so?"
"Younger, prettier and ahh nicer . . . you know, bigger tits."
"Mom . . ."
She cuts him off deciding on a bold course of action. "Save it hon. I am getting cold now."
"So, maybe you ought to . . . you know, put your robe on."
"Do you really want me to do that?" Her voice is soft and sweet . . . teasing even.
He considers his answer carefully. She is drunk and obviously feeling highly emotional. If he says yes it may hurt her feelings, like maybe he really wants her to cover up because she doesn't look so good. On the other hand, if he says no maybe she thinks he is a bit of a pervert wanting to see his mother in her sexy underwear.
He quickly decides on taking the risk of seeming perverted. He looks at her seriously and quietly says, "No."
"Good. Then let's move over to the sofa so we can cuddle, if you want that is?"
"Of course."
Cuddling close together on the couch they again enjoy a few minutes of reflective silence before Ellen breaks it.
"This is nice and comfortable being in your arms hon. I could just sink off to sleep you know."
"Really . . . you wanna sleep here tonight next to me, Mom?"
"You wouldn't mind?"
"No," he replies secretly delighted at the thought of spending the entire night cuddling with his mother.
"But it's a bit unfair you know." Ellen unwinds herself from his arms as she stands up.
"What is?"
She gets to her feet pulling him with her. "Oh, just that you are still fully dressed."
"Yeah, so?" he says nervously knowing that he is more than a little firm down there.
"Do you normally sleep fully dressed, Tommy?"
"C'mon, Mom, you know I sleep in my boxers."
She smiles at him brightly trying to put him at ease before her next teasing comment. "Well then what are you waiting for. Come on . . ." She boldly reaches out and starts to undo his belt. "Don't be such a shy little boy around your mother. Get undressed and join me under the throw."
She lets his belt, undone now, slip from her hands as she plops back down on the sofa pulling the dark burgundy throw blanket from the back of the sofa around her shoulders while turning her back on him.
Ellen hears him pull off his tee shirt as she picks up her wine glass. When she hears his jeans hit the floor her heart begins to race as she polishes off the balance of her wine.
Settled quietly under the blanket, wrapped inside the warm cocoon of each other arms, Ellen sighs as Thomas wraps his arms around her.
"Hey hon, how about you give your mom a nice little shoulder and neck massage," she says after a minute. He readily agrees slipping off the sofa onto his knees.
Thomas gently kneads his mom's shoulders and neck and Ellen relaxes enjoying the attentions of her son. Soon, feeling both totally relaxed and comfortable from her son's sweet massage, she dozes off.
Thomas notices she is not stirring even as his hands slip down along her back. He likes the feel of his mom's bare skin and is actually starting to get shamefully very hard down there.
It quickly degenerates into the classic case of the angel on one shoulder and the devil on the other for the young man. The devil is whispering in his ear, "Go ahead, she is drunk and passed out . . . have some fun . . . do some exploring."
The voice is hard to resist. Maybe if he was not drunk himself he could ignore such a tempting thought. His hands slip down across her back and under the throw right to the very edge of her panties. They were just ready to slip down and explore his mother's nice ass when the angel on the other shoulder chimes in, "Tsk, tsk, tsk."
His hands obey and back off sliding away and up only to pause in the middle of her back. They delicately explore the strap of her bra. "Go ahead undo it Tommy. Be brave, be bold, she will never know."
The angel starts in again. "No, no, no that would not be proper."
"Shut the hell up," Thomas mutters quietly as his fingers skate along the back of her strap, searching for the clasp, preparing to follow the devilish advice, but just then his mother sighs deeply. She stretches her arms as Thomas quickly jerks his hands up from under the blanket.
She slowly flips over on her back and gives him a warm smile. "I guess your massage was so nice that I dozed off for a minute."
"Yes, I guess so," he replies nervously hoping she did not notice his roaming hands.
"I think maybe you should finish your massage, but first maybe you should give me a nice little good night kiss . . . in case, you know, I pass out again."
"Sure," he mutters relaxing as apparently he did not do anything too forward to prevent her from wanting him to continue the massage.
Raising up fully on his knees he looks down at her. She waiting for her kiss looking utterly beautiful. He kisses her lightly on the top of the forehead and then starts to pull away, but she quickly reaches up and snakes a hand around the back of his head.
"Honey, are you afraid to give me a kiss on the lips?"
It has been years since they kissed on the lips. Sadly. The kiss is like a taste of heaven. Sweet, soft, and delicate, their lips come together again and again.
Grudgingly he starts to pull away afraid of wearing out his welcome, but again she pulls him back down this time to whisper in his ear words that he shall never forget.
"Honey, by the way, your mother's bra unhooks in the front."
A brief pause while his heart nearly explodes. Jesus, she knew what he was doing . . . and doesn't seem to mind!!
She lets him go. Pulling back he stares down at her as their eyes met. Something unspoken passes between them as she takes his hands and guides them to the middle of her chest. Pushing them onto her bra she sighs, "See."
His fingers find the clasp in the middle . . . waiting to be breached it seems as she settles deeper into the comfortable confines of the sofa, closing her eyes while sighing deeply with just the smallest of smiles on her face.
She relaxes her arms at her side offering no resistance as his hands kneads her breasts through the soft material of her gorgeous bra. She allows it saying nothing, doing nothing as her breathing becomes slow and steady.
He wonders if she could actually be preparing to pass out again as he is fondling her fucking breasts! His fingers begin to fiddle with the clasp. Still she offers no resistance.



He twists and tugs at the clasp. He is inexperienced at such things and it is showing. Still she seems utterly unconcerned that he is attempting to undo her bra. Finally, he manages to undo her bra and then heaven is revealed to his eyes as he pulls her bra open.
"Do you like them baby?" she murmurs in a barely audible voice.
"Oh God, yes mother, they are beautiful." In the faint light cast by the dying fire her tits glow with such pristine beauty that he becomes instantly rock hard.
His mom's tits are small and delicate, much like her, full of both beauty and grace. Her nipples are fully erect and just waiting to be plundered by his eager young hands.
His fingertips dance over her nipples making her sigh deeply. He takes his sweet time exploring his mother's tits fully with a tender loving touch while she moans quietly and sinks deeper into the plush sofa.
He is moving closer unable to fight the maternal calling of his mom's tits to his mouth. He begins with several delicate kisses just above her tits before moving his mouth down carefully onto the gentle slope of her breasts.
He closes his eyes and opens his mouth, preparing to fulfill the deepest fantasy that a mother and her 18 year old son might share. His tongues slides out lathering first one nipple, and then the other with dozens of tender licks.
Ellen lets out a loud moan as his tongue works its magic on her distended nipples. He pulls back to look at his handy work before he can no longer resist.
He sucks on her tits with a gentle fondness that has poor Ellen squirming all over the sofa. His hands slips down inside her panties as she spreads her legs willingly. Lowering his mouth to her breasts once more, he is eager to show his mother the absolute yearning he holds for her small tits knows no bounds.
Thomas simply wants to show his mother she has the most desirable tits in the world. Not because they are big or small, but simply because they are hers.
Oh God, Mommy your tits are so lovely, so beautiful . . . I could suck on them all night." He breathlessly exclaims in between several long suckling sessions.
Ellen is growing hotter by the moment. Frank was never one for warming her up before doing the deed but Jesus, Tommy has me warmed up and then some. Still she needs more before they commit to the ultimate act of love.
"Take them off honey. I want you to kiss me . . . down there."
Her panties end up on the floor next to his jeans as he climbs up onto the sofa and positions himself in between her legs. He licks at the tender moist folds her wet pussy with a loving tenderness that sets her heart on fire. Thomas, inexperienced as he might be, just somehow seems to know what she wants and goes nice and slow.
His tongue flickers out again and again. The soft licks and gentle lapping of his tongue finally find her swollen clit. She jerks as he attacks it fondly with an eager tongue and lips.
"Jesus, I need you inside of me," she cries pulling him up and into her arms. They exchange several long kisses before she suggests it will be better if she is on top.
Their eyes met, souls touching as she carefully lowers herself onto his throbbing six inches of virgin manhood. She starts slow bouncing up and down at a leisurely pace. He concentrates fully on not coming too quickly.
Fortunately for him he had one of his daily masturbation sessions that night in bed before waking up and finding her crying. It helps some, but as his eyes focus on her lovely petite tits jiggling up and down he starts to lose control.
Thomas uses his hands to grip her small waist as he forcefully drives upwards causing her to let out a small grunt. Driving his hips upwards with robust force he drives his cock deep inside of her.
His mother's constant whimpers of pleasure turns him on immensely as Ellen easily falls into the new frenzied rhythm with a passion that equals his.
Rocking back up and down he comes hard inside of her while mere moments later she lets out a long piercing scream of unbridled passion her whole body shaking with an intense forbidden climax.
Falling into his arms, she clings to him tightly unwilling to consider the moral implications of how she just took his virginity, but instead focusing on the intense love they share for each other. Instead of feeling guilty she only feels one thing- anticipation for the next time.
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A COLD DECEMBER NIGHT AROUND MIDNIGHT - The bedroom of Lian, an extremely attractive, lonely and bored housewife . . .
The burglar roots around in the jewelry box looking for goodies when he suddenly hears the bedroom door open. He turns to see a woman standing at the threshold of the door; she flips the light switch on and the bedroom fills with the glow of two bedside table lamps.
Spotting the intruder the woman screams and turns to run with the burglar quickly giving chase. She desperately flees down the hallway heading for the stairs. But thanks to her 5 inch high heels, and the extremely tight short skirt she is wearing, she can't flee fast enough to escape.
The young man is quickly on her before she reaches the stairs. He grabs her roughly by the arm, and shakes her as she struggles to free herself. Wanting to scare her into submission, he whips out a switchblade knife and waves the six inch blade alarmingly close to her pretty face.
Extremely frightened by the ugly cold steel of the knife she whispers a quick prayer before her assailant hisses in her ear, "Don't make me cut your ass bitch."
"P-please . . . . Don't hurt me. Please, y-you can have, I mean . . . take anything you want from the house, but just don't hurt me."
"I think I have exactly what I want here, in my arms. Let's go back down the hallway to that pretty little bedroom of yours so I can decide what I'm going to do with you . . . or to you."
The lady shudders as she is roughly pushed down the dark hallway toward her bedroom. The young burglar gets an eyeful as he propels her forward in front of him. The skirt she is wearing makes two things patently obvious— she has a really nice ass, along with a pair of fine legs, and based on the length and the tightness of her slutty little mini-skirt, she doesn't mind showing either of them off.
When they finally reach the bedroom the woman hesitates, fearful of what he might do to her. Her hesitation is greeted roughly as he snaps, "Get in there bitch."
To emphasize his tough words he gives her forceful push. Lian nearly stumbles to the floor, but at the last possible moment, he reaches out deftly and catches her by the elbow. He half drags, half carries her over to the bed as she gets a sense for the first time of his youthful strength.
The woman cowers on the edge of her king sized bed while the burglar paces the room trying to figure out just how to handle the situation. Coming home unexpectedly like this, she has totally fucked up his plans. His earlier mentioned dire threat to cut her was a threat with no real substance behind it. He only wanted to scare her into submission so he can figure out how to best handle the situation.
No one was supposed to be home. He did his homework; what the fuck happened? He glares at her from across the room hoping he can come up with a plan fast.
His glare quickly softens though as he finally takes a good look at the lady. She is an older Asian woman; old enough to be his mother maybe as she appears to be in her late thirties or early forties.
Her shiny black hair is pulled up into a careless bun, but despite this, in the soft glow of the bedroom light, the burglar sees her for what she truly is: an exotic mature Asian beauty. It is for this type of woman that young Zeke has always possessed a major weakness for.
Crossing the room toward her, he decides to find out just what the hell she is doing home when abruptly she jumps up from the bed and starts to speak. "Please take anything you want just don't hurt me. Please . . . I won't call the police."
She might as well been talking to the lamp as her words are lost upon him when he sees what appears to be two large bowling balls bounce up and down inside her tight white blouse.
"Jesus she must have huge tits," he thinks as he draws nearer. Those apparently large tits of hers is the final piece of the puzzle. She now possess all the physical attributes in a woman that makes her perfect in his mind.
Their eyes met for a brief moment in the dim light of the room. There seems to be a brief moment where it's almost like they recognize each other from some dark and distant past—forgotten- except in the very depths of their hearts.
Again that unbidden thought floats inside his head, she is old enough to be my mother. But the moment is fleeting. He needs to concentrate on the task at hand not on fanciful musings.
He lashes out at her; his anger is the result of the weakness he feels toward her. "Yeah, you sure are a pretty Chinese whore ain't you and well put together I see."
His eyes fall helplessly to her chest before, quite unexpectedly, she slaps him hard defiantly barking, "I ain't a whore you bastard."
Almost immediately she regrets her impulsive reaction as he raises the knife, before letting it drop again just as quickly. He is not angry, but instead only amused by her spunk.
He rubs the side of his face before replying. "Well, I seen you have a bit of spirit to you lady. That is good . . . I mean . . . that you ain't a whore."
"W-what are you going to do to me," she whispers while edging toward the bedroom door.
"Go ahead, try and run again and see where it gets you," he snarls as he strides across the room slamming the door shut. He turns back toward her barking, "Give me your cell phone . . . you have a landline?"
"No," she sniffles as she hands over her phone. "Look . . . I'm sorry about the slap. I just can't stand being called a whore. My husband calls me that sometimes and I hate it."
"And where is the man of the house now?"
"Away on business . . . as usual."
"Speaking of being away today is Saturday. I have been watching this place for a few weeks now and no one is ever home on Saturday night so why are you here now?"
"Your right. I usually go stay with my mother on Saturday's but we got in a fight so I went out with a friend tonight and then came home early when she met some guy."
"Only to find me, huh. Your lucky day."
"Somehow," she looks at him evenly trying not to show any fear, "I'm not feeling very lucky right now."
"And you will be feeling even less lucky if you try slapping me again. Yeah speaking of that, I think you have shown yourself to be untrustworthy. I don't like to be slapped much so I better do something so that doesn't happen again. Maybe I should tie those pretty little hands of yours up so they don't get into anymore mischief."
"Oh please. Is that really necessary?"
"Fucking A right it is. But just to show you what a nice guy I can be, I will give you a choice here. You can either tell me where I might find something to bind your hands that won't hurt you too much or I can tear your bedroom apart until I find something on my own."
Lian does her best to blink back the tears that are threatening to flow. She doesn't want to show weakness as she senses it will only further embolden him. Trying to calm her voice and sound braver than she feels, she points a shaky finger towards the large dresser on the far wall, "You can find my pantyhose in the bottom drawer."
"Pantyhose, yeah perfect. Now don't do anything stupid and make a break for the door sweetheart. I mean with those slutty, what? six inch high heels your wearing you won't get far and I do promise if I have to run and catch you I won't be so nice this time. Understood?"
"Yes and they are five inches not six by the way."
He pauses in mid stride and glares at her. She fears at first maybe she should not have corrected him so easily, but her fears are put to rest when his glare turns to a rather likable smile.
"Well I stand corrected. Are you also going to correct me on them being . . . slutty also or just the height?"
She says nothing only looking down while praying that charming smile he just gave her does not hide some ill intent. Watching him glide across the room she notices he moves with the confidence of a nimble creature of the night.
Dressed in a black sweater and jeans, he is both young and handsome. He wore his long Teutonic-golden hair in a casual jumble that seemed to fit him. Both his hair and smile almost seem to glow when the soft light of the bedroom strikes them just right.
Wanting to provide in accurate description to the police she takes the time to analyze him. With a build that is lean, yet appears powerful, he is probably 5'9" and maybe weighs in the neighborhood of 180 pounds she would guess. Probably pure muscle at his age, she muses which she guesses to be a young 18 or 19.
What Lian notes about him especially is his uncanny resemblance to Roger, her American high school sweetheart back in Taiwan. They had met in the international private high school she attended. Her parents, of course, hated him.
After she got pregnant at the age of 17, they planned on getting married. It all fell apart though when Roger was busted for selling cocaine at the high school. She never heard from him again after he moved back to America with his parents.
On her own with an 8 month old baby to support she took a job as a stripper in a local dance club. Being a stripper paid her bills and also served to give her the attention she always seemed to be seeking from men.
She went through a series of increasingly bad boyfriends until one finally convinced her to hold some drugs for him. Her bad luck continued when she got busted holding his drugs.
She did eight years in prison, while her baby was taken away and given to the Catholic Church to be put up for adoption. Her mother, by now alone and sickly, was in no condition to take care of a baby.
Upon being released from prison she contacted the church to try and find out about her son, but they would not release any information in regards to her son. Determined to find something out, with the help of a small bribe to encourage her, a secretary at the church took pity on her, and divulged a bit of information on the sly. Apparently, Randy had been adopted by an American and his wife, and was now living somewhere back in the United States.
Then in an ironic twist of fate Lian ended up in America herself. A traveling American business man took a fancy to her one night at the strip club and ended up taking her out to dinner. The dinner was followed by an intense romantic relationship that ended up with them getting married three months later. She ended up moving with her new husband to a comfortable suburb just outside of Boston.
Her dream of a better life soon turned to a nightmare though as Bill was extremely jealous and controlling of his younger wife. Making matters worse, she found after settling into her new home that Bill had three bratty young teenage kids from a previous marriage. He had failed to mention this to her during their whirlwind courtship.
Now at the age of 35 things were improving somewhat. The kids had all moved out of the house by now so she didn't have to contend with them anymore. As for Bill, he spent nearly every weekend away on business, or hanging out with his buddies, chasing women and getting drunk.
Lian, having the weekends to herself, would hang out with her best friend Liz. On Fridays, they would go out to dinner and then after to a nightclub or lounge for drinks. On Saturdays she would go to her mother's house where she would spend the night.
Now watching this young thief in the night paw through her underwear drawer she is on the verge of bursting out in tears.
Struggling to control her emotions, she forces herself to think about something else. Something a bit more pleasant . . . or naughty even. Well at least he is both young and handsome, so if he does decide to get sexual with me I could do worse.
Considering she is as horny as all hell, such a thought doesn't surprise her. She had downed two glasses of wine with Liz at the club and then, of course, there was the four substantial lines of coke they did in the bathroom, before Liz met some guy and abandoned her.
The truth is she had planned on getting out her imposing 8 inch dildo, and fucking herself silly tonight as soon as she got home; that is right after pulling out her own little secret stash of coke and snorting up to her heart's content.
Her new 8 inch dildo, was quickly becoming her best friend as her and Bill's sex life was rather lacking. He had several young women on the side leaving him with little energy to entertain his wife in bed.
But Lian dared not cheat on him as he was insanely jealous, even if he didn't want her. The only reason he allowed her to hang out with Liz was because Liz's husband, Frank, was one of his best friends.
Now she was alone with this handsome young thief and sex seemed to be a real possibility . . . or so it seemed to her. She had noticed with keen interest how big his eyes got whenever they fell on her chest.
She sensed he was deeply attracted to her, despite his outwardly macho bravado of calling her a bitch and acting tough. Her thoughts are interrupted as she hears him exclaim loudly, "Jesus H. Christ."
He turns to her holding up one of her bras, marveling at its immense size before saying, "Jesus lady just how big are those fucking tits of yours."
"38 double E's" Lian proclaims proudly.
Before he can stop himself the thief pays her a compliment. "Wow, niiice"
He crosses back over to her holding a pair of tan pantyhose-again his eyes seem to focus squarely on her chest. After her hands are tied securely behind her back he orders her to stand up. Facing each other, next to the bed, the raw sexual tension between them is just starting to blossom.
"You sure are pretty, but I think maybe . . ." He reaches up and slowly snakes a hand behind her neck and begins to remove the pins holding her hair up.
"There that is better, much better," he says watching her shake her head back and forth helping her long, gorgeous, jet black hair cascade down all the way past her waist.
Their eyes meet again for a moment as once again she sees so much of Roger in him that it nearly takes her breathe away. The thing that drew Lian to Roger in the first place back in high school was her overwhelming physical attraction for him. Now it seems it's happening all over again.
"Jesus you're hot," he mumbles half to himself, half to her. "How old are you? Or wait is that impolite to ask a lady?"
He can't help but to wonder about this attractive, older woman. She is totally at his mercy, yet she doesn't act like a victim at all. Instead, she is standing up straight and proud thrusting her chest out towards him confidently—seductively even.
"No more impolite than busting into a lady's bedroom and taking her hostage. I'm 34 and you are what sweetie? Let me guess 18 maybe, little young to be a thief I would imagine."
"Sweetie huh? I like that, we just met and already you are calling me cute little nicknames. And yeah, I am 18, just turned last week"
"Really, well happy belated birthday I guess. When was the big day?"
"Tuesday."
"Tuesday," she repeats slowly, her mind whirling.
"Yeah Tuesday it comes after Monday and before Wednesday."
"That was the eighth?"
"Yeah the 8th was my birthday and I got no presents in case you are wondering."
A thought briefly crosses her mind before she dismisses it as the odds would have to be astronomical against it. If he is not lying and truly did turn 18 years old on Dec. 8th, he shares the exact same birthday as Randy.
She impulsively asks his name after recalling the church secretary telling her one more thing when Lian was begging for any information about her baby. Apparently, the American couple that had adopted him confided in the secretary that they did not like the name Randy so they had made a firm decision to change it to something a bit more unique. Zach maybe, no, no it was, now she remembers clearly, it was Zeke for sure.
"My name is . . . wait what do you want to know for? So you got a name to tell the cops when you try to turn me in."
"No I'm just curious is all. And as long as you don't tell me your last name a first name is useless."
"Maybe, but if it's so useless why do you want to know it?"
She smiles at him hoping it will put him at ease. "I don't know, maybe so I can just put a name to that adorable face of yours."
He is not used to praise and begins to blush just as she tells him, "My name is Lian by the way, which means lovely willow in Chinese."
"Well you certainly are lovely that is the truth . . . Lian." He likes the way her name rolls off his tongue. In fact, as he stands close to her, he is beginning to like everything about her, which is maybe why he tells her his name.
"My name is Zeke." Her knees buckle as she collapses down onto the bed.
"What the hell happened? I mean does just knowing my name cause you to swoon?"
"I could use a drink. Please." She looks up at him batting her eyes. It seems to him she might be ready to cry. The mere thought of her crying melts his heart.
"He glances around and spots the bathroom. "Ahh, you want water, from the bathroom. You have a glass in there maybe?"
"No, a real drink. Champagne from the mini bar over there. I need a little something to calm my nerves. Maybe you should join me."
"Champagne. That could be nice. Just maybe I will."
He walks over to the bar, finds the champagne on a small shelf under the bar, and pours them both a full glass in two champagne flutes.
He watches, bemused, as holding the glass to her lips she greedily drinks the champagne down in two long gulps. Meanwhile, he carefully sips on his own not ready to let his guard down and get drunk with this lady . . . not just yet anyway.
Same name, same birthday . . . is it enough? Lian wonders before deciding she needs more proof. She briefly considers asking him if he was adopted but that could be a useless avenue to pursue. It is possible his parents, if he was in fact adopted, had not told him. Besides she worries such an invasive question might set him off.
Then it comes to her- just what the final proof might be, but to uncover this clue will be tricky business at best. She vividly remembers her son having a distinctive Port-wine stain birthmark on his upper left thigh. If he was to have the same birthmark, in the same spot, it would provide the final proof that she needs.
But to see such a birthmark high up on his inner thigh will require getting his jeans off. That is the tricky part, but somehow, someway she is determined to find out.
Sitting down on the bed next to her he asks, "So what shall I do with you? You have seen my face, know my name. Hell, as soon as I leave you will be contacting the police."
"I can understand why you would think that, but maybe if you don't steal anything I won't have a reason to call the police."
"Look lady . . ."
"Lian, please call me Lian," she interrupts him.
"Fine, Lian, why the hell would I break in here and NOT steal anything. That makes no sense, especially since I imagine you have a lot of nice things stashed away in this pretty bedroom of yours . . . like some expensive jewelry maybe?"
"Yes, but . . . I have to plead with you not to take anything or I will be in more trouble than you can imagine."
"Why the shit is insured right."
"Of course it is. That is not the issue. Will you listen?
"I'm all ears."
She swiftly explains to him how she has been in and out of rehab several times, a bad coke habit it seems, and if jewelry was to suddenly go missing her husband would assume she pawned it for drug money. She goes on to confess how her husband has a real bad temper, and she would probably catch a beating.
He makes the mistake of asking why she stays with him if he is that bad, and now finds himself having to listen to her fucking life story. But being his feelings for her are growing by leaps and bounds he listens attentively. Or maybe more accurately, stares at her tits attentively, and listens . . . sort of . . . with some interest.



Finally, at the end of her story, he tells her, "OK Lian, so let's just say I broke in here and out of the kindness of my heart I don't steal anything to keep you from getting an ass whooping from your idiot husband. Now, maybe that could be a plan if you just gave me at least some cash. Something you know for the effort. Surely you must have a bit of cash laying around."
"No actually, I have like twenty bucks. He doesn't trust me with much cash. I don't even have my own ATM card either before you ask."
"Jesus . . . what the fuck!" He exclaims growing disgruntled at this impossible situation. He gets up and starts pacing the floor trying to think of a solution.
"Why do I have to be so fucking nice? Most guys by now would have probably raped your ass, stole your jewelry and been gone."
"I am lucky to have found such a compassionate captor I guess."
"You guess?"
Gently she replies, "No guessing about it OK. I know I am lucky. Everything you have said already has crossed my mind."
"So still if I leave here with nothing I have wasted a whole night and for what?"
Lian takes a deep breath, and decides to go for it. "Who says you have to leave her with nothing, Zeke."
Zeke stops pacing. "So what might I leave here with?" He glances at her pretty face, and then once again finds his eyes drawn to those irresistibly large breasts of hers, "If not cash or jewelry."
"Zeke, I can tell you are attracted to me."
He glances in her direction, before averting his eyes as every time he looks at her, sitting on the edge of the bed, her hands clasped firmly behind her back, she looks so damn inviting that he nearly loses his mind.
"Yeah so. Your fucking beautiful . . . beside . . ." He looks away from her, his voice trailing off as he stares down at the carpet while sort of shuffling his feet.
"You wanna say more so go ahead, hon what else do you need to say?"
"Hon, really? I wish you would stop calling me those stupid little names. I came here to rob you for Christ sakes."
She comes up slowly behind him. He senses her close, the sweet smell of her perfume wafting through the air; his nerves come alive as she stands there quietly waiting for him to turn around.
In a flash it comes to him. This is the way he felt whenever Mrs. Ashby was around him. She had been his second foster mother, his favorite foster mother. It took a while for her to gain his trust, but finally he had fallen in love with her deeply; passionately as only a young boy who has just discovered the wonders of the opposite sex can love.
His nerves are all tingling, and a delicious glow is spreading all over his body. His mood becomes tender, melting, loving. He turns around to face the woman he has fallen in love with at first sight. He knows this, and quickly determines there is nothing left to do but fight it. Fight it before what happens with Mrs. Ashby happens all over again.
Mrs. Ashby got divorced. At first anyway, Zeke was thrilled about it as Mr. Ashby had been a real fucking asshole. But then she quickly remarried to a man who did not want the hassles of raising foster kids, and after three years and nine months of having a caring mother Zeke found himself thrown back on the scrap heap of the foster care system. From then on out, it had been all downhill for him.
He abruptly turns around, anger flaring in his young eyes, preparing to tell her he will take whatever the fuck he wants to take, including her best and most expensive jewelry. It would be on her to deal with her husband.
But his look morphs into a long, loving stare as she quietly stands there; a long strand of her black hair has fallen and hangs there delicately just touching her cheek.
He is lost in her beauty. Almost powerless to act in front of this gorgeous, helpless creature. Instead of telling her what is what he says nothing- - only staring.
The tension builds between them, as they stand there so close to each other; those magnificent boobs of hers jutting out from under her tight blouse while radiating such a force upon his eyes that he simply cannot stop staring.
Lian feels his eyes, the eyes of her son maybe, crawling all over her tits, and instead of making her uncomfortable, it makes her feel . . . powerful.
She decides to act on her new found power. "So you are just going to stand there staring at my tits or . . ." She pauses for a moment a sly smile coming across her face, "Or are you going to kiss me if you think I'm so damn beautiful?"
Zeke looks up sharply, their eyes meeting for a brief second. He grabs her roughly and yanks her close as he crushes his mouth against hers.
She struggles, twisting her mouth away from his. She was not expecting such a sudden and swift reaction to her question. It's a natural reaction, but one that brings an immediate response from her young captor.
"First, you ask me to kiss you and then you turn away." He produces the knife, flicks the switch, and once again she hears the swish of the cold hard steel being released just inches from her face. "I think you are nothing but a God damn tease," he hisses at her.
"I'm n-" Her protest of innocence is cut short when he jabs the knife close to her face. "Please d-don't cut me."
Lian finally realizes what a dangerous game she is playing. What if he is not her son? What if it's all a mere coincidence? What if he is lying about his birthday; about his name?
Furthermore, even if it's not a coincidence after all, so what, he does not know any of this. He has no reason whatsoever to show mercy to her. All this hits her hard in a matter of seconds.
"Give me one good reason why I should not cut you, take your shit and leave."
"So do it. Just take what you want and leave. It's all covered by insurance anyway. My husband will just have to understand."
"Hmm, you want to get me out of your house that bad huh. And here I thought you liked me."
"I do, but . . ."
He cuts her off yelling, "Bullshit, I was kidding, just like you, no one likes me, not you, and certainly not any of those bitches who I ever called mom."
It hits her. Zeke has "mommy issues." She files this information away for future use, just in case.
"Let's go sit on the bed and talk hon. Please." He is putting the knife away as his sudden anger seems to be passing.
"Why so you can tell me how I should not steal your shit coz of your asshole husband."
"Look I have been totally honest with you, Zeke. About everything and I-" She pauses searching for the right words to say, "I don't know why but I do like you. I mean I think you could be nice . . . if you want."
"Oh right, I just broke into your house and now you want me to believe that you think I'm nice."
"I sense you have a kind heart. Please can we go sit down, I'm tired."
"Fine, but only for a minute and then I'm out of here as soon as I figure out how exactly to deal with you."
They walk over to bed. She sits down on the edge of it, and once again he starts pacing.
"I won't tell the police about you no matter what. I sense you have had a hard life and need a break."
"Whatever, but how can I be sure you won't tell the cops about me? Your promise, how can I trust it? I don't know you. Shit I should just . . ." He looks at her severely, stops pacing and then moves towards her in a hurry as the blade flicks out once more.
"Please Zeke. No, no." She begins to cower as he rapidly approaches her, "I will do anything, stay a bit longer, get to know me, you'll see I'm trustworthy."
"Stay!! Now you want me to stay."
Lian knows she must choose her words carefully as this is the crucial moment. "The truth is I want you to stay. Yes."
"Why . . . why the hell would you want that?"
The words suddenly come pouring out of her. "Look I'm lonely, desperate, and a bit emotional. I did a little coke tonight and it's got me a bit crazy."
"I thought you went to rehab."
"Yeah, well, I did. Let's just say old habits are hard to break."
"So if doing a little coke makes you lonely, desperate, and emotional why do it?"
"Have you ever done coke before Zeke, I mean real good coke not that shit that has been stepped on twenty times."
"No. I usually stick to weed."
"You see doing a little coke for someone like me is not a real good idea. It only leaves me wanting more."
"Yeah, I heard it's pretty fucking addictive, but then why did you only do a little if it fucks you up that bad making you want more!"
"Simple. It was Liz's coke and she was supposed to share more than she did, but she met somebody at the club and left me."
"So you came home."
"Yeah, I had planned on doing more, but you sorta screwed that whole plan up."
"What, more coke? You have some here?"
"Yes a bit. Not enough to steal if that is what you are thinking."
"Shit I don't want to deal with trying to unload that shit. Your stash is safe. So maybe that is why you were so anxious to get me out of here. So you can snort up huh?"
"Yeah, maybe."
"Maybe?" He starts to laugh as he stops pacing and sits next to her.
"OK so it's more than maybe. I was planning on doing some. It helps me deal with my miserable life."
"Yeah this looks like a miserable life all right," he says waving a hand around her opulent bedroom.
"Maybe you should try some with me?"
"Oh right so you can get me all fucked up on that shit and then what? Try to escape or something?"
"No," she says petulantly. "Look you can keep me tied up most of the time if you want. Just untie me long enough to do a couple of lines then, you know, tie me up again, if you don't trust me."
"Maybe that's not such a bad idea. Hell, I might even find out what all the fuss is about when it comes to this shit."
"Yes, you really should. I think you won't be disappointed as I have some real, real good stuff, Zeke."
"Ok so tell me where it's at."
A minute later, they are sitting on the two stools at the little mini bar after she snorts up two huge lines of coke while he does one small one.
The line makes him feel relaxed and confident while she becomes almost chipper. He has untied her, for the moment anyways, but is keeping a close eye on her. It's easy to do as the coke has made him feel very alert.
Lian chops out two more long lines for herself, and another small one for him, after they both finish off a glass of champagne. She snorts her lines up greedily, and then smiles brightly, before making a suggestion that totally catches him off guard.
"Look hon, I think maybe it's time you put me back in custody." She giggles at his bewilderment, before standing up and clasping her wrists behind her back.
"Really, you wanna me to tie you up again. Why?"
"I want you to relax. I mean, I noticed every time I move you flinch, like I might come at you with some hidden weapon."
"Yeah this stuff is good, but I think it's making me a bit paranoid."
"Yes coke can do that. So let me go to the bathroom and then tie me up again so you can relax already. I don't mind."
Once alone in the bathroom, after going pee, Lian takes the time to reapply her makeup so it's once again perfect. She puts on a fresh coat of red lipstick, and then takes the time to look at herself in the mirror.
The coke has left her feeling bold and brave, but more importantly extremely horny and carefree. She is determined now, more than ever, to get her young assailant pants off to see if he has the birthmark on his inner thigh. After that- - what happens, happens. She exits the bathroom the beginning of a daring plan forming in her mind.
A minute later she is sitting on the bed, hands tightly bound behind her back. Zeke's loving, and now very lustful feelings for Lian, have increased tenfold with her excellent coke coursing through his body. He wants her in the worse possible way as he starts pacing again full of pent up energy.
Lian looks at her handsome captor pacing around like a caged tiger, and decides the time is right. She must strike now, before something happens to set him off.
"Hey."
"What?" he snaps irritably, mad at himself for not coming to a firm decision as to how this whole thing plays out in the end.
"We don't you use some of that pent up energy on me, instead of pacing the damn floor."
"On you how? What do you mean?"
"Well," she looks at him batting her eyes seductively, "You could try and kiss me again for starters."
"Shit no. I have had enough teasing for one night, thank you."
"You give up that easy. Come on, I promise to be more responsive this time. Please."
He slowly moves toward her. Sitting down on the bed next to her again that overwhelming feeling of intense attraction hits him. Going slow, maybe expecting her to push him away at any moment, he brushes away a loose strand of hair that has fallen in her face, before moving his lips to hers. He slips his arms around her, and then gives her several soft butterfly kisses on the lips. Wonderfully, with each passing kiss, he feels her melting into his arms.
He pulls back whispering, "God you are so beautiful."
"Thanks," she replies quietly, smiling at him, hoping her beauty will tame the beast inside of him.
He brings his lips to hers and once more showers her lips with the lightest of kisses. Much to his surprise- he is always surprised when things don't blow up in his face- Lian responds to his gentle kisses by kissing him back.
After exchanging several tender kisses, things take a serious turn. She takes him completely off guard when she arcs her tongue into his mouth. After a moment's hesitation, he lets his own tongue go slipping it into her mouth.
Finally, he does what he has been dreaming about all night. He brings his hands up and begins to fondle her big tits through the soft silky blouse she is wearing. Instead of jerking backwards like he half expected her to do, she only begins to kiss him deeper once she feels his hands on her tits.
Their little kissing and fondling session causes his young, eager cock to quickly turn hard. He pulls back momentarily, thinking if things go south, could he be facing a rape charge? He tries to gauge her reaction, wondering if he should push on, while she stares back cool and confident, like an eager filly begging to be tamed.
It's too late to stop now he decides as his gaze falls to her heaving chest. He suddenly hates the stupid blouse she is wearing. He reaches out and, like a violent summer storm lashing out with horrible fury, uses both hands to literally rip the blouse off of her.
She lets out a small gasp as the buttons of the blouse go flying through the air. He yanks the blouse open all the way now, exposing a pretty, light pink, lace bra. It's adorned with tiny white lace decorations and a small red ribbon in the center where the two massive cups meet. He finds his attention quickly focused on that pretty little ribbon in the middle of her bra.
After her initial small gasp she appears nonplussed by his overt act of aggression. Instead, she seems to be, if anything, thrusting her chest out inviting him for more.
Just as he starts to reach out for her tits, she turns away and stands up. "Untie me just long enough for us to do another line two . . . please."
"Oh right, of course, just when things were getting good. Like I said you're a tease."
"I'm not a tease! I just want some more coke. You know when I get coked up, I mean really, really coked up I become a wild and passionate animal." She looks at him, batting her pretty eyes, before adding, "Don't you want to see that side of me sweetie?"
Trying to stay cool he shrugs his shoulders as he stands up and leads her over to the vanity table where they left the pile of coke.
He undoes the pantyhose around her wrists, and then watches with utter amazement as she sits down on the small bench, chops out two absolutely massive lines for herself, and then quickly makes them vanish.
She looks up at him whispering, "Now it's your turn, but first tie me up again as I want you to be able to relax and do your line in peace without worrying about me."
He bends over and quickly ties the pantyhose tightly around her wrists while hissing in her ear, "Just so you know, no matter how nice you are to me, I still don't trust you."
"I understand, Zeke. Look make your line small. Just do a little OK as too much will leave you . . . well more interested in the coke than anything else. Old case of too much of a good thing will ruin you."
"You don't seem to apply that philosophy to yourself," he snaps while ignoring her advice and laying out a rather large line for himself.
She looks at him, amused that he so patently ignored her advice. Scooting forward, she invites him to sit down behind her on the bench. He settles in behind her and then leans around her to snort up his line.
The buzz is almost overwhelming, but is it from the coke or from being this close to her? While debating that exact point his eyes keep darting over her shoulder, looking at her tits in the attached mirror over the vanity table.
She is pleased as she notices his wandering eyes. She smiles inwardly knowing that if he couldn't keep his eyes off her tits with her blouse on, now with it off, he has no chance of not staring at them.
Lian decides the time is right to get him to open up to her, and then maybe, just maybe, she will be able to exploit his mommy issues to her satisfaction.
Zeke is normally non-responsive when people ask about his life; ask why he is so angry. But it takes Lian all of two minutes to have him pouring his life story out to her as he discovers one simple fact about cocaine—it tends to loosen one's tongue.
As they talk Lian casually invites him to massage her shoulders. Sadly, she learns how his parents were killed in a car accident when he was only eight years old. As he goes on, telling how miserable his life became after his parents died, she is having a hard time concentrating. His rough masculine hands, working their way steadily across her shoulders, are lighting a fire deep inside of her, while at the same time his continuing tale of woe is breaking her heart.
Quietly, fighting the intense emotions stirred up by his confession, he goes on to tell her, how after his first foster care family did not work out, he was then placed with the Ashby's. He tells how smitten he became with the pretty, kind-hearted Mrs. Ashby- before she went and broke his heart.
By the time he was 16, he had had quite enough of the foster care system. Two years later he is living in a shitty two bedroom apartment with three other guys, who all like him, do some sort of illegal shit to support themselves.
Lian is blinking back tears. The coke, as always, is making her highly emotional. But despite her emotions, she still understands she must tread carefully and play on his emotions if this is to end well.
She starts out slow, whispering softly to him, "It sounds like you just need a tender kind hearted older woman to . . ." Their eyes meet in the mirror as something deep passes between them. "Love and pamper you sweetheart."
"Shit, I don't need no one," he barks at her. His confession has left him feeling angry. He starts to get up.
"Hey where are you going?"
"I'm hot, OK."
"It's the coke. Why don't you take your shirt off? Get comfortable so you can finish my massage. Please." She turns those dark pleading eyes on him. Eyes that he simply cannot resist as he strips off his black tee shirt.
She looks at his well-toned, muscled chest and takes a deep breath. She likes how his chest lacks any significant hair growth- unlike her husband who resemblances a gorilla when he takes his shirt off.
"Hmm, that is much better."
He starts kneading her shoulders now more aggressively, something that is not lost on her. Neither is the simple fact, just as she had hoped, he simply cannot take his eyes off her tits. Even as he got emotional in the telling of his life story, his eyes keep glancing down at her chest, over and over again, causing Lian to understand that she could probably use her big tits to lead the poor boy wherever she wanted. While she may have been the one tied up, she was definitely the one in control of the situation.



After his story, she has no doubt little Zeke is hiding his deep "mommy issues" behind this facade of bravado. And now here they are, all alone - - older woman, younger man- a perfect setting for a little bit of role playing perhaps.
Of course, if her plan works, there is the possibility they may not be role playing at all, but instead acting out reality. The unknowns in the equation only make it all the more exciting to her.
Regardless, Lian determines she must seduce him in order to get those jeans of his off, and see if he has the telltale birth mark on his left upper thigh.
She feels his hands slip away as he starts to get up. She can't let him escape; the mood is perfect now as he is feeling vulnerable after pouring his heart out to her.
"Done with my massage already sweetie?" she whispers to him.
"Why? You want me to be done?" he asks warily, rubbing the back of his hand against his eyes. He wants to bolt to the bathroom and splash cold water on his face in an attempt to regain his cool.
"Well, yes and no. I mean I was hoping maybe that you are getting tired of concentrating all your efforts on my neck and shoulders. Maybe you should focus your efforts elsewhere."
"Like where exactly?"
"Like my . . ." She pauses for dramatic effect allowing his young mind to fill in the blank, before she puts her trump card on the table, "Tits, after all you have been staring at them all night."
"Jesus, Lian, what do you expect. They are so God damn big. Plus, you seem to take a real delight in showing them off. Fuck." Clearly agitated, he starts to get up again.
"Hey I never said I was mad because you can't keep your eyes off them, now did I? I have patience with such things . . . just like a good mommy should if she caught her son staring at her tits."
He looks at her sharply as he sits back down on the bench behind her. What she tells him causes a deep shiver of excitement to run up his spine.
Maybe she is just teasing him some more. He searches her face in the mirror for any signs she might be joking, but sees none.
Lian senses her mommy comment really caught him off guard. Time to move the seduction to the next level.
She whispers to him softly, "Come on honey don't you want to play with your mommy's big boobies . . . maybe run those cute little hands all over her pretty bra hmm?"
She tilts her head seductively, pushing her huge boobs out to their maximum potential. He stares at her boobs in the mirror and is lost. This time, instead of feeling unbridled lust for them like he has felt all night long, her little mommy comment causes his lust to turn to something deeper - - something akin to the love that a little boy would have for his mommy.
Sensing he needs just one more soft push as she feels his hands slide down her bare arms before hesitating, she whispers tenderly, "Come on, don't be shy you can play with your mommy's big boobs. I mean you do think they are nice right?"
"God, Mommy . . . y-your tits are so big and beautiful." He slips into her trap without even realizing it.
"Sweetie I know that wasn't easy for you to tell me." The feel of his rough hands moving up and down her arms is sending shivers of raw excitement all over her body.
"Go on hon. Touch them. Please." Her voice takes on a soft pleading tone that he cannot resist.
Zeke carefully slides his hands off of her arms moving them around to her bare tummy. He strokes her tummy gently, moving his hands up slowly in soft semi-circles as she leans back against him, closing her eyes offering her tits up to his hands.
The tension is becoming nearly unbearable for the both of them, before his soft semi-circles lead him right up to the very base of her majestic mountains covered in pink lace. He turns his palms upwards, while staring at her face in the mirror, wanting to study her reaction as he finally takes the plunge. He cups her tits gently, one in each palm, feeling their weight as she lets out a long gentle sigh.
He starts to fondle them, ever so gently, ever so carefully, afraid if he is too aggressive this mad wild dream will come to an end.
"That's it baby, nice and gentle that is the way mommy likes it."
"Yes I promise, nice and gentle." But despite his promise to her, nice and gentle soon turns to a more vigorously rubbing and squeezing as his intense infatuation for her tits takes over.
Actually, this is the way she really likes it. Soft at first, followed by a measured roughness, and then back again. Another long moan escapes her lips as she turns her face to him whispering, "Kiss your mommy. Tell her how beautiful she is."
He obeys her request and they begin to kiss deeply, like two long lost lovers caught in passion's embrace.
"God you are so hot," he exclaims.
"Oh thank you sweetie. Listen, I know you have waited so long to fondle your Mommy's breasts haven't you. I hope you're not disappointed."
"Not at all," he whispers before turning her face towards his. His eyes blaze with desire as they stare at each other. He kisses her lightly on the cheeks, and then on the lips, teasing her maybe, before drawing away. His hands hover just below her tits resting on her tummy.
She responds as a wild need is growing deep inside of her-a need to have this boy, this young man, take her by force!!
"Take me. Now, please baby, show mommy what a man you are."
Her words spur him to take action. Not content to play the role of sweet and innocent any longer he yanks her to her feet
He kisses her with reckless abandon, his hands roaming all over her tits before they fall on her sweet ass. He kneads it through that tight little mini skirt of hers. But every time he removes his hands from those tits it's like losing a best friend, and they soon return.
He is squeezing them now harder and harder, and much to his delight, instead of trying to discourage him in any manner she only seems to be pushing her chest forward against his hands, seemingly begging for more attention.
He pushes her backwards, against the vanity table, and shoves his mouth against her neck kissing her zealously. Lian lets out a long sigh as the young man has found the secret spot on her neck that turns her to mush.
She feels her knees beginning to buckle from the attack upon her neck as a reckless addendum to her original plan is forming in her mind. "If you are going to rape me take me over to the bed," she tells him her voice coming out in a husky whisper.
He pulls her roughly across the room, over to the bed, liking the fact she brought the idea of rape up, not him. Watching her stand there in front of that inviting king sized bed, in her sexy pink lace bra and her hot little mini skirt, hands bound behind her back, he is overheating; the animal inside is pacing its cage while begging to be let loose.
Using the full weight of his body, he flings himself forward unto her, crushing her backwards onto the bed. She lands on her back as a small gasp of fear/excitement escapes from her.
He attacks her chest with reckless abandon; kissing all over the bare skin above the bra, his hands fondling her breasts with unabashed delight. He is losing control.
He raises up for a brief moment to look down at his handy work; seeing her half lying on the bed, her feet still on the floor, he reaches out and grabs her ankles and lifts them up onto the bed. He tells her quietly to move to the middle of the bed. She complies, scooting over, her heart racing, wondering just what he has in mind.
He looks at her lying there so utterly helpless as his eyes settle on those two dark circles were her erect nipples are practically poking a hole through her bra.
Those nipples are the ultimate prize. She notices his eyes are glued to her tits, and wanting to entice him even more, she purposely struggles against the panty hose causing her tits to bounce up and down inside her tight bra.
"Can't you untie me sweetie," she coos to him like he is a baby.
"Not yet. I am not fully sure I can trust you." But the truth is he still doesn't want to untie her for one simple reason- the power he feels of the predator over its prey is quite intoxicating.
The animal comes loose from its cage. Lian was about to assure him she could be trusted, the words were just coming out of her mouth, when he flings himself on top of her burying his face between her bouncing tits.
He attacks the dark outline of her nipples through the thin material of the bra with his eager mouth as he hears her moan. Zeke has stumbled upon Lian's ultimate erogenous zone: her overly sensitive nipples.
As he starts to bite at them, his craving blind to the fact they are still covered by her bra, while she moans and thrashes against his body, wanting more and more.
His mouth flies back and forth trying to give each nipple equal attention, before Lian, simply unable to take it anymore, cries to him in a harsh whisper, "Jesus, hon, take my bra off please."
He reaches around her and begins to fumble with the bra's clasps in the back, but he is young and inexperienced. The wide bra strap contains three hooks and clasps that he simply cannot get undone. It's like breaking into fucking Fort Knox, especially without being able to see what he is doing.
"This stupid fucking thing won't . . . come undone." He raises up, looking at her, searching for any signs that she might be laughing at him.
But instead of laughing, or even having so much as a smirk on her face, instead she whispers tenderly, "Yeah they can be kinda of tricky to get undone sometimes I'm afraid. Why don't you untie me and I will undo my stupid bra for you sweetie."
His internal radar signaling danger kicks in; or maybe it's just the coke making him paranoid, but he senses there is something, too sweet, too calculating about her offer. He has a better idea coming to him as he hops off the bed.
"Come on stand up," he demands harshly. "You will stay tied up and I will get this fucking stupid bra off of you. You'll see."
The blade swishes out and as he brings the knife slowly to her chest. She watches—scared and excited all at once- as he brings the sharp blade up to one of her bra straps.
Smirking at her, he twists the blade up while making a quick sawing motion. The sharp blade makes short work of the strap, before he quickly gives the second strap the same treatment.
Her magnificent tits coming spilling out of the bra turning his smirk into a look of amazement. He stares at her chest briefly, before once again without warning, he attacks her defenseless tits with his hungry mouth.
As he smothers her in his embrace, his eager mouth flies all over her heaving breasts showering them with dozens upon dozens of desperate kisses. His kisses soon turn to an intense suckling as his lips find her fully erect nipples.
The experience is making her melt as she falls backwards onto the bed. Zeke falls with her his mouth glued to one of her breasts sucking on it with a zealous passion that borders on insanity.
Lian thrusts her chest forward as best as possible wanting to get even more of her tit flesh into his warm mouth as a loud moan escapes from her lips.
His kisses are turning to soft bites which she enjoyed at first, but now the biting is getting harder on her sensitive nipples. She decides that for the moment the rape fantasy should be turned down a notch or two.
"Baby be gentle with your, Mommy. Come on sweetie no biting. Be gentle and not in such a hurry OK, baby."
He looks up at her. Her soft and sweet voice touches his heart, and he immediately releases her ripe nipple from between his teeth.
"Oh God, I'm sorry I didn't mean to get so rough."
"It's fine honey. You have all night to play with mommy's boobies if you want. Come on first use your hands to fondle them some more, warm them up a bit for me and then you can suck on them nice and gentle again to your heart's content. Please baby."
"Yes Mommy," he says fully immersing himself in the game they are playing.
He lifts up, positioning himself so he is sitting lightly on her tummy. She looks up at him with large doe like eyes while whispering, "Go ahead sweetie play with your Mother's big boobs."
He reaches down and starts to stroke them softly. He rubs his hands nice and gentle all over the entire expanse of her breasts as she closes her eyes, resting on her elbows she pushes her chest upwards allowing him total access.
He intermingles the rubbing with some soft squeezes which only makes her sigh all the more. When he begins to flicker his fingers lightly over her fully erect nipples she lets out a soft moan.
"You like that huh, Mommy," he whispers to her.
"Oh yes baby. Mommy's nipples are quite sensitive. Listen I have a kind of naughty idea. Lean down and let me whisper it in your ear."
What she tells him indeed is quite naughty . . . and delicious.
Lian is bound to the bed spread eagle by more pantyhose. Zeke settles down next to her with a mirror full of coke and the small bucket of ice within handy reach. He has followed her whispered instructions exactly as she told him.
Following her whispered suggestion, he dumps a fair amount of coke off the mirror and directly onto first one, and then the other, of her breasts. He carefully used the sharp knife to form the coke into a pair of jagged lines more or less.
Lian watches with growing anticipation; tensing just a bit when the cold steel blade scraped across her bare breasts. And then the final touch; he carefully sprinkles each of her nipples with a light coating of the magical white powder.
She sighs deeply when he lowers his nose to the first line. He proceeds to snort all the coke up from each breast, before turning his attentions to her coke encrusted nipples. He snorts the majority of the coke off her nipples before gently licking them clean.
With the first part of her wild suggestion completes he moves on to the second part. He pours some champagne into a flute and then adds some ice to it. Setting the glass aside, he pulls two of the larger cubes from the bucket and slowly brings them to her chest.
The helpless Lian begins to squirm against the ties that bind her when he assaults each of her nipples in turn with a pair of ice cubes.
Lian's nipples immediately spring to life coming to full erection in a matter of seconds. Lian wonders just how far he will take her suggestion to tease her like this. She had placed no limits on what he could or could not do to her which only adds an exciting element of danger to the whole game.
He continued to tease her nipples with the ice cubes until they are both appreciably smaller. A mischievous smile crosses his face as he decides to strike out on his own. He will do something unexpected hoping to give her a pleasant shock.
He takes the full glass of champagne, the ice in it jangling slightly, and slowly brings it over to her chest.
"No. Please." Lian cries panicking as he starts to tip the glass.
"I'm just playing like you wanted me to," he responds innocently.
A small steady stream of the champagne begins to splash out. He has to suppress a giggle while watching it flow over her tits causing her to squirm and buck against the panty hose. He doesn't stop, despite her frantic pleas, until the flute is empty.
He looks down at her body. The sight of those mammoth champagne covered breasts, with their fully erect nipples, causes his cock to ache from hardness. Her gleaming nipples, jutting upward so proudly, remind him of a pair of glorious crown jewels.
His mind comes up with one last final bit of teasing as he reaches over and grabs the straw from the mirror and one more small ice cube.
Lian watches in helpless silence as she senses begging only will lead him to greater heights of debauchery. Watches as he brings the straw to his lips before lowering it to within mere inches of one of her frozen nipples.
He then takes the ice cube and begins to rub it all over her nipple while at the same time he blows a steady stream of air through the straw directly onto her nipple.
He teases her in such a manner, alternating between nipples until he gets the desired result. Now, unable to help herself, she does plea for mercy.
"Baby please, please stop teasing Mommy and . . ." She pauses trying to blink back the tears forming in her eyes. "And suck on my tits please. They are so cold. Please, pretty please, sweetheart. Suck on them. Come on I know you want to. Just be sweet and gentle and warm them up for me. I'm begging you."
Her words to be "sweet and gentle" are at odds with his true feelings, because more than anything, he simply wants to fling himself down upon her chest and begin sucking on her tits like a sex crazed madman.
But yet something stops him. She may be helplessly tied to the bed, but still he is under her control. He will subjugate his feelings to hers. Tossing the straw and ice cubes aside, he goes slow, bringing his mouth carefully towards one of her fully extended nipples. His tongue snakes out licking it lightly, this time not with unbridled lust, but with the simple and patient love that a little boy has for his mommy.
Zeke, without even realizing it, has bought fully into her little role playing game as he murmurs between soft licks, "God, Mommy, your tits are so big and beautiful . . . I . . . I can't believe you are letting me do this."
She looks down at him knowing the wild idea that maybe she really is his mother only adds a forbidden and exciting element to their little game.
She strains against the pantyhose, and pushes her chest out further pleading, "Go nice and slow baby. You have all night to suck on your mommy's boobies."
"All night?" He answers between gentle licks that make her sigh with soft pleasure. "Really you would let me suck on them all night?"
"Yes sweetie all night. Mommy's magic powder will ensure that."
He is lost in a world that seems to contain nothing but those two vast globes of tit flesh that he is showering with dozens of soft kisses and gentle licks of his eager tongue.
"Oh baby your kisses are so nice and warm and so sweet just like Mommy likes."
The kissing and sucking goes on and on for what seems like forever, before Lian decides to go for broke. She can feel his growing hardness as he lays (or lies) on top of her with his hungry mouth flying back and forth between her boobs.
"Baby," she whispers just loud enough to get his attention, "Sweetheart I have an idea. Why don't you grab my oil and rub some all over my boobs. It's right there on the nightstand."
He crawls off of her asking why, but she only smiles and tells him it's a surprise.
He follows her quiet instructions, and pours a generous amount of the coconut oil directly onto her tits and then takes his sweet time spreading the oil all over her boobs making them shine with resplendent beauty.
"Now hop off the bed hon and take off your jeans," Lian tells him. The moment of truth is at hand.
Zeke complies as he slowly strips off first his jeans, and then his boxers. Lian watches carefully trying to catch a glimpse of his left upper thigh, but her attention is soon diverted when his large, it must be a good seven inches, hard cock springs out of his boxers.
In the dim light of the bedroom, she cannot tell if he has the birthmark on his left upper thigh or not. She must somehow get a closer look.
As he stands there, his hard cock twitching while staring at her tits, she knows just what she must do.
"Baby would you like to . . . fuck your Mommy's tits."
"God yes I would." It is, doubtlessly, the single best invitation he has ever received in his 18 years on this fair planet.
"Come on, don't be shy. Mommy wants to see that big cock of yours between her tits."



He slowly moves up onto the bed. She looks so hot, so incredibly fucking hot, strapped to the bed like this as he mounts her slowly. Lian watches carefully for the telltale birthmark. Her heart skips a beat when she thinks she spots it on his inner thigh, but the bedroom is full of dark shadows, and she doesn't really get a good enough view to be sure. Or maybe it was nothing except wishful thinking on her part.
Before she can get a better look he is on top of her. Straddling her carefully he pushes his cock up and in between her well-oiled tits as Lian realizes from this angle she really doesn't have a good view either. Her plan is failing - quite nicely!!
And then it hits her; what she must do to be sure. It's too late now to stop him from fucking her tits in order to put her new plan into action. If she tried to stop him now he really would get angry and think she was nothing but a fucking tease.
But then again maybe she can get a good look at his thigh as he is titty fucking her. She cranes her neck watching as he slowly pushes that deliciously large cock of his up and in between her tits.
But it's a lost cause. The lighting in the room, her angle of vision, and the placement of his thighs against her body all are conspiring to prevent her from getting a good look at the spot on his inner left thigh where the birthmark would be.
Nothing left to do, but simply enjoy the titty fucking she is now getting from this handsome intruder that may be her son. The thought, instead of causing her shame, only fills her heart with a reckless forbidden excitement.
Resigned to her fate, she urges him on as he takes both hands and pushes her tits together creating a tight tunnel of lovely tit flesh. "That's it baby fuck my tits. Yeah baby go . . . harder." Her breath is coming in short little pants. "Harder honey. Fuck Mommy's big tits really good baby!!"
Zeke responds to her impassioned pleas as he too is lost in this forbidden role playing game. He likes pretending she is his mother and so full of love for him that she would allow such a thing.
Fortunately, he has ample time to enjoy this fantasy as the coke prevents him from cumming right away, allowing him to fuck her tits for so long, and so hard, that the bed is literally shaking from the sheer force of him slamming his cock up and in between her tits.
"That's it son fuck em harder with that big cock of yours." She pushes her chest up trying even harder to swallow his cock with her tits. "Go, harder honey . . . cum all over your Mommy's tits."
The feeling of all that well-oiled tit flesh surrounding his cock as he pistons it up and in between them is becoming too much. The orgasm is building inside of him.
Urged on by her words of encouragement, he slams his cock forward again and again, making the bed shake. He opens his eyes to see Lian with her head thrown back, eyes shut, arms and legs spread helplessly wide. The sight is exquisite as is the sound of her progressively determined pleas urging him to "cum all over her tits".
Finally, it's enough as the head of his cock explodes in a virtual geyser of cum. His arms and legs buckle forcing him to collapse on the bed next to her. He is literally shaking from the force of his orgasm.
"Honey untie me so I can go clean myself up," she says quietly after moment's hesitation to allow Zeke to recover just a bit.
"Really - is that why you want to be untied?" he says warily.
He still does not trust her at all it seems. She will have to work overtime to overcome his cynical heart it seems. "Yes, honey, so I can clean myself up, but more importantly I want to be free so I can hold you in my arms, after I put on something nice to wear to bed and then we can cuddle under the sheets in Mommy's bed. Doesn't that sound nice?"
He turns on his side to look at her. He searches her eyes and sees nothing but simple love in them, or is that only wishful thinking on his part? Of course, his judgement may be clouded by the fact he has totally fallen in love with this older woman pretending to be his mother. With a sudden clarity that is nearly blinding, he understands having a loving mother is the only thing he has wanted for a very long time.
He releases her, crawling under the sheets of the bed, surrendering to his heart. He watches her cross the room to her walk- in closet, and then emerge a few seconds later with something soft and frilly dangling from her hands.
She gives him a quick smile before she disappears into the bathroom. Alone in the bathroom, Lian quickly cleans the cum off her chest, brushes her teeth, dabs on a bit of fresh makeup, and changes into her "something nice."
She hopes he will like what she has picked out as she enters the bedroom. Making a quick decision to continue with their role playing game of mother and son, she crosses the dark bedroom slowly, before finally emerging into the small pool of light thrown off by the twin lamps of the nightstands.
Zeke opens his eyes to see her standing next to the bed. She is smiling sweetly with her best feature- her large tits of course- on ample display as they are barely being contained inside the beautiful blue bustier she is wearing.
"So do you mind if Mommy joins you in bed sweetie." She doesn't wait for an answer, but instead wastes no time as she hops in the bed snuggling up tight next to him. He is happy their role playing game is not over. His happiness is accented when she gently guides his face down until it rests on her chest before beginning to run her fingers lightly through his hair.
"This is nice huh, being in bed with your mother, right, Zekey?"
"Yes," he replies simply not knowing what else to say.
"I want you to trust me you know. I . . . well it's important to me anyways," she tells him before leaning down and kissing him tenderly on the top of his head.
Zeke feels like he has died and went to heaven being in her comfortable bed. It is totally unlike the crappy thin twin mattress that serves as his bed, haphazardly thrown on the floor in his own small bedroom, back at his apartment.
Fortunately the thick comforter has absorbed the champagne that spilled on the bed during their earlier misadventures so even that is not an issue. He feels safe and secure tucked into bed with her like this.
"So tell me, this Mrs. Ashby that you were so smitten with when you were younger did she ever . . . ahhh invite you into her bed."
"No, never."
"See so I am a better mommy than her already right, Zekey?" Lian is warming to the new cute little nickname she has bestowed upon him.
"Yes you are," he replies with a quiet sigh. He is maybe finally beginning to feel the trust taking root in his heart. "I wish you were really my mother."
"Me too honey," she whispers back. She is beginning to feel certain, even without the final piece of the puzzle, that Zeke is her son. Now it is time to see if the last piece of the puzzle fits.
"You know sweetie sometimes if somebody really wishes hard for something it can come true."
"Really, you think so."
"I know so." She pauses to brush her fingers through his hair while tossing her long, beautiful hair to one side, as he turns to look up at her. "I am also wishing for something you know."
"What?"
"I am wishing for a young man that has a lost little boy trapped inside his heart. One that desperately needs the love of his mommy. One that will cuddle and kiss and share his mommy's bed with her all night . . . every night."
She crawls out of the bed. "Do you trust me Zeke? I want you to trust me so bad. I need you to trust me so bad." She refills a nearby flute with fresh champagne from the nightstand and nearly drains it in one long swallow.
"I think so, but what about your stupid husband. Somehow I think he would not approve?" He swings his legs out of the bed, sitting on the edge he senses they are at a crossroads here.
"It's simple. I would leave with my son and start a new life. Leave and never look back. Give me maybe a week or two and I could get hold of enough money and enough jewelry to get a fresh start for us. Of course, I would have to take mother with us, but those are details to discuss at a later time. First I must gain your trust. You must show you trust me."
Lian extends a hand towards him inviting him to get out of the bed. He watches as she unties one of the panty hose from the nearest bed post and brings it back over to where he is standing.
"If you really want me to be your mother you must learn to trust me just as I learned to trust you by letting you tie me to the bed."
"I want to trust you," he says in a weak voice.
"Prove it to me." She moves around behind him, gently pulling his wrists behind his back.
He ignores the warning bells blaring inside his head and allows her to bind his wrists tightly behind his back. His mind whirls. What if it's a trick?
He opens his mouth to protest, complain maybe, to even object to what is happening. But any objection is cut off when she smothers his pending protest with a loving kiss before uttering three words that make his heart sing with joy, while at the same time throwing it into utter confusion.
"I love you."
"How, why . . . Y-you can't," he stammers.
"I can't?" Her grin is sly as she circles him, before pushing him down onto the bed. "Ah, I think I already do. Hmm, I also think that it appears the predator has suddenly become the prey."
At this point, Lian could have pulled down his boxers to reveal the truth. Either the birthmark will be there or it won't, but she is having too much fun playing with him to risk knowing the truth just yet.
"I don't think my baby has had quite his fill of his mother's tits yet. Isn't that right sweetie?"
She reaches out and pulls him forward so he is perched on the edge of the bed as he whispers yes. They stare at each other for a long moment before she reaches down and slowly starts to massage her tits through the soft silky material of her blue busier teasing him. Her tits are right there in front of his face as he licks his lips in anticipation . . . watching . . . waiting.
Lian leisurely slips her fingers under the thin blue straps that hold her bustier in place. She ever so slowly pulls the straps down and off her shoulders allowing her big, beautiful tits to come spilling out.
He stares at them for a brief moment, before attacking. He darts his face forward, burying his mouth against one large tit while sucking the nipple into his mouth. Lian moans her ascent as he kisses, licks, and nibbles on her tits to his heart's content.
Time seems to stand still as Zeke franticly tries to get his fill of her tits. Finally, sensing the time is right for her to enact the final part of her plan, and at long last learn the truth, Lian implores him to stop.
"Zeke, honey, I think it's Mommy's turn to suck on something of yours."
He has yet to experience the pleasure of having his cock in a woman's mouth so her mere suggestion triggers his cock to jerk to full hardness. "Here sweetie stand up for your mother . . . it will be easier."
Lian drops to her knees, licking her lips trying to contain her excitement as she reaches out and brazenly, before she loses her nerve, yanks his boxers down.
"Jesus, look at you honey . . . all big and hard for mommy again."
Unable to avoid knowing the truth any longer her eyes dart over to his left inner thigh. She has to blink back the tears—the birthmark is there! The final piece of the puzzle slips easily into place proving in her heart Zeke must be her son!!
Of course, this is not the time to reveal that inconvenient little fact to him as she feels her mouth aching to swallow his hardness. Knowing it's her son only seems to make her all the more hungry for his cock.
Acting on pure animal instinct, her tongue flickers out sliding along the underside of his throbbing member causing him to shudder.
"Oh God, Mommy . . . that feels so good. Please don't stop."
She can't deny him . . . even knowing he is her son. Drunk and strung out on the coke, she is not in the mood for reflective thought, but instead all that matters is satisfying her sexual desires.
Two more long licks, and a quick swirl of her tongue around the head of his cock has him moaning, before she pulls takes a deep breath, and swallows his cock whole in one deft stroke.
Lain sucks on his cock so eagerly that poor Zeke is making small whimpering noises and struggling against the panty hose that bind his wrists.
She stops abruptly. Time to plant the seed.
She pulls away, holding his cock in her hand, and looks up at him. Her look is serious, her voice soft and sweet as she utters the words. Words so powerful that Zeke shall never forget them. "What if this game we are playing, me being your mommy, what if it's true honey?"
"It can't be. My mom died in a car accident."
She starts to stroke his cock with her soft hands. "She wasn't your birth mother. I am. You were an adopted honey. Should I stop?"
"What—no . . . . I mean how . . . do you know this?"
Her one hand is sliding up his cock faster now as she uses the other to cup his balls. "I just do baby. You are mine. Should I stop . . . do you want Mommy to stop?"
"Please, you are teasing me."
"No." She moves her lips closer to his achingly hard cock. "Do you want Mommy to suck on it again sweetie . . . knowing you came from me."
"Lain . . . But . . . how . . . it's not poss-"
She stops and looks up at him. Her voice is hard and serious and stops his denial in mid word. "You can cum in Mommy's mouth . . . would you like that baby? But only if you promise to stop denying you are mine . . . and never call me Lian again . . . I am your Mother. It's the truth. Soon I will tell you how I know this . . . but for now . . . should I stop?"
"Please . . . please no. I w-wanna cum in your mouth . . . Mommy." He was sure—at first—she was simply teasing him, but now . . . she sounds so serious. Regardless of how serious she is— it can't match the seriousness of what she is doing with that wicked tongue of hers- circling his shaft up and down with dozens of small licks.
"Promise me . . . you believe you are mine . . . Promise that and I will show you heaven baby. Convince me of your feelings." She has stopped and is looking up at him.
The moment seems frozen in time, before he takes the plunge. "I am yours . . . mother. I . . . feel it . . . in my soul . . . in my heart. I have loved you from the first moment I laid eyes on you . . . with an intense love that only a little boy could have for his mommy."
"Hmm, that is good. Heaven it shall be . . . for the both of us then." She closes her eyes and proceeds to inch by inch make his full eight inches disappear slowly inside her mouth.
Zeke lets out a loud moan as Lian begins to hungrily suck on his cock. Knowing he is her son, accepting the impossibility of it, only makes her want him all the more. She bounces her mouth up and down, faster and then slower, before bringing her hand up to cup his balls.
As she licks and sucks her way up the shaft of his cock she jiggles his balls in her hand causing him to actually let out his loudest whimper yet.
"Ohhh, God . . . that feels so fucking good," he whines. He opens his eyes briefly and looks down only to see her smiling sweetly up at him, before she swallows his cock whole again and begins to suck on it enthusiastically.
His second orgasm of the night is rushing home. She senses as much and uses her hand to stroke his cock faster while lapping at the head of his twitching cock. When she sees it jerk once before the cum starts to squirt out she closes her eyes and sucks him deep into her mouth draining the rest of his load with her cock hungry mouth.
The fun and games over for the moment they sit side by side on the bed. He wants the truth. How is she his mother? He feels the truth in her words . . . yet how could that be? The odds would have to be so long, but yet again, he knows longshots do come home a winner on rare occasions.
After Lian explains everything in one long breathless explanation, Zeke finds himself wanting to believe her so badly that he simply gives in and does. They decide he will spend the night and in the morning they will figure out the best course of action.
Lian heads to her closet figuring now that he knows the truth play time is over. She just prays he is not too grossed out that their much loved "mommy fantasy" has turned out to be all too real.
She decides to put on something conservative to fit what she thinks will be a long and lonely night. She can't imagine he will be willing to share her bed, even if only to sleep, now that he knows the truth.
She sighs as she slips on an oversized nightshirt thinking of how she was not pleased at all tonight . . . sexually. She is about to leave the closet when she stops and stares at her image in the large mirror that hangs on the back of the closet door.
What, no plans on seducing your son again Lian? How boring is that! You know you want to!! She tells the image in the mirror staring back at her to shut up, before she realizes it's a very legitimate question. As she searches her heart for the answer she realizes there is no simple answer to this complex question.
She loves her son already, but the problem is she is also highly attracted to all his youthful, handsome qualities. Sighing heavily, not sure exactly what may be the right course of action she determines to not make any overt sexual advances upon him.
Then again- if he was to somehow not be grossed out knowing she is his natural birth mother and yet another spark starts to flare between them she will not do anything to extinguish it.
She exits the closet to find him pacing. When he turns to face her she notes the look of disappointment on his young face.
Maybe after running around in your bra and letting him rip it off you, and then wearing that slutty blue bustier he finds your ugly oversized nightshirt to be a tad disappointing, she muses to herself.
"I guess I will show you where the spare bedroom is. I hope you haven't changed your mind about spending the night?"
"No . . . ahh of course not, but do I have to go there now . . . to the spare room I mean."
"No, you can stay here in my room a bit longer. What . . . you wanna talk maybe hon." She tosses her long hair flirtatiously to one side- she just can't help herself- before adding lightly, "Get to know your mother a bit."
"Yeah, something like that."
"OK, well . . . just so you know if you prefer to sleep with me tonight . . . that would be OK too."
He stops pacing and stops to stare at her with a surprised look on his face. She had not really meant to extend an invitation to sleep with her, but it just slipped out.
Worried of what he might be thinking she hurriedly adds, "When I say sleep I mean that innocently sweetheart. Like maybe you would wanna just cuddle with your mother a bit if you want."
"That could be nice. We have . . . you know lost a lot of time. We should start making it up tonight. Plus the truth is I don't want to leave you. I mean be apart."
"Well then, no reason you have to." She takes him by the hand and leads him over to the bed. "Here get into bed and I will grab the lights."
She crosses the room to turn off the light over the vanity table while he starts to undo his jeans in preparation of crawling into her bed.
He stops, his hands on the zipper of his jeans. Should he take them off? What will she think . . . that maybe he is expecting something.
She turns back, heading across the room and sees him still standing there. She laughs, trying to put him at ease saying, "Go ahead. Take them off. You can sleep in your boxers. Be more comfortable that way, right?"



"Yeah, I guess," he mumbles as she switches off the lamp on the nightstand next to the bed.
He feels safer around her in the dark where he can't see her haunting beauty. He rests on his back, waiting, afraid to make a wrong move.
"Don't you want to cuddle with me honey?" In the darkness her whispered voice is somehow even more seductive than ever.
He says nothing, does nothing as she reaches out and pulls him next to her. They find themselves in a spooning position trying to fall asleep. It is hopeless as between the coke and the utter excitement of finding each other after so many lost years, sleep is an impossible dream.
"Are you awake, baby?" Again that whispered voice in the darkness stabs his heart.
"Yeah, can't sleep."
"Me neither. It's probably the coke. We should get up and do something nice and relaxing." She reaches over and flips on the bedside lamp.
"Like what?"
"Hmm, how about sharing a nice slow dance with your mother. Your arms around me, soft music, some candle light . . . I think that would relax us. Sound nice?" Of course he agrees—he has denied her nothing all night long so why start now.
"You don't mind if I put something else on do you hon? I'm afraid this nightshirt of mine is perfect for sleeping, but not so much for sharing a slow dance in." He murmurs his ascent while heading to the bathroom.
Once inside the closet she strips off the robe while debating the earlier merits of her promise not to make any overt sexual advances toward him. She finds them to be . . . lacking.
She searches her closet for something a bit more enticing to wear for their pending dance rejecting several items for being either too conservative, or too daring, before finally settling on a pretty pink nightshirt.
Considering his reaction to her pink bra earlier, pink, she suspects, may be his favorite color for women. Besides she will finally have a chance to wear this particular nightshirt. It was a gift from Liz on her birthday several years ago, before she knew such pretty gifts for her was useless thanks to Bill's lack of interest in her.
So here it sat, unworn and unloved for all these long years. Until tonight. Maybe Zeke will like it. She supposes it would be fitting to wear it tonight for the first time since she is meeting her son for the first time.
She was about to put the nightshirt on when she takes a second look at it suddenly remembering how sheer the fabric is. In fact, as she recalls, it's practically see through. She also remembers how when she tried it on the one time how very snug it was on her. Thinking about it now, she recalls how she had saved the receipt and was planning on exchanging it for the next size up, but never got around to doing so.
Deciding it will be too daring to wear alone, Lian searches for a bra and panties to put on underneath, or maybe a tee shirt, but then stops. Smiling to herself, she whispers, "Why not? It will surely make an impression on him."
Tossing the bra she was considering to the side, she settles with putting on only a pair of pink thong panties underneath. Posing in front of the mirror attached to the back of her closet door, Lian smiles slyly observing how her regal tits strain the sheer fabric of the medium sized nightshirt that was not made for a woman with a set of 38DD tits.
He is sitting on the bed waiting for her when she comes strutting out of the closet. He takes a quick look at her, and then diverts his eyes. Knowing she is his mother, he no longer feels quite right about openly staring at her.
Lain moves about the room lighting roughly a dozen candles in preparation for their dance. The whole time Zeke struggles to keep his eyes off of her. The tight sheer nightshirt she is wearing barely reaches her waist allowing both her ass and legs to be fully exposed.
The guilt he feels for wanting to stare at her is compounded by what he wants to do to her . . . yet again. Zeke fully understands such feelings will only grow stronger if he allows himself to dance with her.
Finally, afraid he will not be able to control himself if they were to dance he makes a hasty decision. Jumping up from the bed, he quickly strides across the room.
"I should go, Mom. I mean to the spare room. I suddenly feel . . . not so good."
He pauses, his hand on the door, wondering what her reaction shall be. Trying to hide the disappointment in her voice, Lian turns to him saying softly, "Fine, just give me a minute and I will show you there."
Lian is deeply hurt by his sudden change of mood. Alone in her bedroom, she does two more huge lines from her stash of coke. It only makes things worse as the coke serves to fuel her already intense emotions. Feeling hot and in the need of some fresh air she opens the French doors and stumbles out onto the balcony that overlooks the immense backyard.
There is a light snow falling as she sips on a fresh glass of champagne hoping the cold night air will help restore her emotional balance. Leaning back against the railing she wonders if Zeke is sleeping soundly now in her spare room. She desperately wants to check on him, but fights the feeling- praying he will come back to her.
Zeke still cannot sleep. The sight of his mother in her sheer pink nightshirt haunts him when he closes his eyes. The guilt he feels over his desire for her is starting to fade. It is now being replaced by a deeper guilt for abandoning her. He was sure this hurt her as she barely said a word to him when she escorted him down the hallway to the spare room, and then worse still, turned away when he tried to give her a simple little goodnight kiss.
The gnawing feeling that he must return to her finally wins out after just a few minutes. He slips back on his jeans and shirt and quietly makes his way down the dark hallway to her room.
He knocks on her door. No answer. Entering the bedroom, he finds it quiet and almost completely dark. The only light comes from the candles. Thinking she may be in the bathroom he calls out to her softly. Nothing.
Peering at the bed, he sees she is not there either. The closet maybe? The door is shut and the light is off. He starts to wonder just where the hell she is at- downstairs maybe- when he feels a cold draft.
Looking about the room to find the source, he spots one of the French doors leading to the balcony cracked open. He slowly crosses the room, and just before reaching the open door he hears her quietly sobbing.
His heart breaks as he pauses at the threshold of the door. She is there, leaning against the railing straight across from the doors, her back to him. Her dark silhouette is gently heaving from the tears racking her body.
He steps out into the cold night air to find himself confronted by a most alluring scene. She turns around and stares at him saying nothing. She is holding a half filled champagne flute and sniffling.
The soft curves of her body, accented by the glorious full moon hovering over the balcony, stand out under the pink nightshirt. Her long, luxurious hair seems to shimmer in the luminous moonlight. Her face glows with a beauty that makes his heart ache with forbidden longing. But it's the sight of those magnificent nipples, resplendently erect, pushing against the gossamer material of her nightshirt that makes him sigh with a deep yearning.
They stand facing each other for a long moment- saying nothing- just staring. He tears his eyes off of her chest and looks at her. There are a few flecks of fluffy white snow lingering in her dark hair marking a wonderful contrast. Lost in her absolute beauty, he forgets all about feeling guilty.
A cold breeze cuts across the balcony making them both shiver. Zeke's eyes fall to her chest- yet again. Her fully erect nipples, looking so unimaginably splendid poking out against the nightshirt, capture his eyes. Simply put -they are now the center of his universe.
Lian knows exactly where his attention is focused. She says nothing letting the tension build as she takes a couple small steps forward allowing him a better view of her tits.
Finally she breaks the silence. "So you don't find the spare bedroom to your liking?"
"Mom, I'm sorry. I . . . didn't mean to hurt you. You've been crying?"
She takes another step forward hoping to capitalize on the guilt he is obviously feeling. One more step forward and she is now standing within arm's reach of him on the cold balcony.
A stiff breeze ruffles his dark hair. He is so handsome in her eyes that it makes her heart ache. "
"You should go back to the spare bedroom or better yet leave the house completely. Forget about me and this whole stupid night. Yes . . . just leave me here all alone . . . freezing . . . on my balcony. I clearly deserve my fate of a cold loneliness . . . I can see that now. It is payback for my stupidity in losing you so long ago." She starts to turn away after draining the balance of her champagne down in one large gulp.
The moment of truth is upon him. Zeke senses unless he does something drastic this beautiful dream of a night could turn really ugly. Not surprisingly, he suspects she is really not in a mood to listen to reason or logic. Not now; they are way past that. Instead, he will have to rely on raw, passionate emotion to save the day. That and swift, decisive action.
He acts quickly, letting the raw emotion that is required wash over him and rule his actions. He takes a takes a step forward flexing his muscles, preparing for the bold action that is necessary.
"I shan't leave you to such a bitter cold fate, mother."
He wraps one arm around her back, and the other under her legs, and before she even knows what is happening scoops her easily off her feet. She lets out a surprised squeal of sheer delight as he turns and carries her into the bedroom.
"No, no, honey put me down," she cries trying to sound mad, but not quite getting there.
"Not a chance," he snaps back while turning to push the open door shut with his foot as she snuggles against him.
"Where are you taking me?" she whispers as he starts to cross the room.
He heads toward the bed. "To your bed. You are freezing, mother. I can feel you shivering against me. I shall tuck you in nice and warm under the covers OK."
"I have a better idea hon. Dance with me . . . as you promised earlier. Your strong arms around me is all the warmth your mother requires." He deftly sets her on her feet agreeing to the idea.
"I just gotta step into the closet a moment to put on my dancing shoes. Wait for me, hon."
He plops down on the bed trying to relax knowing his fate is sealed.
A minute later his mother emerges from the closet. He glances up at her and smiles. "You look much taller." She is wearing a pair of wonderfully wicked pink neon open toed sandals and towering five inch heels that are a perfect complement to her pink nightshirt and panties.
As she struts across the room oozing sex she whispers, "Like my new shoes. I have been saving them for a special occasion."
"You consider dancing with me a special occasion?"
"I consider finding my handsome adorable long lost son after all these years the most special of occasion's sweetheart. Don't you?"
"Yes, of course, mother." He was about to say more, but instead shuts his mouth as he becomes wholly distracted.
His distraction is in the form of his mother's super nice butt as she struts over to the entertainment center nestled in the corner of the bedroom.
Despite being drunk, despite the five inch heels, despite the prodigious amounts of coke she has snorted, she still moves with the soft grace of a cat. The only thing missing is for her to have a long furry tail to swish around.
Her sweet ass is on full display when she bends over to insert a disc into the CD player. Staring, he wonders if she is bending over simply for his viewing pleasure. It seems to him it would have been much simpler for her to just crouch down and insert the disc into the player.
Her pretty pink panties do little to conceal her well-toned ass as she seems to be taking an inordinate amount of time fiddling with the controls of the stereo allowing him a nice long look. Finally, she straightens up after putting in a mix CD of romantic songs.
The bedroom is filled with the soft sounds of a romantic love ballad. They come together in the middle of the bedroom. With her high heels on she towers over him which is fine by him since it puts him nearly on eye level with those stunning tits of hers. They are silent, holding each other tight as the room fills with dreamy lyrics of love and romance.
The raw sexual tension between mother and son is reaching a fever pitch as the song grinds slowly on. Zeke, no matter how he tries, simply cannot keep his eyes off her tits. He is getting hard again all the while hoping she isn't noticing.
"Honey, are you grossed out by what happened earlier now that you know our little "Mommy" fantasy was reality."
"No, not at all."
She pauses, her arms sliding up his neck. "So you still find me attractive?" she whispers. So much for not seducing him.
"Utterly."
"You still want me."
"Desperately," he breathes as his hands slip around her waist.
Smiling at him slyly, she takes his hand and leads him back across the bedroom to her vanity table. The raw sexual tension that now envelops the bedroom is like some sort of living entity all of its own.
"Help me up on the table baby," she mouths to him. He takes her by the hands and helps scoot her up on the table. There is a slight jingling noise as her various assortment of makeup items rattle about when her weight settles on the table.
She doesn't let his hands escape now that she is safely settled on the table, but instead she clenches them near her chest where they hover, trapped by hers, mere inches from her pink clad mountains that he has been staring at so wistfully while they danced.
"Do you like your Mommy's tits honey?" She seductively tilts her head to one side whispering, "I mean you do think my tits are big right honey? The way you have been staring at them all night makes me think so."
The words come tumbling out of his mouth before he can stop them. "Oh Jesus, Mom, you know your tits are fucking huge."
"Not just huge, but fucking huge huh," she giggles before adding, "And that is a good thing?"
"You know it is" he answers unable to believe that this wonderful impossible night is about to get better.
"Are they bigger and better than that stupid Mrs. Ashby's baby?"
"Yes on both counts."
"Go on baby show me you think you Mommy has real nice tits."
She releases his hands, before laying her head back, closing her eyes, and pushing her chest out to him striking a pose of complete submission.
He pauses for the briefest of instances, knowing what he is about to do is wrong, but simply unable to resist such a temptation. He stretches his fingers out tracing small circles through the thin material of her nightshirt.
His fingers circle, much like a pack of sharks circling their prey, before his hands attack. He smashes through the natural barriers that mothers erect against their sons to keep such things from happening, and begins to lavish rich attentions on her lovely tits with his curious hands.
They feel divine in their firm fullness under the soft material of her nightshirt. Yes her nightshirt, it's still there, providing one last barrier to her heavenly tits. He wonders if he should try and remove it.
Lian, with uncanny motherly instincts opens her eyes, lifts her head up and stares at her son. She senses he is wondering just exactly what to do next.
"You know this . . ." She reaches down and takes his hands off her tits. "Sheer, pink, night shirt of mine . . . I wore it just to tease you little boy. I didn't wear a bra underneath on purpose understanding the effect it would have on you."
She glances pointedly at the bulge in his jeans. "I see it is working. But yet you are still too shy . . . still too scared . . . still too much of a little boy to do anything about your mother teasing you."
He knows what she is doing- questioning his manhood in such a way that is anything but subtle. What should he do about it?
He brushes her hands away; reaches out and rips the nightshirt violently open. Several of the large pink buttons go zinging through the air as Lian lets out a gasp of shocked delight.
He moves his hands under her tits and lifts them up as he pulls back briefly to catch his breath. He surveys the scene. Her head has fallen back once again; her breath is ragged; her long hair spread out on the table, but most especially he loves the way her chest is trembling with those gloriously erect nipples waiting to be sacrificed to the hungry ravages of his eager mouth. He stares wanting to burn this memory into his soul where it will last a lifetime.
His mouth falls on her tits with such a savage ferocity that she will be the one with the memory of his fierce assault upon her tits forever seared onto her soul. He buries his face in her immense cleavage. Kissing and licking his way up the vast expanse of tit flesh, his mouth moving back and forth with frenetic speed, he attempts to kiss her tits everywhere all at once.
His mouth flies to one large breast and then the other, sucking on the ripe nipples with reckless abandon causing the table to shake.
"OH GOD BABY . . . that's it suck on my tits. Please baby don't stop."
It would be a far easier thing for him to stop breathing than to stop sucking on her tits at this point. He lips, his mouth, his tongue, all lay waste to her poor nipples as his hands plunder her tits mercilessly.
Finally, Lian lifts her head up and reaches down with one hand telling him to stop. She has to tell him three times before he obeys.
His eyes are glazed and his hair a mess as he looks up at her. "It's your mother's turn to play with something sweetheart. Something big and hard I suspect."
Her hands go to the front of his Levi's. She goes nice and slow, wanting to build the tension. First, she undoes his belt. He reaches out with his hands and tries to fondle her tits as she slides down off the table. She swats them away, before going back to work, unbuttoning his jeans.
She gradually pulls the zipper down, before reaching back up to hook her fingers around his pants. She tugs them down ever so carefully, making sure to pull down his boxers in the process.
For the second time during this wicked night she gasps at his size. His full 8 inches is on proud display jutting out from his body.
She can scarcely take her eyes off it as she tells him sweetly, "I can see you have still have no problem getting big and hard for your mommy sweetheart. Go on baby. Give you mother what she wants."
She turns around, pulling his hands around her mid-section. They quickly rises to cup her tits as she pushes her ass against his crotch. Their mouths twist together sharing an urgent kiss with a pair of desperate snaking tongues.
"Take your sexual frustration out over that bitch Mrs. Ashby out on me baby. Fuck me . . . show me what that bitch was missing."
He drops his hands to yank her pink panties down and off her hips.
He is out of control with youthful lust to the point where he no longer cares what he says to her. "Spread your god damn legs you fucking chink whore and I will give you what you want."
Lian, more amused than upset at his derogatory comments, does as he demands spreading her legs with equal parts excitement and fear. She wanted to push his buttons -that much was true- but she never dreamed he would say the words that just came out of his mouth. She wonders just how hard he is going to fuck her.
She doesn't have to wonder long. With his third hard thrust forward he finally buries his eight inches deep inside her wet cunt. Lian lets out a small whimper as he pierces her.



There is no preamble. Zeke starts to pound away on his mother as if fucking her was a matter of life or death. She is moaning louder and louder as the table is literally shaking as if there was an earthquake.
His hands come up and grip her hips for support as he buries his mouth against his neck. He pushes in and out, harder and harder with each desperate thrust off his cock deep into her pussy. He is fucking her so hard, and with such a brutal craving that Lian finds herself being nearly lifted off the ground by his raging manhood as his cock slams into her again and again.
Zeke, having cum already twice, has plenty in his tank to give his mother which is a good thing as a coked up Lian is desperate for cock.
"Oh that's it baby, fuck your mommy good!! Harder, baby do me harder," she begs.
He gives in to her slamming his raging hardon into her until he watches with utter joy as she begins to cum. Hard.
"Ohhh . . . . God baby, Mommy is cummming . . . Oh that's it. Fuck me . . . Ohhh!!" She tips over the edge cumming so hard her knees buckle. The only things keeping her up is the table and his hands holding her hips with a vise like grip.
Watching her shake all over as she writhes under his relentless pounding is such a turn on that within a mere matter of seconds he is shooting a load of hot cum inside of her.
He collapses against her as he experiences an orgasm that makes the prior two pale in comparison. She leads him over to the bed as he begins to sniffle. Now that the lust is gone the guilt of what he just did, of what he just called her, hits home.
"Oh God, Mom, I can't believe I called you that. And did that . . ."
"Shh baby," she helps him into the bed before slipping down next to him.
"Let me cuddle my baby boy," she whispers snuggling up next to him.
His love for her at this exact moment is so powerful that it defies description.
Jesus, I just called her a fucking chink whore, told her to spread her goddamn legs and then fucked her like some cheap tramp in a back alley . . . and she responds by calling me her baby and wanting to cuddle!
Zeke holds his mother tight—a lifetime of misery has somehow been washed away in a few wicked hours of intense forbidden passion. He couldn't be happier and she couldn't be more content. They are both looking forward to a bright and very sexy future with one another.
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Both Gwen's husband and 18 year old son were on life support while she miraculously escaped the car accident with nary a scratch physically. Emotionally she is a wreck as any good mother and wife would be while facing the impending loss of both her son and husband.
It's Michael, her son that she is particularly worried about as she finds him utterly adorable. Given the choice of if only one could live her husband, Tom, would come out on the losing end every time.
Now in the quiet, nearly deserted, waiting room, Gwen glances at her watch, noticing it's nearly 1 am. Michael should be out of surgery by now. She gets up stretches, preparing to head to the nurse's station to inquire if there is any news, when the doctor, a middle aged bespectacled woman, that looks to be of Indian descent, hustles into the room.
"Mrs. Turner, sit down please. I have news."
"W-hat is it. Is my son alright." Her voice is quavering and on the point of breaking.
"Sit down please and let me explain where we are at."
Gwen sits down on the old waiting room coach while the doctor settles down next to her.
"The surgery was . . . semi successful. We got the internal bleeding to stop. He is in stable condition in regards to that."
"Oh thank God. Thank you doctor."
"Don't . . . not yet Mrs. Turner. His condition is still precarious. "
"Tell me." Gwen says digging into her purse to pull out yet another Kleenex.
"He has suffered a major head trauma that has left him in a coma."
"He will wake up though right. I mean he is not going to die."
"His brain activity is limited but stable. As of now there is no danger of him passing that is the good news."
"And the bad news, Dr. Mutafia, is what?"
"Ahh . . ." The doctor sighs heavily as Gwen braces herself. "We simply don't know when your son might regain consciousness. It could be tonight, a month from now, maybe a year. We simply don't know. It's in God's hands now. I am afraid there is precious little more to do at this point but wait . . . and pray."
"But you can keep him alive right? While we wait."
"He is stable, with the help of a breathing apparatus. He can be fed intravenously, so no he is in no immediate danger. Just so you understand Mrs. Turner," the small woman grips her hands, "your son may never wake up."
"But also, he may wake up at any given time though correct?"
"Yes, he may that is true also."
"I shall think positive and pray." Of course she will pray. Gwen is and has always been a strict Catholic of unshakable faith. Or so she thought.
"That is always good, maybe between that and some heartfelt prayers God will see fit to bring your son back to you."
"Maybe."
"Now as for your husband, I was told by Doctor Lampley, he could not speak with you personally as he got called away for another urgent emergency, that your husband . . ." the doctor shakes her head sadly.
"He didn't make it?" Gwen responds trying to hide the apathy in her voice.
"I am afraid not. He passed on the operating table."
One hour later, Gwen is in her son's room looking at him sadly. She had just stopped by the hospital's chapel and prayed to God that her son, please, please wake up and come back to her. His once cute and boyish 18 year old face is covered almost entirely in bandages. His breathing, with the help of the machine, appears to be slow and steady.
She pulls a chair, it's large and surprisingly comfortable, from the corner of the private room close to the bed so she can sit and hold his hand. She strokes over and over again the several small tufts of his brown hair that have managed to escape from under the bandages.
She cries off and on for a good hour straight before finally, around 3:00am, a nurse comes in and gives her a pillow suggesting she put her head down and try to get a bit of sleep.
This sad routine goes on for months. Gwen spends day and night at the hospital sitting with her son. There is no noticeable change in his condition sending Gwen into a great state of despair. Her prayers to an unresponsive, or maybe it's an uncaring God, continue to go unanswered.
Then one night, after having dozed off while curled up next to his bed in the large chair, she has a most extraordinary dream. The dream was so very vivid that upon jerking awake around 6:00 am she is in a state of confusion.
Was that real? she mutters to herself before spotting the neatly clipped black rose laid across her son's bed. At the sight of the single half stemmed black rose the memory of the dream comes flooding back to her.
In her dream, she is being led down a long corridor by Dr. Mutafia, who keeps turning around advising her to go back to the chapel, and pray some more. But Gwen is insistent, "Take me to him. I must bargain for my son's life. I fear it's the only way."
The doctor stops in mid-stride as Gwen, following close behind, nearly collides with her. She turns and looks at her seriously saying in a calm voice, "Praying to the Lord in Heaven is the only way, not this Gwen."
"Prayer and your God have never been kind to me Doctor. Time to try another way. Show me his office."
"NO!! I go no further than this. I refuse to venture any closer to His Domain. His office is the last one on the left. You will recognize it as it has the mark of the beast scratched on the door. Venture fourth at your own peril."
And with that the small brown woman, impeccably dressed in her white doctor's overcoat, turns on her heel and strides purposefully back down the long corridor, her heels clicking hollowly, leaving Gwen all alone.
Gwen continues down the corridor—it seems to go on forever- passing row after row of nondescript plain brown doors shut tightly until finally she reaches the end of the hallway.
There is a single door to her left. The wood comprising this door is not of the cheap panel materiel like the others, but instead is a rich dark mahogany. It is adorned with a large golden door knob, and just as Dr. Mutafia had said, the mark of the beast is indeed scratched into the dark wood in vivid 4 inch high numbers.
666 Gwen stares at the number. A cold chill is crawling up her spine as suddenly she becomes doubtful if this is the way. She can't remember how this idea, to see Him, even came to her in the first place. She has no time to ponder such thoughts as a deep, majestic voice floats to her from the other side of the closed door.
"Do come in my dear. The door is open. My door is always open to those who seek my wisdom or require my guidance."
Gwen takes a deep breath, bracing herself to be stoic and unemotional so she can bargain with a clear head. She turns the knob and walks into the Devil's office.
She had no idea what to expect, other than the devil, of course, would be a male. This natural belief was reinforced by the deep, manly voice that invited her into the office in the first place so when instead she finds herself staring at an extremely attractive dark haired woman she is a bit nonplussed.
No one else is in the small dark office that is dominated by the large desk leaving it obvious the masculine voice must have come from her.
The only light comes from a single small table lamp, just enough to make out the Devil's basic appearance of being of a singularly attractive lady. "But you are a woman. The voice. .?"
"Ahh you were expecting a man of course. They always do." The Devil's voice now is delicate, soothing and very feminine. "As for the voice . . . ahh nothing but a little parlor trick I play on occasion to fool people. That is what, after all, they have been lead to believe by their stupid Christians beliefs . . . The Devil is always out to fool them."
"I am lacking in my belief . . . for the moment at any rate." Gwen manages to stammer before adding, "Are you real or this another trick or maybe I'm dreaming."
The Devil extends her hand out to Gwen. "Give me your hand, Gwen." She reaches out and takes the Devil's hand into her own. Her hand is velvet soft besides being warm and pleasant to the touch. Gwen glances down and sees the fingernails are long, blood red, and perfectly manicured coming to what appears to be a razor sharp point.
"Does my hand feel real hon?"
Gwen nods her head yes.
"I am real, and yet a dream. Life can be lived on different astral planes. It's easy for someone of my power to manage so don't worry about the science behind all this or if you prefer its dark magic. I am equally adept at both."
"Of course you are. I am not worried as long as you are real. Dreaming is a waste of time."
"You most assuredly are not wasting your time my dear. Give me your other hand. Let me show you more evidence of just how real I am." Her voice manages to be gentle, yet commanding, all at once. Gwen extends her other hand out across the desk as her heart skips a beat.
She feels the Devil now holding both of her hands, squeezing them softly, before casting a wry smile at her, and bringing them up to her lips. Her blood red lips are full and sensual.
The Devil very gently, very deliberately snakes her tongue out and licks the back of Gwen's hands, and then around into her palm, sending a whole series of small, but not unpleasant, shivers up and down her spine.
"Does that feel real, Gwen?"
"Oh yes very real." Gwen wants to pull her hands back before she loses control and starts to moan as the Devil's tongue slithers around the palm of her hand.
"Ahh, w-what should I call you?" She yanks her hands back out of the Devil's grip afraid of what might happen if she did not.
"Good question. What do you want to call me?"
"I don't know. Whatever is proper I suppose."
"Well I have many legendary names but I think you should call me something of your own. Something more human and less scary if we are to be friends. Pick a name. What do I look like, a Karen maybe, Jennifer, Susan perhaps? All very average names for an average white girl like myself?"
"I am thinking you are anything but average."
"I will take that as flattery meant to impress me. Oh how I do enjoy flattery, even the Devil wants admiration you know."
"Of course but still what should I call you?"
"OK let me come closer, out from behind this desk. Let you have a better look at me so you can come up with something."
The woman rises slowly from behind the desk. She snaps her fingers causally, and the small office is bathed in soft light coming from nowhere and everywhere all at once.
Gwen now gets a better look at this "devilishly" beautiful woman as she struts from around the desk, her 5 inch heels clicking seductively on the hardwood floor. She stops in front of Gwen holding her hands on her hips, a bemused smile on her face as Gwen tries to maintain her poise.
She is dressed professionally in a dark skirt with a plain white blouse. Her raven dark hair is pinned back behind her ear giving the illusion Gwen is dealing with some high powered corporate executive as opposed to the Princess of Darkness herself. The dark reading glasses she is wearing only adds to her professional appearance.
Gwen was sure when she first entered the office the woman behind the desk hair was not wearing glasses, and her hair was not up, but instead down and falling over her shoulders.
Gwen shakes her head remembering the Devil is known for playing tricks. She now notices in the better lighting just how stunningly beautiful this creature truly is. Ss she moves closer to Gwen the Devil's flawless, exquisite beauty reminds Gwen of old world Europe beauty- elegant and timeless.
No sooner does this thought pop into Gwen's mind, than the Devil whispers, "My spirit is ageless of course, but my physical body I now inhabit is of Czech ancestry since you were wondering. This body was born . . . ahh many, many hundreds of moons ago in Prague. I have aged well do you not think?
"Exceptionally well."
"You find me pretty no Gwen?" The Devil reaches out and slides one sharp fingernail slowly down the side of Gwen's face sending small shock wave of shivers-again- up and down her spine.
"Very much so." Gwen whispers her voice catching in her throat. Being so close to her now is like standing next to a warm fire on a cold night at just the right distance—it warms without being uncomfortably hot.
"And what of my body? Do you find that attractive as well?"
Gwen's eyes slip down off her face and onto her body. Most ironically the Devil has the body of a voluptuous angel. The dark skirt is both extremely tight and short showing off a pair of perfectly toned legs and creamy white thighs.
"Higher up is where you will find my true treasures Gweny," the Devil whispers as she slips a finger under Gwen's chin. With the help of the Devil's soft touch Gwen's eyes fall on the white blouse.
Her breath catches in her throat as the Devil gives her a wicked smile, showing off a set of gleaming white teeth, and slowly begins to undo her blouse. What little light there is in the office seems to cast a spotlight on the Devil's chest as first one and then two buttons come undone.
She pauses, looking at Gwen making sure she has her full attention, before she unbuttons a third button revealing the hint of a purple lace bra underneath the blouse.
"Hmm, purple is your favorite color?"
"Yes," Gwen whispers as she becomes lost staring at the immense cleavage the Devil is so willing showing off to her. The Devil, again with that maddeningly bemused smile on her beautiful face, appears to thrust her chest out at Gwen, allowing the light to catch her blouse in just the right way, making her obviously large tits seem to almost shine under the blouse.
The Devil's magnificent tits cause pangs of jealousy to rock Gwen's world. Her own small 32B breasts have always been a source of frustration for her. In fact, before the accident, she had been considering having them done.
"And have you thought of a name for me yet Gweny . . . or have you become so enthralled with the bountiful curves of my body that clear thought is neigh impossible."
The Devil's voice, sounding amused brings Gwen back to reality.
"Y-yes."
"Yes you are indeed enthralled with my body or yes you have thought of a name for me. Remember, as ironic as it may be since I am known as the Father of Lies, honesty in all matters is extremely important to me Gwen. I can smell the stink of lies on a human's breath so don't ever think of being anything less than completely honest with me."
Gwen looks up. In her five inch heels, the Devil towers over her as she sits meekly in the small chair. She tells the truth without hesitation thinking it most wise.
"Both," Gwen whispers trying to instill a note of confidence in her voice she doesn't feel.
"Excellent, I'm glad you are enthralled by my devilishly sexy body. We can discuss those latent lesbian tendencies you have been denying for too long later . . . as for now . . . what is the moniker you have so kindly bestowed upon me in your heart of hearts, Gweny. I can call you that yes, Gweny. It sounds like what maybe a best friend might call you and I have the very strange feeling we shall be best of friends, my dear. Very close and personal best friends that is."
She slips a finger under Gwen's chin and forces her to look up into her hauntingly dark hazel eyes.
"Denise," Gwen whispers quietly feeling like a school girl in the presence of a most strict headmaster who knows she is cheating. Gwen, the good catholic girl, indeed has had, over the years, many a curious fantasy about being with another woman.
"Denise, yes I like that. Devilishly. Delightful, Denise it is . . . three D's again most perfect."
"Why most perfect?" Gwen asks as the Devil offers a glass of dark red wine to Gwen. A glass that apparently she produced out of thin air.
"Triple D my cup size." Denise replies nonchalantly as she leans back against the desk. For the first time, Gwen detects what is a genuine smile cross Denise's face.
"Jesus triple D they must be . . ." Gwen starts to whisper before allowing her voice to trail off.
"Yes huge," Denise finishes for her proudly. "I can detect a bit of jealousy in your heart over my fantastic body, Gwen. Jealousy can hurt a friendship so we must do something about that plus it will give me a chance to show off my powers thus allowing you to understand just who you are dealing with."
"I don't understand."
"Of course you don't. You are overweight. A good thirty pounds I would imagine. How tall are you?"
"Five six and yeah I am overweight . . . now. I mean I used to be in great shape but . . ." She shrugs her shoulders sadly. "Since the accident I don't work out, don't eat well, and don't get enough sleep."
"Understandable. There in the shadows is a door. A door leading to a bathroom with a nice mirror. Take a minute and go look at yourself and then come back and tell me what you see."
"I . . ." Gwen was about to question why but a sharp look from Denise silences her.
She gets up and sees there is a door, she had not noticed it before, just off to her right. She takes a couple steps toward it wondering what kind of trickery Denise is up. Just as she began to turn the knob the very air around her seems to shimmer with a force that makes her body tingle all over. It lasts for maybe five seconds before disappearing.
Gwen turns to look at Denise who still leaning nonchalantly against the desk. "Go on sweetheart. The light switch is to your left as you enter."
Gwen steps inside the bathroom and flicks on the light. The bathroom is small and simple: just a toilet with a sink that has a large mirror hanging on the wall over it.
Gwen looks at herself in the mirror and lets out a gasp. First thing she notices is her clothes and hair are now amazingly different. She had been wearing her usual weekend hospital attire—a ratty old sweatshirt and sweatpants. Her once pretty blond hair, which she doesn't bother much now to either wash or style, had been pulled up in a casual ponytail.
The sweatpants have been replaced by a pair of extremely snug fitting jeans while the ratty old sweatshirt had been replaced by a sexy off the shoulder red blouse. As for her blond hair, it is no longer limp and lifeless, but instead she has a mid-length fashionable haircut that glows with beauty.
Gwen steps back to scrutinize her body and notices how good she looks in her tight jeans. The extra weight she had been carrying around on both her hips and ass are gone. She lifts up the top and finds to her utter delight her tummy is flat and rippling with lean muscle.
Jesus it's like I have been going to the gym and eating right for months or even years maybe. Turning side to side marveling at her transformation she finally spots the small pink bag sitting in one corner of the small bathroom.
It's from Victoria's secret. Attached to the bag is a simple small white note with her name on it. She leans over grabbing the bag and opens it. Inside she finds a gorgeous dark maroon lace bra with a matching thong. She turns the bra over as it looks to be a bit big for her. She finds the size—34C.
Too big. I'm a 32B, Gwen sighs.
There is a light rapping on the door. "It shall fit you sweetheart most perfectly. Trust in me."
"Should I try it on now?"
"But of course my pet."
Gwen quickly strips off her pretty new blouse and undoes the small boring plain white bra she is wearing. Stopping to asses her breasts in the mirror she is shocked to find out they look bigger.
She hurriedly tries on the bra and finds it does fit perfectly. She pulls out the panties, checks the tag—small—and again thinks they won't fit—but only for a brief moment- as she is now beginning to understand the mysterious power of Ms. Denise.



The thong panties, of course, fit perfectly. She quickly gets dressed leaving her old clothes in a scattered mess along the floor and emerges from the bathroom, tossing her freshly styled blond hair to one side feeling refreshed and sexy for the first time in months.
"Ahh is better, much better," Denise tells her as Gwen settles back in her chair pondering what might happen next. "Now let's get down to business. What can Denise do for her new friend Gwen? I mean in addition to the bountiful gifts I have already bestowed upon you."
"It's my son. He is in a coma."
"Yes the poor thing, and such a cute boy he was . . . or should I say is as I suppose he is still technically alive. No thanks to God mind you, but to that machine that does the breathing for him."
"Yes no thanks to God I agree," Gwen replies her voice full of bitterness as she thinks of all those long hours she wasted on prayer.
"Well, he might as well be dead." Gwen's voice hitches as she starts to lose control of her emotions. She reaches into her purse searching for another Kleenex. She has none.
"Here, let me help you." Denise flicks her fingers and a large handkerchief appears out of thin air flying into her hand. She hands it to Gwen who dabs dainty at her eyes before blowing her nose.
"What did those silly doctors tell you my dear?"
"That he may not wake up ever or he could wake up tomorrow."
"In other words they have no fucking idea."
"Yes, in other words."
"Well Gwen I am afraid I have some bad news for you. Among my many talents is a gift for future sight. I have looked into this matter and indeed your son will not wake up anytime in the foreseeable future."
"Oh Jesus." Gwen starts to cry now the tears coming unabated.
Denise slips off the edge of the desk and steps forward wrapping her arms around her. She pulls the grieving mother deep into her embrace, stroking Gwen's blonde hair as great gasping sobs of grief escape from her.
This is her first real good cry since the accident that someone was actually there to provide her with some sort of physical comfort and poor Gwen lets go with all she's got. Her whole body is shaking as Denise pulls her even tighter into her arms gently pushing Gwen's face down into the deep valley of her bountiful breasts while continuing to stroke her hair tenderly.
Denise whispers soft words of sympathy to the mother as her sobs are slowly beginning to subside. "Only you can save him with my help. Not God, nor any silly prayers. Only you . . . and me."
Gwen lifts her head up, almost reluctantly from the warm embrace of Denise's bosom, and looks up at her. She feels a sense of "unreality" wash over from having comfort provided to her by the Devil.
"What must I do? Bargain away my soul maybe!" she jerks back sitting straight up as the very thought of this offends the good catholic girl still lurking inside of her.
"Bargain away your soul? How very trite!!" Denise laughs loudly before adding, "Yes, how very blasé. I have a much better way if only you shall agree."
Gwen shrugs her shoulders the sudden anger dissipating. Blinking back tears she asks quietly, "Then what do you want? Must be something?"
Denise looks at her seriously before saying, "Pledge not your soul to me dear, but your body."
"My body . . . I . . . don't understand."
"Oh but I think you do sweetie." Denise starts to take off her blouse as Gwen stares at her dumbly before whispering, "Why are you taking off your blouse?"
Denise ignores the question. "Deep inside you do. Recall what I said about those latent lesbian urges."
"Y-yes." Denise tosses her white blouse carelessly aside and leans back against the desk once more. "Why have you taken off your blouse I asked?" Gwen whispers pressing the matter.
"Simple. You have stained it with your Christian tears. I cannot stand to have anything Christian so close to my heart."
"Oh," Gwen whispers lamely staring at the topless Denise. Her purple lace bra is stunning as are the Devil's huge tits. She wonders just how big they are exactly . . . but not for long.
"Just to satisfy your curiosity and then some my measurements you are so speculating about are as follows . . . I am 5 foot four. 115 pounds . . . measurements 40-23-34 . . . pure muscle, no fat whatsoever. You might say I have a rather . . . no pun intended . . . divine figure. My tits . . . which you seem to have a hard time not staring at are a godly 36 triple D or hmm F if you prefer."
Gwen starts to turn red from the Devil both reading her mind and pointing out she was staring at her tits. She says nothing knowing a denial will only make her look all the more guilty.
"Ahhhh, you are blushing, how very cute. Just like your new haircut and body my dear."
"Yes, I should thank you for that."
"I require no thanks. I did it for myself and for your son when he wakes up."
Gwen eyes light up. "W-when?"
"First your pledge and then you must seal our deal with a kiss . . . to start with anyways." Denise slips off the desk, reaches out with her hands, and pulls Gwen to her feet.
"Denounce God from your life forever and accept me as your guiding light in all things and I shall save your son."
"Denounce God?"
"Yes that is a must. You must trust me. You cannot know before the bargain is struck what exactly I require."
Gwen takes a long look at Denise . . . at the Devil and feels she has no choice.
"I denounce God and accept you."
"Your agreement must be sealed now with a kiss from your pretty lips and then I shall whisper what you must do here and now to finalize things."
Gwen steps forward meaning to kiss Denise on the cheek, but as she leans forward . . . "Not there my dear, here." Denise guides Gwen's lips to her own.
They kiss deeply before Denise pulls back and whispers in Gwen's ear. "You must spend the night in my warm embrace and the bargain shall be struck. Can you do that?"
"I think so." Gwen looks around the small office doubtfully. "But where are we . . . I mean not on the desk?"
"No of course not. You are a delicate flower and as much as the thought of . . . fucking you hard while you are bent over my desk appeals to me." Denise smiles at the shocked look on Gwen face before continuing. "I do believe you deserve a much more gentle touch along with a romantic setting. Follow me."
The Devil takes Gwen's hand and leads her around the desk. As they circle the desk a doorway behind the desk suddenly appears to Gwen. Denise leads her through the doorway and into a large bedroom. The audible click of the door being locked seals Gwen's fate as she looks about the room.
The small bedroom resembles something out of a romantic fairy tale. The room is dominated by a huge canopy bed draped with sheer curtains hanging down on all four sides. Stuck in one corner of the bedroom is a crush red velvet high backed chair that looks like it belongs to a bygone era as does the small matching red sitting couch stuck in the opposite corner.
Denise's heels click audibly on the hardwood floor as she leads Gwen over to the bed. Gwen looks around -the room is bathed in soft light from several flickering wall torches—increasing her sense she has stepped back in time.
She turns her attention to Denise. The Devil's has a mischievous smile to match the sparkling twinkle in her eye as she peers down at Gwen. No words are spoken as Gwen allows the Devil to undress her down to her pretty maroon bra and panties.
They come together in a warm embrace, their mouth's finding each other, tongues intertwining. Gwen's hands instantly go to Denise's breasts while they kiss. She fondles them eagerly through the lacey material of her purple bra as wicked passion for this exotic creature fills her heart.
They fall onto the bed with Gwen's prying fingers ripping at the back closure of Denise's bra. It comes undone allowing Denise's mammoth tits to come spilling out and into Gwen's excited hands. Gwen's desirous mouth attacks the Devil's tits with reckless abandon as Denise to crushes her face in between her tits.
The next few minutes is an epic blur of sexual adventure for the lonely and heartbroken Gwen. After greedily devouring the Devil's tits, Gwen is flipped onto her back. The innocent catholic girl squirms on the large bed as the Devil looms over her licking her lips in wicked anticipation of deflowering this uptight little Christian bitch.
Denise showers the entirety of Gwen's nearly naked body with a series of soft tender kisses that quickly turn into a savage storm of lustful bites. The eye of the storm seems to have settled on Gwen's neck as the Devil sucks on it with wanton fury.
Finally, the Devil relents bringing her mouth up to Gwen's once more. They share several loving kisses before she slides down in between Gwen's parted legs lapping at her thighs.
Gwen stares down at Denise trembling. Their eyes meet. In the dim flickering glow of the torches Gwen swears the Devil's eyes are glowing an ungodly luminous red. And then the Devil showed its tongue to Gwen. It is forked and flickering about like a snake.
Gwen lets out a horrified scream. It has suddenly become all too much for the innocent little catholic school girl still trapped inside of her. She tries to push herself up and away from the Devil flickering tongue and those demonic eyes.
But it's too late. A pair of black handcuffs—she could have sworn they were not there earlier when she most willing tumbled down onto the bed with Denise—one each attached to the two upper bed posts snap at her flailing hands. It's as if the handcuffs themselves are alive!!
Flailing her arms wildly, she tries to avoid the snapping cuffs but it's to no avail. The infernal beautiful Beast perched between her legs holds her tight limiting her movement and soon the animated handcuffs snap shut around her wrists.
Gwen struggles mightily against the handcuffs as Lucifer laughs at her useless struggles before raising up her mouth up to Gwen's face. Denise's pretty green eyes are back, giving her some relief as she leans down and kisses her gently.
"Relax, honey and let Lucifer show you heaven."
It is the last words Denise shall speak to her before Gwen finds herself lost in an abyss of wicked pleasures. The Devil's tongue travels a jagged course downward pausing to lap long and lovingly at Gwen's small tits after she uses one razor sharp nail to saw through the thin straps of her maroon bra.
Gwen's nipples become instantly erect from the lavish attentions of that wicked forked tongue. She lets out an involuntary moan as the tongue slides it way across her abs and on down.
The tongue licking at her thighs makes Gwen moan all the louder. And then she feels the thin protective covering of her panties being ripped away as once again Denise uses her sharp nails to effect.
Gwen is lost as Lucifer's slithering tongue works its magic over her wet cunt. Just as she is nearing a tremendous climax, Denise pulls back with a laugh before bringing down her thumb to apply a lovely circular pressure on Gwen's swollen clit. Gwen moans and bucks wanting to come so bad while struggling against the handcuffs.
Just as she feels the teasing will never stop, Denise slowly slides one and then two fingers inside of her before bringing her tongue down. The lashing forked tongue finishes the job nicely as poor Gwen is left panting after literally being run over by such a powerful orgasm it takes her breath away.
Gwen jerks awake with a start. She blinks her eyes as Nurse Hicks rudely shakes her shoulder. "Wake up Mrs. Turner. Visiting hours are over. Time to go home."
Gwen blinks her eyes trying to adjust to this new reality. She stands up rubbing first her eyes and then her wrists. The dream . . . God the dream it seemed so real, but thank God!! Yes God in heaven it was only a dream of course.
"What happened there?" the nurse inquires nodding at Gwen's wrists.
Gwen looks down- her wrists are red and appear raw. "Not . . . not sure. I need to use the bathroom and then I will go."
"Fine. You have five minutes" the nurse replies brusquely as she departs the room.
Inside the bathroom, Gwen looks at herself in the mirror. The dream slowly comes back to her. First, she looks at her hair. It is a bit messy as if she just got out of bed, but still it looks good. Blond and full bodied with a nice perfect cut to it. Unlike before . . . unlike before she fell asleep in the chair that is.
Gwen looks down. She was not wearing this pretty red blouse nor these tight fitting jeans before. She turns to exam herself in the mirror. Her close fit her nicely revealing a firm shape. Lifting up her top she lets out a small gasp-the pretty lace bra is maroon - identical to the one in her dream.
Yes the same one the Devil cut the straps on with her razor sharp nails, Gwen tells herself. But remembering the Devil's other bit of magic- she raises her hands up to her breasts and feels them, yes they are bigger and quite firm-Gwen supposes to make her bra wholly intact again would be of little consequence to the Devil.
She hears the nurse enter the room again. Barely two minutes have passed Gwen estimates. There is a loud rapping on the door.
"Let's go, Mrs. Turner."
"Yeah, yeah you Gestapo bitch. I wish you would drop fucking dead," Gwen mutters to herself.
On the ride home, Gwen after some careful consideration comes to the conclusion that what happened on this fateful night was no dream but in fact real. She can only wonder what might happen next now that she has made a bargain with the Devil.
Upon reaching home, she finds there is a small white envelope pinned to her front door. On the outside in a most elegant scroll is the capital letter L.
L for Lucifer maybe. Gwen hurriedly rips open the envelope. There is a small piece of folded notebook paper on the inside. She carefully unfolds the paper and then slowly reads the note.
My Dearest Gweny:
Tomorrow you shall have a wish granted. In addition, I also will send you one of my most trusted minions to guide you down the path you have chosen for both you and your son. It is of extreme importance that you allow Avery to be both your friend and guiding light in all matters until your son wakes up.
All my Love,
L.
Gwen tucks the note away safely in her purse before heading inside. She falls asleep that night feeling a bit scared but also more than a bit hopeful as to her son's future.
The next night, after an agonizing long day at work, on the way to the hospital she is in a near feverish state of anticipation. After re-reading the note it is clear to her what is going to happen- the note promised a wish of hers shall be granted. The only wish she knows of having at this point in her pathetic little life is for her son to wake up.
She was wrong. After hurrying into his room she sees nothing has changed. He is still hooked up to all those stupid machines. She brings the chair over close to the bed and sinks down into it dejected beyond words.
She again, just like the night before, slips into a fitful sleep around , but this time her sleep is unmarred by any dreams. Still feeling upset she wakes up shortly before 11pm. Visiting hours are over at 11pm sharp especially with that Gestapo bitch Nurse Hicks on duty. Gwen is in no mood to deal with her bullying tactics tonight so she gives her son a quick kiss on the cheek and departs his room in a hurry.
Out in the hallway she nearly runs head long into a pretty dark haired nurse. Gwen starts to mumble an apology, but before she can get two words out the nurse flashes her a warm smile and begins to speak.
"Leaving already Mrs. Turner."
"I . . ." Gwen is momentarily flustered by this nurse, who she has never seen on duty before, knowing her name and saying it so warmly. "Suppose so. Nurse Hicks is a stickler for enforcing the goddamn rules especially in regards to the stupid visiting hours."
"Yes, well I have some news for you. Nurse Hicks had a massive stroke last night and she ahh won't be coming back to work. Ever I imagine. I will be the new midnight shift nurse for your son."
"Really? That is nice, but Nurse Hicks is she going to be all right?"
The nurse, who Gwen is already taking a liking to, leans in and whispers conspiratorially into her ear, "Jesus let's hope not. I am new here, but from what I have heard she was a real bitch." Gwen, despite herself, starts to giggle as the nurse pulls back.
The nurse grips Gwen by the elbow and starts to steer her back down the hallway toward her son's room. "Oh by the way, I am Nurse Materson but you can call me by my first name as . . . Nurse Materson is just a bit too formal. I mean since we will soon be friends I do hope and pray."
"Yes I hope so too. So what is your first name?"
"It's Avery," the nurse replies flashing a radiant smile.
"Oh . . ." Gwen is momentarily startled into silence as it hits her. For quite some time she had been "wishing" for the hospital to replace Nurse Hicks with someone who was not such a stone cold bitch. She also remembers muttering something last night about wishing Nurse Hicks would drop dead.
Tomorrow you shall have a wish granted, the Devil's note had told her. It also told her she would be sending one of her trusted minions whose name was Avery!!
Pausing in front of her son's door, Gwen has a brief moment to appraise the Devil's trusted minion. Her smile, which seems to come easily to her, is dazzling showing off a set of pristine white teeth. Gwen is equally dazzled by Avery's coral black hair that sweeps past her neck framing her elegant Slavic face nicely.
Gwen takes a step back and notices Avery seems to be equally appraising her too. Her eyes are both seductive and mysterious. They are of a deep rhapsody-blue that is stunning to behold this close up. Below the eyes stood a pair of equally seductive ember red lips.
Gwen's eyes slip down. The dazzling white nurse's uniform stood out in direct contrast to Avery's bronzed complexion. It looks like the new midnight nurse was a sun worshiper just like Gwen had once been before the accident.
Also quite noticeably, her uniform seemed at least a size too small for her. It fit tight on her- that is to say- making it easy to notice her curvaceous figure. Gwen was impressed by Ms. Avery to say the least and was overjoyed her wish had been granted. She felt no fear in the presence of the Devil's minion, but instead just a tingling excitement in regards to what she was certain would be a very warm friendship between the two of them.
Avery and Gwen quickly bonded that night. Apparently, Avery was not so concerned about enforcing the hospital rules as Gwen stayed in her son's room well past midnight. During the course of the evening, Avery popped in several times and the ladies had a couple of nice conversations.
At this point, Gwen thought it best not to let on she suspected Avery was the Devil's minion so she made sure to keep any questions she had of a light hearted nature. Mainly they focused on her son and how Avery was absolutely sure he would regain consciousness soon.
Her positive attitude, so unlike Nurse Hicks' nasty disposition, was truly a relief. And of course, standing in direct contrast to Nurse Hicks was Avery's physical appearance. Nurse Hicks was nothing short of a tired old battle axe while both looking and acting the part, while Avery was much younger, mid-thirties Gwen guessed, and much, much easier on the eyes.
When Gwen came to visit the next day she had yet another surprise waiting for her. Her son had been moved into a larger room in a more secluded wing of the hospital. The room he now occupied was much bigger and it looked to have a larger and much more comfortable bed. Gwen soon found out this was all Avery's doing and thanked her profusely for it.



There is still yet another pleasant surprise for Gwen when Avery informs her that a mysterious donor has given the hospital a large lump sum donation with the stipulation that Ms. Avery be assigned exclusively to Michael on a 12 hour shift 8pm to 8am. She would have no other responsibilities but to care for Michael.
In addition, there was a new doctor assigned to Michael's case—a Doctor Reficul. Avery would report directly to this new doctor with his care and treatment resting fully in her hands.
Gwen was happy as she had not cared for Michael's former doctors—there was a team assigned to him all of whom seemed to only talk in circles to her—nor more than she had for Nurse Hicks. Avery assured Gwen she would like Michael's new doctor when they finally had a chance to meet sometime next week.
When Gwen expressed some worry to Avery about her not having any days off, Avery only smiled and replied she was happy to do it as she had taken a real liking to both Michael . . . and his mother.
Again, Gwen stayed well past 11pm, invited personally by Avery to do so, before going home. Once more the two of them had several nice conversations as Avery popped into the room several times to check if they needed anything.
It was a week later, a Saturday night that turned into a Sunday morning, when things took a rather interesting twist. No longer concerned about leaving by 11 pm and not having to work the next day, Gwen settled down next to the bed in a comfortable loveseat Avery had especially brought in for her. She quickly fell asleep and slept undisturbed until the morning.
At a little before five in the morning, Gwen awakens to first the muted noises of Avery moving about the room and then hears water running in the bathroom attached to his room.
She stands up stretching just as Avery is coming out the bathroom holding the wash basin full of warm water.
"Oh you are awake? Good morning, Gwen."
"Yes. Oh God it's almost morning huh. You let me spend the night?"
"Technically it is morning. It's almost five. Sorry if I woke you but I had to get things prepared for his sponge bath."
"OK, well I better go then."
"Why don't you stay a minute? There is something interesting in regards to your son's condition I want to discuss with you if you have the time?"
"Of course," Gwen answers putting her purse back down hoping it is good news.
Five minutes later Gwen takes a deep breathe. The news was interesting and more than a little exciting. Avery had first showed Gwen the new equipment being used to monitor her son's brain activity. It was a very expensive and precise piece of equipment, paid for by the anonymous donor, which could print out charts that showed Michael's brain activity by the minute.
The interesting part was how Michael's brain activity had been at a muted level for months prior to Ms. Avery taking over his care. And then- it increased substantially upon her taking full charge of his care and treatment.
But the really interesting part Avery points out to Gwen as they sit next to each other side by side on the small loveseat looking at the latest one week chart is how his brain activity spiked considerably every other day at 5am.
"What happens at 5am to cause the spike?? And why only every other day?" Gwen asks anxiously.
Avery looks at her earnestly before answering. "He gets his sponge bath every other day . . . at 5am."
"Oh, I see," Gwen responds with a bit of excitement as her brain instantly makes the connection. If Michael was awake she can only imagine how very exciting receiving a sponge bath from this hot nurse would be so that can only mean one thing- some part of him is awake and recognizing things!! Or so she hopes.
"Look Gwen I have more news. News I hope does not disturb you."
"Disturb me? Wait is it bad?" Gwen is confused by the grave look on Avery's face.
"No, not bad. I mean I think its wonderful news but as his mother I . . . well I'm not sure how you might take it."
"Please tell me. You know I trust you . . ." Gwen takes Avery's hand into hers and squeezes it tightly. "Completely."
"We shall see. Here look at this." Avery pulls three charts from a manila folder getting to her feet to spread them out on the bed.
Gwen stands up to peer over her shoulder at the charts.
"What am I looking at?" Gwen asks softly. The room is deathly quiet except for hum of the breathing apparatus attached to Michael.
"It's a minute by minute chart from this past Monday, Wednesday, and Friday's mornings starting at 5am. Those are the last three days I have given him a sponge bath."
Gwen studies the small lines on the chart briefly before speaking. "OK . . . I see what looks like a gradual increase in activity starting shortly at"- She leans in peering closer at the chart- "5:10 and lasting a few minutes."
"So you do notice how the increased activity starts at approximately 5:10 and increases for the next few minutes. Also notice how this increase in activity then grows stronger and lasts longer as the week progresses."
"Yes I see." Gwen responds her excitement growing at finally seeing something tangible that shows her son is indeed not totally dead inside there. "That is encouraging."
"Very encouraging and Dr. Reficul agrees."
Gwen decides to be direct. "Please tell me what it means."
"OK but promise you shall listen to what I have to tell you with an open mind, Gwen. Can you do that?"
"I believe so, now tell me please Avery," she pleads impatiently.
"OK here it is. I follow the same routine every time I give him a bath. I start at his face and work my way down. It takes me roughly ten minutes for me to get down to his . . . ahh private parts."
Gwen looks at Avery in surprise before replying. "Oh I see. Well why the increased brain activity that is stronger and lasts longer on Wednesday and then even more so on Friday?"
"After noticing the heightened activity in your son's charts on Monday I simply decided to experiment some. On Wednesday upon reaching him . . . down there I ahh . . . took my time. Went slower and was more attentive. And then on Friday I took an even longer time and was much, much more attentive to him . . . there. Dr. Reficul approves of my experimenting and is encouraged by his increased brain activity due to outside stimulation."
"Well doctor knows best right or nurse in this case. This is a hopeful sign? His reaction to what did you call it?"
"Outside stimulation is what I called it and yes it's a hopeful sign."
"Yes, then I understand I think."
"Good, good." Avery says bringing the water basin and a large washcloth over to the bed.
"Well I guess I should be going. You have a job to do and don't worry I trust your judgement, Avery."
"Actually, I was thinking. Why don't you stay? I think I would be much more relaxed moving forward if you could see for yourself what I am doing. What I am trying to accomplish."
"Well, yes I suppose. I mean if it's OK. You are not violating any rules by having me stay?"
"Rules are made to be broken. Besides I will lock the door just to be safe. Not that anyone would bother us as remember your son is solely under my care until 8am."
A minute later Gwen is sitting on the loveseat watching her son's sponge bath unfold. She first stares at him noticing things she had not noticed before. It seems just in the past week, since Avery took over watching over him, his appearance, once unhealthy looking, has taken a turn for the better. Maybe it's his light brown hair as it has not been cut since the accident. It has now grown to a rather exotic length giving him the image of a beautiful Nordic God that has fallen into a deep slumber.
Gwen takes a deep breath never realizing how very devastatingly handsome her son really was - until this very moment. She watches as Avery gently washes his face with a loving touch that causes jealously to stir deep in her heart.
Avery sits the washcloth aside preparing for the next step. The excitement Gwen feels is palatable as Avery strips off his hospital gown. The lower part of his body is hidden under the sheet, but the upper half of his naked body, again much to her surprise, is well toned and sculptured. It was almost as if he had been going to the gym every day for the past few months instead of lying in a damn hospital bed. The similarity to what Denise did for her body is remarkable and she is beginning to suspect no coincidence.
The jealousy stirs again in her heart as Avery dabs tenderly at his chest. She glances over at heart monitor machine only to see the steady beeping is growing stronger—especially as the washcloth slips slowly downward.
Avery pauses as she finishes washing his stomach. She glances up at Gwen and gives her a coy smile before ever so slowly pulling the sheet down to reveal his manhood.
Gwen wants to look away, but can't as her curiosity is much too great. She had expected his cock to be flaccid, small even, but is shocked to find he is at least somewhat awake down there - and not small in the least.
Avery dips the washcloth into the warm water before bringing it over and slowly letting it drop down to his cock. She washes her son's cock in a very deliberate manner that has Gwen squirming in her seat as she watches her son's cock first growing firm and then - God yes- hard.
She sucks in her breath as Avery keeps stroking up and down, up and down, slower and then faster. The heart monitor is beeping at an ever increasing rate as Michael is growing bigger. Gwen stares, spellbound as her son's now hard cock passes what must be the six inch mark well onto its way to seven inches.
Avery moves one hand over tenderly cupping his testicles with the washcloth and appears to be jiggling them lightly with her hand. She glances up at Gwen whispering, "Are you OK with this Gweny?"
She slowly nods her approval as she remembers Denise calling her Gweny knowing now, without a shade of doubt, this is the work of the Devil.
The show, thankfully as Gwen was growing quite hot and bothered, only lasts a few more seconds before Avery pulls the washcloth away with a flourish.
"I think you see my point, Gwen."
Gwen responds by nodding her head slowly. The heart rate monitor is starting to slow down in conjunction with her son's big hard cock starting to relax.
Later on that day, after work, she was resting at home trying to take a nap, but she just could not stop thinking about what happened at the hospital that morning.
Jesus he must have been nearly seven inches! Gwen thinks as her hand involuntarily slips between her legs.
She shamefully yanks it back before she can do anymore harm to her already damaged psyche. Her dreams that late afternoon were not so nice. They involved a disjointed host of sexual images of which the main course seemed to be the super-hot nurse Avery stroking her handsome son to prodigious heights of hardness.
Gwen woke up with her heart beating rapidly and her hand snug between her parted thighs. She quickly hopped out of bed before she could be tempted any further by such wicked thoughts.
That evening at the hospital she had another surprise waiting for her when Avery suggested she- instead of napping in the loveseat as was her usual habit- actually crawl up into her son's large comfortable bed and take a nap beside him.
Gwen, after a moment's hesitation, jumped at the suggestion to snuggle up to her son. Before Avery dimmed the lights for her around midnight they had a brief discussion in regards to the previous morning's adventure. Avery assured her everything was progressing along nicely and instead of feeling any shame about what had happened she should feel hope for the future. Gwen finally agreed with her before lying down next to her son.
She did not get in the bed with him proper like- that is under the covers- as she thought that might be going too far. Her nap that night snuggled on the bed next to him was the most peaceful bit of sleep she had got since the accident nearly eight months ago.
In the morning she shamefully felt a bit of disappointment when she realized Michael would not be receiving a sponge bath that morning as he only received them every other morning.
As she was leaving Avery looked at Gwen seriously before speaking. "Look I know you are disappointed that I am not giving your son another bath this morning, but don't worry I have a feeling Dr. Reficul after reviewing the charts and my notes will expect you to take a much more ahh active role in his scheduled bath for tomorrow morning. You will stay for that right, Gwen."
"Of course I will." Gwen hesitates wondering exactly what "a more active role" might entail before adding, "If that is what both you and the doctor want."
"I know it's what I want, Gwen and if I had to guess I am sure Michael would simply love some adoring attention from his . . . Mommy."
That night, after arriving at the hospital around 10 pm, she was in high spirits just thinking about the active role she would be playing in the morning during Michael's bath.
She found Avery waiting for her in her son's room with a bright smile. "Great news. Dr. Reficul was most encouraged by the charts. The doctor says the increase in Michael's brain activity is most assuredly a good thing. She suggested we should do all we can during the bathing process to promote such activity. The doctor has graciously given me full latitude to use my best judgement in just how we might stimulate his brain to even greater heights during the bathing process and she definitely wants you to participate."
"Do you have some ideas how we might proceed to do this?" Gwen askes anxiously.
"Several actually if you are willing to be both brave and maybe a little adventuresome with me."
"I am at your complete disposal, Avery. I mean I wholly trust your judgement on whatever you think is best." Gwen sits down on the bed glancing at the small digital clock on the nightstand next to the bed. It's only 10:09- it's going to be a long night of waiting with fevered anticipation for his bath in the morning at 5 am.
Avery walks over to Gwen and touches her face lightly, and then almost as if she was reading her mind says, "Oh and I have made a decision of which I hope you agree. I am thinking of moving his bath time from 5am to midnight."
"Really," Gwen says trying to contain the excitement in her voice. "Why?"
"Simple really. Midnight is the witching hour that is when our brains tend to be sleeping and dreaming our most . . . hmm naughty thoughts and I do believe . . . it's only a theory of mine that naughty thoughts stimulate the brain much more than pure thoughts. I just think your son will be more responsive at this time as opposed to the morning."
"Really I . . . well, I guess I agree."
"Good. It is settled then. I will be back shortly before midnight so why don't you crawl up on the bed next to Michael and tell him in just a few short hours he is going to get a real nice sponge bath from the pretty nurse Avery and this time his mommy is going to be there to give some hands on help. I think he will enjoy hearing that."
"Will he hear me?"
"Oh I think so. Maybe not on the surface as if he was awake but on some other deeper level I do believe he shall hear his mother speaking to his heart."
Avery departs as Gwen heads into the small bathroom attached to his room to touch up her make up. She knows it may be silly, but she wants to make herself look as beautiful as possible for her son even though he is in a coma.
Or maybe its Avery you want to make herself beautiful for huh Gweny, she muses to herself as she pulls her make up kit out of her purse. She was just coming out of the bathroom ten minutes later when Avery comes bustling back into the room. She is carrying a glass of wine.
"Good, I was hoping you had not cuddled up to him and fallen asleep."
"No, I was just in the bathroom."
"Making yourself beautiful for him I see. That is very good, Gwen. Your beauty is such that I am certain it shall pierce the darkness of his coma."
Gwen blushes slightly in the dark hospital room before noticing the glass of what appears to be wine Avery is holding. "You are too kind. So what is that wine?"
"Yes for you. Nurse's orders I am afraid." Avery says extending the glass of dark red wine to her.
"Why," Gwen says bringing the glass to her nose and sniffing. "Hmm, it smells delicious, Avery."
"I want you to be totally relaxed during the bathing process dear. This will help. It's extremely potent so sip on it slowly, but I do expect you to have it gone by the time I return shortly before midnight."
"Well as you said . . . Nurse's orders so I guess I had better obey." Gwen takes a small sip of the wine and it is indeed quite delicious.
Shortly before midnight Gwen having dozed off curled next to Michael on top of the covers after finishing the wine comes awake with a start. The audible click of the heavy hospital door being locked snaps her awake. Somehow hearing the heavy bolt slide into place locking the door seems almost ominous. A pan of hot water and two wash clothes are already in place sitting on the nightstand next to the bed.
"You enjoy the wine. It has left you feeling free and relaxed I hope?" Avery asks settling herself down opposite of Gwen on the bed with Michael lying in between them.
"Very much so. So what can I do to help?"
"You can help me remove his gown to begin with." Gwen helps Avery pulls the gown off her son's body and once again marvels quietly at how very much in shape he looks.
After some additional quick whispered instructions to Gwen, Avery begins to give Michael his sponge bath. She follows the same routine as before starting with his face and slowly working her way down, but this time with Gwen's help.
Gwen was given specific instructions to track the path of Avery's washcloth with her own as she carefully washes the side of his body nearest to her. As the washcloth slips down in an ever widening circle across his naked chest and on down to his bare tummy her excitement about where Avery is leading her is growing.
Finally, Avery slowly peels back the sheet all the way from the lower half of his naked body. Gwen glances down there, feeling brave and not at all nervous thanks to the potent wine, and notes how her son's big cock is already at half-mast. It almost as if he knew what was about to come next.
They both slide their wash clothes back and forth over his growing member as the soft sound of the beeping monitor grows stronger. Gwen stares down watching in amazement her son's cock growing bigger and harder with every stroke of their wash clothes.
And then the most amazing thing- she hears her son let out a soft moan. She stops and turns to Avery ready to cry out in great excitement.
"No, no don't stop honey. I know you want to try and communicate, but your son is in a dream like state and stopping now will only cause him to slip deeper into his coma."
"But-"
Avery stops her wash cloth in mid-stroke to address Gwen. Her voice is grave. "No buts my dear. Doctor's orders. We must pursue what is causing him to come awake enough in the first place to cause that moan. Now doesn't that make sense?"
"I suppose so," Gwen says doubtfully as she turns her attention back to his cock. It has shrunk notably she sees with more than a little twinge of disappointment, but even more alarmingly in the way his heart monitor has slowed down to the point where it almost appears on the edge of flat lining.
"See how . . . disappointed he is we have stopped." Avery stares at Gwen her face a mask of seriousness. "We are on dangerous ground and must get him back up to full strength and quickly Gwen before we lose him completely."
"Yes, OK," Gwen says suddenly scared. She begins to whisper to her son as she starts to move her wash cloth around his flaccid cock.



"Come on honey. Get hard for your mommy and the pretty nurse again . . . please, baby."
"Oh that is good. Keep talking to him. Let the little boy trapped deep inside his heart hear his mommy's sweet voice."
Gwen wraps the washcloth fully around his penis which seems to be responding as Avery slips her own washcloth down and is washing his testicles so very tenderly.
Up and down she gently moves the washcloth as she feels him getting harder while the pulse of the heart monitor first steadies and then grows stronger.
Gwen's voice is soft and sweet as she whispers more to her son. "Ohh, that is it honey. Get nice and big for us, baby."
Avery chimes in now with her voice being as equally sweet as the mother's. "You are doing so good Michael. Show us how big you can get. That . . . is . . . it."
Gwen watches as her son's cock grows to epic proportions- even bigger than the other night. "God he is getting so . . . big, Avery," she exclaims.
"Yes a good eight inches . . . maybe more I think," she whispers back before setting her washcloth aside and turning to the nightstand.
Gwen looks at her questioning but doesn't stop eagerly moving the soft washcloth up and down the mighty shaft of her son's hard cock.
Her eyes get big as she sees Avery is holding a small bottle of lube. "Here sweetie, give me your hands and get rid of that washcloth. We must finish this with only our bare hands and this . . ." She squirts a generous amount of lube onto one of her palms before gesturing for Gwen to hold her own hands out.
Gwen obediently sets aside her own washcloth. "W-hat are we going to do. We aren't-"
"We must. You know that," Avery hisses squirting a generous portion of the cool jell onto both of Gwen's hands. Gwen hands are shaking as she looks at her son's rapidly shrinking cock.
"Talk sweet to him again. Look . . ." She gestures at the heart monitor which once again has slowed down. "Just this little break and we are back on dangerous ground."
Gwen glances at the monitor and sees Avery is right- it has slowed to practically nothing. She goes back to work now with her bare hands bravely determined to finish things.
"Come on sweetheart, don't be like that. Stay hard for mommy." But he is still soft and the heart monitor is still slowly down. Gwen is now getting really scared.
"Here I have an idea. Try to not be too jealous, Gwen."
Avery moves forward, slipping a hand under the back of his head as she brings her lips down to his. She gives him several soft kisses as Gwen- indeed jealous- watches briefly before turning her attention back to his cock.
Her jealously quickly turns to relief though as he is growing harder by the second. Her well lubed hand slips up and down the shaft of his cock as she listens to the soft smacking noises of Avery's kisses.
Sitting her jealousy aside she starts to whisper sweetly to him once more. "That is it, baby. I bet Nurse Avery's kisses are really nice . . . and so is what mommy is doing huh."
She slips one hand under cupping his balls as she eagerly moves her hand up and down. He is as big as a house and as hard as a rock now as Avery's kisses seem to be working their magic.
She hazards a glance up and sees Michael's mouth seems to be twisting a bit- as if he is kissing her back!! The smacking of lips is undeniable now just as is her lust to make her son cum. Without having to be told, Gwen knows that is the end game here.
Her one hand flies up and down his hard throbbing cock while her other hand is tenderly jiggling his testicles. Avery has pulled back from him and is staring down intently at Gwen.
"That is it honey. Make your son cum so hard, "she whispers before punching her tongue into his ear and swirling it around.
Michael lets out a soft moan and then another as Gwen's hand strokes his hardness.
"I think he is ready, Gwen. Keep going that's it stroke that big hard cock of his."
"Come on baby, cum for you mommy," Gwen cries looking up at him. His head is rocking slightly back and forth as yet another moan escapes from him. Her hand moves up and down, again and again while she continues to cup his balls tenderly.
His cock begins to jerk . . . once, twice and then it erupts in a geyser of cum that cakes the back of her hand.
"Oh God . . ." Gwen cries out when the sticky cum erupts all over her hand.
Avery smiles at her as she helps Gwen off the bed and to her feet. "God had nothing to do with this at all sweetie," she says patiently before slowly bringing Gwen's hands up to her lips.
"Here let me be a good nurse and clean your son's mess up."
A shocked Gwen is too startled to do anything as Avery's tongue snakes out of her mouth and laps up her son's sticky cum. Gwen goes to the bathroom to compose herself half expecting to wake up in her bed from seems like some wild dream.
When she comes out of the bathroom, Avery is waiting patiently for her on the loveseat near the bed.
"Sit down Gwen. We must discuss the next step of his therapy."
Gwen settles herself down next to Avery while casting a furtive look her son's way. He appears to be resting peacefully.
"He is closer tonight to the surface than ever before thanks to you."
"I was just following my nurse's advice," Gwen responds as she reaches out and squeezes Avery hand.
They clasp each other's hands moving closer as Avery begins to whisper. "If you follow my advice I think you can entice a real breakthrough tonight, Gweny."
"Really, how?"
"You must go back to the past to encourage a breakthrough in the present honey."
"Tell me how."
"It's simple. A mommy's most intense special love must be shown to the boy. You must touch his heart, capture his soul. Make him feel totally safe and secure."
"Yes, of course. I will do anything."
"Good that is what I wanted to hear. I want you to spend the night here with him . . . close to him."
"You mean like the other night. Sleep next to him on the bed? I can do that."
"Yes exactly, but tonight I want you to actually crawl in bed with your son. Be next to him under the covers. Cuddle and comfort him much like you would a baby, Gwen. Can you do that for me? Can you imagine your 18 year old son as a sweet little baby that needs love and comfort?"
"Of course I can, Avery. I . . . well I always joked with him that no matter how old he got he would always be my baby."
"Now is the time to prove that you were not joking hon so go ahead and get undressed, you can use the bathroom, while I prepare the room."
"Get undressed?" Gwen asks thrown off balance not only by what Avery said but the way she so casually talked of getting undressed.
"Of course. He is still fully naked under the sheet while you should at least strip down to your bra and panties. Skin to skin contact is essential at this point. You must reestablish that deep bond between mother and son, Gwen. I can assure you a generous amount of your soft bare skin rubbing against his will only bring him closer to being awake."
Gwen remembers the Devil's advice as she crosses the room to the bathroom- follow my minion's advice. She dares not stray from that advice now.
As Gwen starts to get slowly undressed she wonders if her wearing the same pretty maroon bra and panties now that Denise magically gifted to her that night is a mere coincidence or maybe has deeper meaning.
Only time will tell I guess, she whispers to herself as she gathers her jeans and blouse up draping them neatly over the towel rack.
She reemerges into the dimly lit hospital room. Avery is lighting the last of roughly a dozen candles.
"I hope you enjoy candle light, Gwen, as I am trying to create a warm ambiance for mother and child that will only encourage their deepest and most loving feelings to come out for each other."
"Hmm I love candle light. I always found it to be soothing and romantic I guess."
"Good," Avery says crossing the room toward Gwen holding out another glass of wine for her. "Here for you. Down it quickly as you need to be totally, totally relaxed when you crawl into bed with your son."
Gwen obediently takes the glass of wine from Avery and greedily gulps it down in three large swallows. Avery is staring at her with a bemused smile on her face as Gwen hands her back the empty glass.
"I just noticed . . ." Avery takes a step closer to Gwen, and just like that first day when they met whenever she is this close to her, it makes her heart race. "Interesting, the red wine and that gorgeous red bra and panties you are wearing make a nice match."
"Thanks, Avery but you are too kind."
"Well you deserve all the kindest in the world. Bless your heart what you are having to endure. God I can only imagine . . ."
She hands Gwen a newly filled glass of wine smiling warmly at her.
"I am to drink more?"
"Yes one more for good measure. As I said, you need to feel utterly free and relaxed in order to provide the most special love and comfort your son needs from his mommy tonight."
Gwen brings the wine glass to her lips, she is already feeling an acute buzz from the last glass she quickly downed, and takes a few tentative sips.
"The wine must be drank down quickly in order for you to feel its full effects," Avery gently chastises her.
"Fine, fine, get me drunk then." Gwen replies with a giggle.
She again gulps down her wine and then nearly swoons while handing the empty glass back to Avery.
Avery laughs while helping her over to the bed. "We must get you off your feet as I see the wine is already having its desired effect on you my dear."
"Oh it most certainly is." Gwen says allowing herself to be tucked neatly under the sheet. She looks up at Avery as she sits on the edge of the bed next to her. "Any last minute advice nurse."
"Remember two things. First, when I leave I shall lock the door. You will be wholly and most assuredly undisturbed until morning my dear so let any concerns you have about privacy go."
"Yes, that is good. I . . . well I miss my alone time with him. That damn Nurse Hicks used to always burst in on us unannounced and it made me nervous."
"Well with Nurse Hicks out of the way and between the wine and the locked door you have no reason to be nervous tonight, Gwen."
Avery reaches out, brushing her fingers lightly through Gwen's golden locks, before whispering, "Mommy looks so utterly beautiful tonight. You are positively glowing with beauty . . . just like a new mother which leads me to my second bit of advice. Allow yourself to be swept away by the romance of motherhood. Satisfy his deep hunger for your love. He wants to, make that needs to bond with his mommy as he has missed you just as you have missed him. Remember the closeness of when he was just a baby and imitate those feelings, those actions and you shall draw him to the surface and maybe even break it."
With that final bit of advice ringing in her heart, Gwen watches Avery leave the room before turning to her son . . . to her baby.
In the soft flickering candle light his previous abject handsomeness has been replaced by a soft cuteness much like when he was a baby. The remembrance of the past- when he was fully alive- tugs at her heart.
The cuteness of his face overtakes her as she leans down close to him. She showers his cute baby face with the lightest of sweet, loving kisses, before slowly bringing her lips to his. "Baby, mommy loves you so, so much."
Mommy showers her baby with more kisses this time letting them fall tenderly on his lips. She feels his lips move, a mere tremble maybe, but still it's something.
Cuddling him closer, she whispers in his ear. "Kiss mommy back sweetheart. Show me you are awake under there. Show me your love. Please baby . . . can you do that for me?" Acting on pure impulse, she flickers her tongue in his ear.
She feels it! He body seems to shudder ever so slightly as her tongue circles his ear flicking in and out. And then-yes, yes yes, - she is sure he lets out a gentle sigh as she pulls back.
Excitedly, she pulls him next to her. Snuggling fully against him, trying to create as much skin to skin contact as possible, she hugs him closer to her body.
Her heart leaps into her throat as she feels his arms tighten around her back. He is coming awake!!
She again showers his face with kisses. The sweetness reaches his lips. Tenderly she begins to kiss him while praying - not to God- but to Lucifer. Please, please let him kiss me back. I shall give anything for one kiss. Please . . . pleaaaaseeee oh sweet Lucifer.
Her prayers, unlike those she sent to God shortly after the accident, do not go unanswered. Michael returns her kisses with such sweet tenderness as to make her heart race.
Mother and son exchange literally dozens of kisses, time losing all meaning in the flickering light of the candles, before their lips part.
She pushes his face down allowing his tender kisses to slip down onto her neck and then down further to her milky white throat. She encourages him by twisting her fingers into his long wild hair applying gentle downward pressure.
Then the most amazing thing as his tongue laps it way patiently down her tender throat- she feels his cloying fingers fiddling with her bra strap. Is he- could he actually be trying to undo her bra.
He wants to bond with his mommy!! She understands, as any good mother would, where this is going, but more importantly want he wants.
She reaches around her back and easily undoes her bra. It slips off as she raises up slightly on the bed positioning herself for the ultimate act of closeness between mother and son. She strokes his hair gently and whispers soft words of encouragement to him.
"I think maybe you are hungry baby Michael." His mouth slips down in between the gentle rise of her breasts.
She shudders as his tongue laps at the flatness between her tits as she whispers to him, "Let mommy give her baby the love he so desires."
She twists he body slightly bringing one nipple- painfully erect in anticipation for what is about to happen- into contact with his soft trembling lips.
"Go on baby, suck on mommy's tits."
He obliges her taking her nipple into his mouth and sucking on it gently. She lets out a soft moan and then another as his tongue circles her nipple before his warm mouth fully envelopes it. Closing her eyes surrendering to the loving naughty passion inside her heart she cradles him in her arms while arching her back allowing him full access to her tits.
Michael responds with a tender loving passion that has Gwen on the verge of tears. He sucks on her tits, gentle at first, but with a passion that is increasing by the second. Re-positioning herself she whispers more soft encouragement to her baby while pushing his face onto the other breast.
Gwen looks down at the scene tears welling in her eyes as he begins to suckle on her tits with such enthusiasm that she can no longer deny he is awake.
How long the suckling session lasts she could not say. The wine is making her sleepy while at the same time his loving tender mouth is casting a spell of such love over her she is simply becoming lost to the world.
She slips off into sleep just as Michael finally appears finished. He rests his face against her chest as he too slips back into his coma like state.
Avery comes in just as dawn is breaking. She adjusts the blinds allowing just enough of the dawn's early rays into the room for her to see. She spots Gwen's pretty maroon bra laying on the floor next to the bed and smiles knowing what must have happened.
Pulling back the sheet she finds Michael's face snuggled against his mother's chest and smiles again. She gently shakes Gwen awake after pulling Michael off of her.
A half-naked Gwen raises up in the bed trying to remember the events of last night after the sponge bath. Things are a bit fuzzy after she finished off that second glass of wine.
When Avery hands her bra to her things become a bit clearer. Gwen starts to blush and stammer out an excuse before Avery gently cuts her off.
"Shh, you are a good mother and only did what came naturally. You have nothing to be ashamed about honey."
Twenty minutes later Gwen is driving home. Avery deflected Gwen's excited questions about what last night meant by saying simply, "It may be best not to question things too deeply honey, but instead accept we are making progress."
The following day Gwen thinks she is going to maybe miss going to the hospital for the first time since the accident. Without her husband's income the bills have been piling up so she accepted the offer to work some overtime at the restaurant where she is a waitress.
After working a double shift she is exhausted and considers heading straight home considering it is already past 11pm. Instead, simple guilt wins her over and she decides to stop off at the hospital for just a quick visit.
Upon arriving at the hospital, Avery instantly recognizes how exhausted Gwen is as she leads her down to her son's room. After a few minutes alone with her son Gwen prepares to leave, but lingers wanting to say goodbye to Avery.
Returning to the room Avery, after hearing Gwen wants to leave so quickly, makes a most enticing suggestion. "Look hon, I can tell you are exhausted and tense. Why don't you let me help?"
"How?"
"Besides being a most loving and gentle nurse," Avery states with a fetching smile. "I am also a license massage therapist. Why don't you sit down on the love seat next to his bed and let me rub your shoulders and maybe your back. We can work some of that tension out."
At first, Gwen demurs and tries to head to the door, but Avery stops her by the door touching her arm gently.
"I think he would like that. Are you sure you want to go?"
"Who? Michael?"
"Who else?"
"But how? I mean . . ."
"Gwen, he may be in a coma but I think he has been gifted with a deeper awareness of his surroundings than maybe we give him credit for. The doctor agrees with me and believes he may be more conscious than we think and is quite able to hear and sense things around him that touch his heart deeply. Like you for instance."
"And you." Gwen says allowing herself to be led back across the room to the loveseat.
"And me, yes hopefully. I also suspect he maybe can sort of see things in his mind's eye." Avery gently pushes Gwen into a sitting position on the loveseat facing her son. "That again touch his heart deeply. Like me and you."
"Are you saying he can see us even with his eyes shut?"
"Hmm, yes, maybe. I think as long as he can sense we are here and he can hear us and then his mind can fill in the rest. Sorta of like dreaming maybe. Here let's try something."
Avery has Gwen extend her hand out onto the bed while she pulls Michael's hand out from under the thin sheet and places it in her hand. She settles down next to Michael stroking his long hair lovingly before she begins to whisper just loud enough for Gwen to hear.
"Michael, honey would you like to see your favorite Nurse Avery give your mommy a nice massage. She is so tense and in desperate need of some loving attention. Squeeze mommy's hand if you would like that baby."
Gwen waits—her heart is pounding. At first she feels nothing, but then Avery whispers to him again.
"Come on baby. I know you are there. I know you can hear me. Squeeze mommy's hand if you want to watch me give her a real nice massage."
Gwen now joins in. "C'mon Michael squeeze my hand. I am in the need of some real tender loving care. I know you would do it if you could, but you can't. But Nurse Avery can and you can watch anyways right baby?
Then she feels it. His hand tightens around hers. She smiles at Avery who is looking at her just beaming. "He squeezed your hand didn't he?"
"Yes."
"Good," Avery says coming around and settling down on the floor on her knees in front of Gwen. "You know I put myself through college by waitressing and . . ." She starts to slowly untie the laces on Gwen's shoes. "The first thing I wanted to do after my shift was over was to get out of my uniform starting with the shoes."



"Yes, you are right." Gwen says stretching her feet out allowing Avery to slip off first one shoe and then the other.
"Gweny, honey, promise you will allow me to pamper you fully without reservation."
"Yes, OK, I promise." Gwen says falling under the seductive nurse's spell.
Avery helps Gwen slip out of her uniform before they both settle back down on the loveseat with Avery snuggling up behind her. The nurse's hands glide across Gwen's shoulders before slipping down her bare arms and then back up. She expertly kneads Gwen's sore shoulders causing her to fall deeper under her spell.
Gwen leans forward against the loveseat's armrest allowing Avery to rub her back. Avery's hands move around and around Gwen's back hitting all the right spots before she pulls her back up into a sitting position.
"Am I doing a good job, Gweny," Avery whispers in her ear.
"You are." Gwen responds pressing her body back against the nurse.
"I think we should put on a show for your son."
"You think he like that?"
"Very much so. With that in mind, I should take off your bra, Gweny. It's just going to get in the way."
Avery doesn't wait for an answer, instead she quickly unhooks the clasp of Gwen's bra before slipping it off of her. Gwen sinks back against Avery as her hands once again glide across her shoulders and then on down her arms.
"You have such a nice body, Gweny," Avery purrs in her ear as her hands skate across her bare tummy gliding upwards in small semi-circles.
Avery tenderly cups Gwen's bare breasts as her tongue flickers in her ear making her sigh in contentment. Gwen turns to find Avery's impatient lips waiting for her. They kiss like long lost lovers all the tender flirting they have been doing with each other finally exploding in a fiery outburst of passion.
Avery begins kneading Gwen's tits with a greater urgency as her tongue punches into her mouth. Gwen's hands aggressively claw at the front of Avery's uniform before finding the zipper and yanking it downward.
Avery's large braless tits come spilling out of the front of her uniform causing Gwen to gasp at their sheer size and beauty. They face each other giggling like a pair of naughty school girls as they push their tits together.
"God you have such big beautiful tits, Avery," Gwen hisses as Avery struggles the rest of the way out of her tight uniform before settling down facing Gwen on the loveseat.
Avery slips her hand around the back of Gwen's head as she whispers to her. "You wanna suck on them don't you? I think Michael would like hear that and maybe even he will see it in his dreams."
Gwen finds her face being forced down into the vast cleavage of Avery tits. She responds by showering a passionate rain of kisses all over Avery's breasts before finally coming to her magnificent nipples.
The nurse's nipples are fully erect standing proudly up from an oversized pair of areolas. Gwen lashes her tongue out slowly circling Avery's nipple before sucking the hardened nub into her mouth completely.
Her greedy mouth goes from each of Avery's gorgeous tits back and forth before finally kissing and licking its way down across her tummy and then in between her legs.
Avery is not wearing any panties allowing Gwen full access to her moist cunt. Her tongue circles a few times lapping at her thighs before diving in fully.
Avery's pussy tastes like honey as Gwen licks at it greedily making Avery buck and moan. Her flickering tongues travels up and down Avery's pussy lips exploring fully the moist folds while Avery begins to moan.
"OH GOD . . . Gwen eat my pussy . . . that's it. Eat it sweetie."
Her breath is coming in short gasps as Gwen pushes one finger up inside of Avery's surprisingly tight little pussy while her tongue laps with an insatiable urgency bordering on insanity at Avery's swollen clit.
Gwen wants nothing more than to make Avery cum . . . hard. She presses the attack shoving her fingers in harder and deeper with every thrust while her ravenous tongue works its magic all over Avery's soaking wet pussy.
Avery begins to moan and shake as Gwen indeed makes her cum so hard before raising up from between her legs with a smile.
"That was nice honey," Avery whispers touching Gwen's face lightly.
Avery helps Gwen to her feet before easily scooping her up in her arms and placing her on the bed. Gwen giggles, "What are you going to do with me."
"Just want to show you something. Lean in closely to your baby boy honey. Look closely at his face."
She leans in toward him concentrating on his face hoping to see some sign of life. She notices his face appears flushed and that a small band of sweat beads have formed all along his forehead. She glances back at Avery with a quizzical look on her face.
"He was watching," Avery casually announces.
"Watching? You mean his eyes were open?" Gwen cries her voice rising in excitement.
"Not exactly but he knew, he heard what his mother was doing to me and it turned him on immensely I think."
"Really? Are you sure."
Avery reaches out, smiling slyly, and hooks one finger under the sheet and slowly pulls it back revealing her son's enormous erection. It is sticking up from under his hospital gown like some sort of massive tent pole.
"So you tell me. Was he aware of what was going on?"
Gwen nods her head yes slowly her eyes glued to her son's cock.
"I think we need to take care of him now. It would be cruel to leave him in such a state don't you think, Mommy."
Again Gwen nods her head yes trying to control the excitement that is building in the pit of her stomach.
Avery playfully swats Gwen's hand causing her to drop the bra before announcing with a sly smile, "Because we are not going to get dressed for his bath of course. You are OK with this right?"
"Hmm, yes of course," Gwen saying dropping her bra back onto the bed.
Less than five minutes later Michael is flanked by the two beautiful women one topless, one wholly naked, giving him the sweetest of attentions. They waste precious little time in moving their washcloths to his cock which is still at half-mast.
Quickly they bring his cock up once more to where it's throbbing hard, but despite their combined best efforts they cannot make him cum. Gwen is growing frustrated as she was honestly looking forward to giving her son another "happy ending."
"Hmm, I think he wants more tonight hon." Avery removes her hand that had been cupping Michael balls and stares at Gwen seriously. "More than just a hand job from his pretty mother."
"What do you mean," Gwen says her voice quivering. She suspects what Avery is about to ask but nonetheless is still quite shocked when she hears her say it.
"I think he wants you to put it in your mouth, Gwen."
Gwen is not so sure—not sure at all that is—if she can do what Avery is suggesting. Giving her comatose son a quickie hand job is one thing, but Jesus Lord to put it in her mouth!!
"I . . . don't think I can do that. Please not that!!" She is convinced she cannot stoop to such debauchery, but soon learns just how persuasive Ms. Avery can be.
"But it's the next step of his therapy hon. It's only natural I mean."
"That may be." Gwen says jumping to her feet. "But still I have my limits." The good Catholic school girl still trapped somewhere deep inside of her is making itself known. Gwen strides over to the bathroom meaning to splash some cool water on her face before leaving for the evening when Avery stops her.
"I am afraid Dr. Reficul insists you comply with all my requests. I mean I thought she made that quite clear in your earlier meeting."
Gwen turns to face Avery who is sitting on the bed twisting her fingers through Michael's hair. Watching the gorgeous Avery, sitting there so casually naked stroking her son's hair, Gwen suddenly wants very badly to— be bad. It crosses her mind how very naughty and how incredibly exciting it would be to have a threesome with Avery and her son and then it hits her just as she whispers, "But I have never met the doctor. I mean you gave me her card once but that was it."
"Is that so, dark hair, pretty, well put together, seductive middle aged white woman. Hmm, you don't recall. I thought she would have made more of a mark on you. Go into the bathroom splash that water on your face and consider your options, Gweny . . . carefully." Avery glances at the heart monitor. It's slowing down noticeably.
Gwen hurries off to the bathroom. She takes a deep breath knowing she must obey the nurse regardless of any moral implications. The heart monitor slowing down is a clear warning to her. Coming out of the bathroom she is prepared to do the unthinkable.
Avery is waiting for her by the door. Gwen looks at her, still gloriously naked, and allows herself to be led over to the bed by her hand. Avery, after pushing Gwen down onto the bed, pulls back the sheet to reveal her son's flaccid cock.
"Now be a good mother and take your son's limp cock in your mouth and bring it back to life," Avery says as she positions herself next to him on the bed.
The last thing she noted was the weakness of his heart rate before taking his limp cock into her unwilling mouth. His cock is soft but not for long as she slips her mouth around just the head of his cock. She gently massages the rim with her tongue while applying just the right amount of suction just as she learned back when she was just an eager young co-ed back in college. Gwen happily notes how quickly her son is becoming hard. She opens her eyes casting a furtive glance up.
What she sees causes jealousy to bloom in her heart. Michael has his face, with the help of Avery's hand wrapped around the back of his head, buried in between her tits and is sucking on them furiously.
His heart beat is steadily growing stronger. Her jealousy fuels her passion. She flickers her tongue along the sensitive underside of his cock and notes happily the soft moan this elicits from him.
He is completely hard now as Avery releases the boy from her "booby trap" and moves down the bed. She tangles her fingers in Gwen's pretty blond hair forcing her mouth downwards. She is nearly choking on his immense manhood before Avery allows her to pull back.
"That's right, suck his cock bitch, just like the good little Catholic whore you are." She again applies enough downward pressure to cause Gwen to swallow his cock whole. Avery's insults only serve to fuel the growing wicked passion in Gwen's heart.
She is eagerly sucking on his cock now loving the way it makes him squirm and moan. Avery hand has slipped down and is cupping his balls as Gwen moth flies up and down his long hard shaft.
Gwen receives no warning as suddenly he fills her mouth full of cum. She pulls back in surprise jumping to her feet ready to flee to the bathroom. She wants to spit his cum out in the sink as swallowing it seems unthinkable, but Avery stops her whispering, "Give it to me."
They engage in a fiery kiss with Gwen pushing the sticky cum out into Avery's mouth. After eagerly swallowing the cum, Avery pulls back whispering, "Now you may freshen yourself up in the bathroom sweetie."
In the bathroom, Gwen tries to make sense of what had just happened but soon realizes she signed up for this ride when she made that insidious pact with the Devil. Nothing to do but enjoy the ride, she reasons as she emerges from the bathroom.
The bedroom is completely dark. It's not just a normal darkness either but a total inky blackness wholly devoid of light. Gwen pauses trying to get her bearings in the total darkness. She feels the light touch of a hand on her forearm. She smells the scent of Avery's perfume and relaxes allowing herself to be led across the dark room.
She wonders what might happen next in the darkness as she finds herself being pushed down onto the love-seat next to the bed. She can hear the gentle sound of her son's breathing, the soft hum of the machines keeping him alive, before she wonders if maybe something else is keeping him alive and his heart beating—like forbidden lust.
Almost like someone—or something is reading her thoughts the hum of the machines that help him breath all go quiet, yet he is still breathing . . . on his own now!!
Gwen is about to get up and rush to her son, but is stopped by a patient whisper, "Just wait and relax hon. Listen and soon it will be your turn next, but first I must warm him up. Don't worry about the machines shutting off. I gave him a stimulate just a minute ago to ahh . . . perk him up you might say."
Gwen sits down on the edge of the bed as she hears the rustling of the sheets. Her eyes are adjusting to the darkness which seems to have lightened up just enough for her to make out a shapely figure crawling up on the bed.
That shapely figure lets out a sharp cry and then a loud moan, "Oh my, he is so big and hard!! Oh God he feels so goooood."
Gwen hears the bed begin to squeak a bit as she watches the dark figure of Avery fuck her son. She turns away—jealousy touching her heart as Avery's moans grow louder.
A few anxious minutes pass, Gwen bites her lip, the rhythmic squeaking of the bed growing louder—her pussy is growing wet again. She hears Avery let out a loud scream of unbridled passion and then watches her collapse on the bed shaking from what must have been an earth shattering orgasm Gwen notes with envy. A silent minute passes before Avery crawls off the bed and takes Gwen by both hands helping her up onto her feet.
Without either saying a word Avery strips Gwen naked. Now indeed it's her turn as she is helped up by a pair of soothing hands all over her naked ass onto the bed by Avery.
He is still big and hard Gwen notices with a shudder of excitement as she settles down on Michael's hardness facing him. She wonders just what kind of magical stimulate the Devil's minion Avery might have given her son.
It starts slow at first. Avery is on the bed behind Gwen with her hands wrapped around her mid-section. The darkness has lifted just enough where she can almost make out her son's face. Is he leering at her- eyes open and blinking!!
She has little time to consider the implications as she is suddenly pierced by his hardness. Avery twists her head around and they engage in a lustful kiss just as Gwen lets out a loud moan and starts to rock up and down on her son's cock.
Things quickly regress into a blur of absolute debauchery. With the help of Avery, Gwen rides her son's thrusting cock with a reckless disregard to any kind of common decency.
Through the fog of sex she notes his heart monitor beating louder and louder seemingly gaining strength with each of her desperate downward thrusts. A most delicious idea forms in her brain as Avery's hands move up to fondle her tits . . . Maybe I can fuck him back to life!
As is she was reading her mind, Avery brings her mouth to her ear and whispers, "That's it mommy, fuck your young son so hard. Harder bitch . . . harder."
Gwen complies using her lithe athletic body to bounce crazily up and down on Michael's cock. His moans are growing almost as loud as his heart monitor which is beeping at a chaotic pace now.
She is close . . . so close to a tremendous orgasm she can almost taste it. Avery has slipped away now off the bed and is admiring her handiwork watching as Gwen fucks her son so hard- just as planned.
Gwen hears Michael speak. It's clear and distinct as is the joy in her heart just as the first waves of a mighty orgasm come crashing down on her.
"Mommy . . . I . . . am cumm-"
She feels him jerk and then collapses on top of him her whole body staggered by the most intense orgasm she has ever, ever, experienced.
Her head is resting on his chest, her breath is coming in short pants, but best of all, she feels Michael's fingers delicately stroking her hair.
"I love you, Mom," he murmurs before closing his eyes. Avery is pulling her off of him whispering he needs to rest now.
Gwen spends a restless night at home thinking of how she has brought her son back from the brink with a heavy dose of forbidden love. What might happen next she muses as she slips off to slip that night her head full of wanton and wicked dreams?
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The dream of her son being conscious once again, and on his way to a full recovery, quickly turns into a horrid nightmare for Gwen. Arriving at the hospital the next day, all full of bright hope for the future, she finds his room empty.
She frantically calls Avery and can tell by the tone of her voice something dire is wrong. They meet over coffee in the downstairs hospital cafe and Gwen is given the devastating news. Sometime after she left Michael had passed. Avery tried to be as tactful as possible as to the reasons why, but in the end she made a tearful confession.
Gripping Gwen's hands across the table she begins to speak slowly, "Honey, we . . . we drained him last night using up the remainder of what strength his body had left. We brought him back to life but the . . . ahh excitement of what we did, of how we did it, turned out to be too much for him. Do you understand what I am saying?"
Sadly, a tearful Gwen understood exactly as the implications were quite clear. Avery tried to take all the blame but Gwen knew ultimately it was on her. Yes, Avery, had screwed her son while she watched and that doubtlessly helped drain him, but when it was her turn Gwen not only fucked her son, but fucked him so long, so hard, and with so much reckless abandon that he . . . later on. Breaking down in tears she cannot even finish the thought.
Avery seeing how distraught Gwen is over the idea that she was somehow culpable in the death of her son, tried her best to change her mind saying Michael's death was inevitable, and that he basically died the night of the car accident.
The next few months is a complete nightmare for poor Gwen with Avery being the rock she leans on during this trying time. Their relationship blossoms under the dark grief of losing Michael to the point where they became the best of friends bounded together in their mutual grief.
Less than a week after his death, Avery moves in with Gwen occupying the spare bedroom in her house. It was only supposed to be for a short while but she ended up staying nearly a year.
They make it a point to never bring up the sexual exploits they shared with Michael that night, or on any of the other nights for that matter. Gwen also pointedly never brings up her prior suspicions Avery was, or maybe still is, the Devil's minion, instead she simply tries to put the whole episode behind her.
Her faith, just as he had been broken in God, now was broken in the Devil. She had tricked her- plain and simple. Gwen felt such abject guilt over what she did that she swore off ever having sex again. Somewhere the Devil is smiling as everything, including Gwen swearing off sex, is all part of her grand scheme.
And then it happens. Gwen misses her period, goes to the doctor and finds out she is pregnant. She will be having her son's baby!! Later that evening, after nervously announcing her pregnancy to Avery, Gwen is in for yet another shock.
"You . . . you are pregnant and just found out today," Avery stammers looking at her starry eyed.
"Yes, why?" Gwen is a bit surprised at Avery's reaction. She expected her to be greatly excited or maybe stunned even, but instead she appears almost dumbfounded by Gwen's announcement.
Avery is silent for a moment before answering. "I am pregnant too, Gweny."
"Oh my God!!" Gwen cries.
Avery breaks into a wry smile before leaning in close to Gwen and whispering, "I think we both know, God had nothing to do with this, Gwen."
Gwen smiles back nodding her head in agreement. Maybe she wasn't tricked after all as one son shall be replaced by another.
18 Years Later . . .
It's a warm summer afternoon in late August. Gwen and her son, Luke, are hanging out by the pool along with Avery and her son Lance. Both women rocked bikinis that capture the young eighteen year boys' attention.
Just like Gwen and Avery, the two brothers, a bit of information that is unknown to them, are best friends. Both Gwen and Avery were in agreement when it came to keeping the boys in the dark about the true identity of just who their father was. Meanwhile, both boys refer to their best friend's respective mothers as "Auntie" and regard them as such.
The boys head inside the house to grab drinks for everyone and as Luke stares out the kitchen window overlooking the pool Lance sidles up next to him.
"You think my mom is hot?" Lance says to his friend teasingly.
"Dude, really? What kind of fucking question is that!?"
"It wasn't a question, Luke. It was a statement of fact."
"Yeah, well, so you caught me looking at her. I mean Jesus that bikini . . . your mom has a great set . . ." Luke, embarrassed, doesn't finish his sentence, but instead turns away from the window and pulls four glasses out of the cupboard.
"Of tits. Yeah, I know. Not a bad ass either for someone in her mid- forties." Lance says laughing so Luke isn't sure if he is serious or not.
"Forties? Really, she doesn't look a day over thirty."
"Well how old is your mom. You know she looks hot too. She has got to be what fifty?"
"No, fifty-two actually. A few weeks ago." Luke fills the glasses full of coke wishing this conversation would go away, but knowing Lance it would not.
The best friends were polar opposites of each other. Lance was athletic, handsome, rugged, and aggressive with a quick smile and even quicker wit while Luke was reserved, shy even, with a warm heart and a gentle smile that he rarely showed.
The boys were right as both Avery and Gwen had aged remarkably well. One of their mutual friends had recently pointed this out to them and then added, "What did you two do. Make a pact with the Devil or something?"
Gwen looked away, embarrassed saying nothing, while Avery smiled at their friend knowingly before whispering, "Who knows. Just maybe we did?"
"Anyway I think we should help each other out." Lance says stopping Luke before he can escape back outside with the drinks.
"What do you mean?"
"I mean I want to . . . hmm spend a little quality time alone with your mom and I am quite sure by the way you have been staring at my mom's tits all day you would not mind spending a little quality time with her."
"Ahh, Jesus, Lance stop it. You always be messing around." And with that he heads out the door thinking the matter is closed.
Little does he realize the matter is far from closed, but instead is just getting started. As always, the Devil is listening. Soon after she begins shaping fate as only the Devil can do to ensure both boys would have some alone time with their respective crushes.
Lance is the star pitcher for the local AAU baseball team and as luck would have it, they would be playing a tournament up north the very next month. Both Gwen and Avery, along with Luke, were planning on going to watch him pitch.
The plan was for all of them to leave late in the afternoon on Friday, but when Luke comes down with a fever and headache Friday morning he decides to stay home. Gwen naturally wants to stay home also to take care of her son, but Avery makes an alternative suggestion.
Avery finds baseball to be exceedingly boring, and therefore is always looking for an excuse to get out of going to her son's games. She tells Gwen it would be better for her to stay behind and take care of Luke since, "After all, I am a nurse and who better to take care of your son than a trained professional like me."
"Yeah, Aunt Gwen," Lance chimes in, "Come on you haven't watched me pitch in a long time and I really want you there. You like baseball anyways . . . unlike mom."
"OK, fine, but we are going to drive back right after Saturday's game. You know I hate leaving Luke when he is not feeling well."
"Sure," Avery smiles suspecting providence would intervene in some way to prevent that from happening.
Avery, she is no longer staying with Gwen, but has her own house just down the street, suggests Gwen drop Luke off at her house before they leave on their trip which has been pushed back to leaving Saturday morning. After they say their good byes, Luke takes a couple aspirin at Avery's insistence, and lies down on the living room couch to watch some TV.
Late in the afternoon he slips off to sleep. It's dark and cold in the living room when he wakes up a few hours later. The television is off and even though its mid-October and not particularly warm outside he hears the AC going full blast as he sits up rubbing his eyes.
He at first assumes he was alone, but then spies Avery curled up on the love seat opposite the couch watching him.
"Thirsty, sweetie?" she purrs coming closer to him. She flips on a small lamp next to the couch before placing her hand on his forehead. It lingers there as she whispers, "Hmm, no more fever."
He blinks his eyes while trying to control his pulse. As always whenever she is near to him her mere presence raises his pulse.
"Actually no." He says trying not to stare at her chest. It's a difficult task, not staring that is, as she is wearing a tight fitting white tank top that barely stretches beyond her gorgeous tits. She is obviously not wearing a bra as he can clearly see the outline of her large nipples pressed enticingly against the tight material of the tank top. It's an awesome sight for the sexually inexperienced Luke.
Sitting up, trying to adjust the boner that has sprouted inside his jeans, he mumbles lamely about it being cold while rubbing his forehead. He still has a bit of a headache.
"Oh yeah. It's the AC. I get carried away sometimes as I like it cold at night. Helps me sleep better under the blankets. Let me go turn it off."
She jumps up leaving the room and that is when he notices that Jesus H. Christ she is not wearing any pants, but instead is strutting around in a delicious looking pink thong that shows her well-toned ass off to the Nth degree.
She comes back into the room carrying a blanket and a glass of water. After setting the blanket on the couch next to him, she hands him the water. "Here this should help your headache. Open your mouth."
"How do you know I have a headache?"
"Women's intuition. Now I hope you are going to be a better patient than my son the last time he was sick. He wouldn't let me baby him at all and it made me so mad. Now again . . . open mouth, please."
He dutifully opens his mouth and she promptly pops two aspirin inside. He swallows them down just as dutifully making her smile.
"Well a big tough guy like that you know. Baseball superstar and all what do you expect."
"Honestly, from him I expect nothing less than to be ignored and taken for granted. I hope that won't be the case with you."
"Of course not Aunt Avery. I . . . if you wanna baby me that is fine."
"Good then take off your shirt."
"Take off my shirt?"
"Yes, your Auntie is going to give you a real nice massage and hopefully if I do a good job we can make baby's nasty headache go all away."
Luke notices her voice. It soft and soothing reminding him of how one would talk to a baby. He likes it. He likes being babied that is.
He strips off his tee shirt before stretching out on the couch while using the folded up blanket as a pillow. The massage could not have been sweeter. Avery is obviously an expert at both massage therapy and at teasing. Several times she leans forward allowing the full weight of her tits to rest on his back while carefully kneading his shoulders and neck.
By the time she finishes poor Luke is once again sporting a painful hardon. "There all done."
When he turns his head meaning to thank her she lets out a loud yawn, stretching her hands over her head while tossing her long mane of gorgeous dark hair. His quick look back could not have been more perfectly timed.
The little tank top she is wearing normally comes down just a bit past her prodigious tits, but with her arms raised and head tilted back the tank top rides up just enough to expose the perfectly tanned underside of her tits.
Luke lets out a deep breath before quickly turning away. He closes his eyes but the image of his Auntie's beautiful tits are seared in his mind.
"Yeah, time for bed I think. You still look tired too hon." Avery casually announces with a self-satisfied little smile. She notices how big his eyes got when he turned to look at her and caught her in mid yawn . . . just as planned.
She takes him by the hand and leads him up the stairs. He has a quick thought that she will invite him to sleep in her bed. It's a thought that scares and thrills him all at once.
At the top of the stairs she hesitates slightly, giving him hope, before turning left toward Lance's room. "You are going to sleep in Lance's room if that is OK."
"Sure," he mumbles trying not to sound too disappointed. He flips his tee shirt over his bare shoulder trying to act cool and casual despite feeling anything but.
"I better go in with you and make sure his room is not too much of a pig sty before tucking you away safely in bed."
They enter the bedroom and Avery flips a switch on the wall. A small lamp next to the bed turns on bathing the bedroom in a soft pool of light. Lance's room is extremely neat, just as Luke always remembered it to be, leaving him to wonder why his aunt made that previous comment.
She should- of all people- know her son keeps a neat room. A small voice inside his head provides the answer. Just an excuse to come in the room with you sport. Maybe do a bit more teasing.
He is about to crawl in to the bed after dropping his tee shirt at the foot of the bed when she stops him. She had been over fiddling with the curtains at the window drawing them shut when she turns to him saying, "Hey you aren't going to get in bed with those jeans on. That can't be comfortable."
"Ahh, well I didn't really bring anything, you know, to sleep in."
"You can sleep in your boxers. No wait, Lance wears boxers you wear briefs. Yeah, briefs, your mom told me."
Luke resists the urge to ask just why in the hell is his mother discussing with her best friend what kind of underwear her son wears, but instead says nothing.
"Besides I am doing a load of laundry before going to bed so why don't you just slip them jeans off so I can take them downstairs to the laundry room and that way they will be nice and clean for tomorrow."
"That is OK Aunt Avery. I mean I can sleep in my jeans. It's not uncomfortable." He hopes this will be the end of it. Truth is, he doesn't want to take his jeans off in front of her as he is still a bit firm down there
"Nonsense, I think you are just being shy about taking your jeans off in front of me. Silly . . . I am a nurse remember. I am not afraid of seeing a young man in his underwear you know. Besides you promised to let me baby you and letting me wash your clothes is part of being babied."
He wants to argue but is stopped dead in his tracks when she boldly reaches out and starts to undo this belt. "Hmm, I think helping you get undressed is part of being babied too right honey?"
"Yeah sure, Aunt Avery," he replies in a nervous whisper as his belt comes undone. He resists the urge to push her hands away and allows her to undo the button on his jeans, and then unzip them before slowly, patiently pulling them down. Finally, she even helps him step out of the jeans all the while smiling softly at him.
Avery helps him into the bed with a soft hand on his back while her eyes wander back to the front of his briefs. He has a semi large bulge working there that looks to be rather . . . big and tasty. She can only imagine what that delicious young cock of his might look like if somehow she would have an excuse to garner his full attention down there.
Settling down on the bed next to him, she pulls the sheet up just enough to cover his waist leaving his chest bare.
"You know earlier I was watching you sleep. You . . . well I hope you don't mind me saying this, Luke." She pauses and runs a hand through his thick mane of light brown hair before continuing with a voice that is dripping honey. "But you look adorable in your sleep hon. I bet your mom tells you that all the time."
"No, ahh, not ever really."
"Well, she should coz its true. Now close your eyes honey, I need to check something."
He obediently closes his eyes his heart thudding in his chest like so many wild horses. He feels her drawing closer, feels the softness of those tits of hers pressing against his bare chest just as her lips brush his forehead. They linger there for a long moment as does her tits against his chest. It was like being in heaven.
"Nope no more fever," she whispers her lips moving to his ear. She kisses him lightly on the ear making his entire body tingle before pulling back and smiling warmly at him.
"Now let me tuck you in nice and tight baby boy." She starts to fuss with the sheets before suddenly jumping to her feet. "Oh shit I am getting carried away with this babying stuff, Luke. I'm sorry. I must be embarrassing you or myself . . . both probably."
She seems genuinely upset. Luke reaches out and touches her hand. "It's OK Aunt Avery. I said it was fine earlier downstairs. Remember?"
"Oh . . ." She turns back to him. "I thought you were just saying that to please me."
"No I meant it."
"Good," she says leaning over and again smoothing out the sheet after pulling it up to his chin. "How is that, sweetie? All tucked in snug as a bug."
"Yes," he says softly his voice barely rising above a croak.
She sits down on the bed next to him and again leans forward whispering in his ear this time. "How about a kiss or two to help give you sweet dreams. Close your eyes."
He closes his eyes as he realizes it was not a question, but a statement. She is going to kiss him. Maybe more than once.
One light kiss on the forehead, and then one each on his closed eyes, and then another on each cheek, before finally she whispers, "I love you my little Lukey baby."
She has not called him that since he was very, very young. It thrills his heart as does the light kiss that follows directly on his lips. At the doorway she pauses callings across the room to him softly, "Oh by the way. I would have offered you a pair of Lance's pajamas to wear to bed. I mean you are about the same size, but I am afraid he doesn't wear pajamas anymore to bed. He likes to sleep naked. A little habit he picked up from his mother. Sweet dreams, Lukey."
Sweet dreams indeed!! Jesus she had to throw that in before leaving about sleeping naked!! Luke has the soul of a saint, but that avails him little as after five minutes of fighting it he whacks off to the image of his naked Aunt sleeping in her bed.
Finally, after cleaning up his mess he is able to get back to sleep. Sometime later his restless sleep is interrupted by a light tapping on the door. Rubbing his eyes, he glances at the clock radio next to the bed. Its 3:09 am.
Avery pushes the door open whispering, "Luke, honey, are you awake?"
"Yeah," he mumbles as he sees her dark figure enter the room.
"There is a storm. It's almost here and going to be bad. I have a sense about these things." She moves across the room toward the window as he reaches over and flips on the small lamp next to the bed.
He starts to get out of bed staring at his Aunt while she stands at the window with her back to him. As she stands there tugging nervously at the curtain his eyes finally adjust well enough to the faint light allowing him to notice the short little white satin robe she is wearing.
As he moves across the room, drawing closer to her, he observes with growing excitement, how her robe just barely covers her delicious ass. He briefly wonders if she is completely naked under her pretty robe as he sidles up next to her.



Just then the night sky is ripped open by a splayed fork of lightning that wriggles in twisted ecstasy. A loud crackle of booming thunder answers the lightning shattering the previous tomb-like silence inside the bedroom.
And then finally it starts to rain hard all of a sudden. It isn't a soft summer shower by any means, but instead large angry drops of rain splatter against the window in increasing intensity.
They stand there side by side staring out the window at the storm battering the house. Their hands find each other causing Luke's pulse to treble. Another wrathful burst of lightning, followed by a louder crackle of thunder, causes Avery to jump.
"Jesus I hate these autumn storms," she whispers.
Without really thinking about what he is doing, he slips a protective arm around her waist whispering, "It's OK Aunt Avery. I'm here."
He knows it probably sounds lame, but it's the best he can manage. Sadly, Luke has never been quick of wit when it comes to talking to the ladies.
"Are you here for me Luke, really?" She turns to him letting the curtain slip back into place. Facing him like this and being so near makes it abundantly clear the robe is maybe a size too small to cover those 34E tits of hers adequately.
A wide swath of delightfully bare skin reveals she is definitely naked from the waist up anyways under her robe. He tries not to stare at her big tits as he mouths, "Yes, of course. Whatever you need."
"What I need . . ." She pauses staring up at him directly. She seems to be fighting back tears. "Is for you to not leave me alone tonight during the storm. I . . . well it's embarrassing, but I am deathly afraid of storms. It stems from my childhood and stories my parents used to tell me about storms and bad little girls."
Just then another radiant flash of lightning splits the sky followed by the loudest clap of thunder yet. The rain is really pelting the window now as the storm bears down on them advancing from the north with untamed fury.
Avery jumps yet again before moving even nearer to him. His arm tightens around her waist as he whispers, ""I won't leave you alone. You wanna sit downstairs maybe. Ride the storm out on the couch."
"What I really want . . ." She pauses to gather his hands in hers. "I know it's asking a lot, but I am hoping maybe you will snuggle with me under the covers in my bed and make me feel safe."
She reaches up and strokes the side of his face; blinking those big beautiful brown eyes of hers she doesn't need to say anything more.
"Yes," he whispers back with a storm going off in his very soul that matches the one outside.
She turns and starts to lead him across the room when he stops. "I need to use the bathroom first, OK." He pauses at the bed, finds his tee shirt, and slips it on before making his way to the bathroom.
"Sure, baby. Just come to your Auntie's room when you are done. Promise."
"Promise," he replies as retreats to the bathroom on a very shaky pair of legs.
Safely inside the bathroom he takes a quick piss, before brushing his teeth. He runs a comb through his disheveled hair before deciding it's probably silly to worry about his hair as it will obviously be dark inside her bedroom.
Just for good measure he brushes his teeth a second time. What, just in case she wants to kiss you sport? "Oh fuck off," he says loudly to the smart ass image staring back at him in the mirror.
He is just looking around the Lance's small bathroom for some cologne maybe when the entire bedroom is lit up by a flash of lightning followed by a tremendous booming of thunder that literally makes the house shake before plunging it into darkness.
He is momentarily thrown off balance in the utter darkness as he flicks the bathroom switch back and forth uselessly. Sighing, he hurries out of the bathroom suddenly very worried about his Aunt Avery for obvious reasons.
The bedroom being dark forces him to slow down and grope his way toward the door. He bangs up against the wall and swears loudly before making his way slowly to where he imagines the doorway should be.
Luckily he is right as he hurriedly stumbles his way out the door right into the arms of his Auntie. They stand there holding each other for a brief moment—she is trembling—before she whispers to him.
"You were hurrying to save me, Luke?"
"Yes, I was worried about you."
She impulsively reaches up and kisses him on the cheek. "I love you so much, Lukey."
"I love you too, Auntie Avery."
She turns in the dark and leads him down the hallway. As they make their way slowly down the black hallway she tells him in a whispered burst of disjointed words about an evil Thunder God and a wicked Rain Demon. It seems her parents, deeply religious to the point of being wackos, made her believe in such creatures, and how they can attack bad little girls in the dark of the night during brutal storms.
Thunder and lightning in an ever increasingly crescendo of violence dog their every step, seemingly giving credence to her whispered tale before they finally reach her bedroom.
He can still feel her quivering as she leads him over to her bed and pulls back the covers. At her urging he slips under the single sheet pulling it up while his mind races with a simple question - Is she going to take off her robe and join him in bed . . . naked!!
She leans over and kisses him on his forehead, "I want you to spend the rest of the night with me, Luke. Promise you won't leave. I need your protection from them."
"If that is what you want," he murmurs back wondering if maybe he is still actually sleeping in Lance's bed and this whole thing is nothing but a wonderful dream.
She starts back across the bedroom whispering loudly, "I know you think I am being silly, but I have to lock the bedroom door before I join you."
He watches her dark figure retreat across the room as he reaches down and adjusts his semi-firm cock inside his briefs. He is now very, very glad he masturbated before falling asleep earlier or otherwise things would surely be code red down there. As it were he is already starting to feel horny as she approaches the bed once more.
She pauses next to the bed and lets out an audible sigh. He can just barely make out her obscure shape before the entire bedroom is lit up by a flash of lightning which reveals her undoing the tie that holds her robe shut.
His heart quickens as he hopes for another brilliant flash of lightening. It's a hope quickly fulfilled as the room is lit again to reveal her slipping the robe off her naked body. She is turned towards him and seems to have a sly smile on her face.
Luke now says a quick prayer for please one more flash of lightening. His prayers are answered—not by God, but by the Devil herself—as this time he gets a triple dose of back to back to back intense flashes followed by a loud rumble of thunder.
He barely hears the peal of thunder as his eyes, his mind, his whole body and soul that is, are wholly transfixed on his Aunt's beautiful naked body. In the vivid flashes of light her naked tits appear nothing short of majestic.
They are perfected tanned with a pair of mouthwatering nipples jutting out like a pair of bedazzled jewels. The image of her fully erect nipples are seared into the very depths of soul as the room goes black once again.
He feels her slipping under the covers next to him and then her hands are on his tee shirt. Her soft voice is deep and throaty as she whispers, "Here hon, let me help you take off your shirt."
He is too far gone to say anything in protest as he raises up and with her help quickly strips off his shirt. "And now your underwear too, Lukey."
Now is the time for protest. He has an immense boner. "M-my shorts . . . I should leave them on Auntie Avery don't you think. I mean-"
"Luke, humans are at their most vulnerable when naked. Don't you agree?"
"Y-yes," he stammers.
"We must show them we are not afraid to be vulnerable. They feed on our fear. Let us show not fear nor vulnerability. Join me in my nakedness honey."
Luke says nothing swallowing hard before he feels her hands on the waistband of his underwear. He allows her to strip off his briefs before she tosses them casually aside making them disappear somewhere in the darkness.
Avery had just bought brand new silk sheets which are undeniably soft against his naked body, but they compare nothing to the softness of her body when she reaches out and pulls him next to her.
Snuggling in behind her, he buries his head in her velvety dark hair which has the aroma of fresh cut flowers. He breathes deep as she reaches back and pulls them into a spooning position.
"Hold me tight baby. Protect me from them."
He slips his free arm around her mid-section pulling her tighter just as she wants while at the same time trying to twist his lower body away from being snuggled up next to her. Embarrassingly, he has a rather large and painful erection working down there and is fearful of her feeling it.
She quickly shatters any hopes of him hiding from her down there as she arches her backside pressing her ass against his crotch. She starts to grind against his swelling erection making his mind race with just how to respond.
The storm seems to have hit a lull. The rain has slackened while the thunder and lightning appear to be taking a break. After the fury of the storm, the sudden silence seems deafening making the noises coming from just outside the bedroom window entirely noticeable.
She stops grinding her ass against him and freezes. "They are here," she whimpers.
Luke lifts his head up trying to ascertain just exactly who they might be when he hears it. There is an ominous tapping at her bedroom window. He quickly realizes it is nothing like the sound of rain hitting the window either. It's more like the sound of something with fingers searching for a way in the bedroom.
The room is briefly lit up by a flash of lightning as his attention is diverted to the bedroom door. First he hears it, and then he sees it when the interior of the bedroom lights up briefly. The doorknob is jiggling beyond any reasonable doubt.
Another burst of lightning illuminates the room once more as he turns his head back to the window. The previous light tapping has turned into a fretful banging. In fact, the whole frame of the window seems to be shaking.
Then he sees it; something that turns his body cold and causes his hard cock to shrink in abject fear. Cast against the window is a dark misshapen figure.
In the quick burst of lightning he only—thankfully—catches a fleeting glimpse of the inhuman creature. It seemed to crouch on the very window sill outside her bedroom. It was small and bat-like maybe, beyond that Luke could not speak much except of its eyes; they are bright yellowish color, bulging with untamed malice and appear to be staring right at him.
Luke looks away as the room goes dark once more. He wants to cower under the covers until he hears Avery moaning with abject fear. He must show her he is brave.
The noises at the bedroom door divert his attention. He turns to look just as the room is bathed in vivid light once again. What he sees causes his hair to stand on edge.
There is a withered pair of bright red talons slithering under the crack of the door. Even worse, the door seems to be protruding inward and threatening to burst open.
Those haunting withered talons, razor sharp Luke is sure, is the final straw for the both of them. Avery lets out a frightened shriek and shrinks down in the bed pushing hard against him.
Her jiggling boobs come into contact with his hands and despite everything, despite that "only God knows what it is" crouching thing just outside the window, despite "whatever the hell" is lurking just outside the bedroom door with those hideous sharp talons, he feels guilty for touching her breasts.
"S-sorry Aunt Avery," he mumbles.
When she replies her voice is surprisingly calm and almost teasing. "You have been dreaming about touching my boobs for a long time, Luke."
Luke feels his face turning red. What she says is the truth. He doesn't know what to say so he tries to change the subject to things of a much more pressing nature than his dark dreams of playing with his Aunt's big boobs.
"Aunt Avery . . . I seen at the window . . . the door . . . something. We should-"
"Shh, the storm has calmed. We are safe for the moment. It has almost stopped raining even. They will grow weaker without the storm to give them power."
"But if it comes back. The storm."
"Yes, yes, as soon as the thunder and lightning come back so will they. I fear the storm . . . the worse is yet to come. That is why now during this lull you mus-"
Luke is scared and frustrated by not understand fully—if at all—what is happening. He interrupts her. His voice rising. "I don't understand. We have to-"
"Shh, baby." She touches a finger to his lips. "Don't try to understand. Just trust me if you wanna save me."
"I do. I do want to save you."
Her fingers graze his face lightly in the dark before slipping down to trace small circles on his bare chest.
"Only love can keep them at bay honey when the storm returns."
"Love?"
"Yes, your love for me. You must admit it. Must show it . . . to me . . . to them. Displays of love make them weak, while fear makes them stronger."
"I do love you."
"Like this?" She pushes his hands up onto her breasts. He responds by kneading them softly.
"You have wanted to do this all summer haven't you, Lukey. Wanted to play with your Auntie's big boobs."
"God yes," he cries as he fingers find her ripe nipples. She lets out a hiss as he strokes them until they are fully erect.
He hears the rain coming down harder again. The lull was short lived at best as he hears a light tapping at the window again, followed quickly by that damnable the scratching noise at the door. The lull in the storm has not lasted long.
"Quickly under the sheets," she nearly shrieks as the room lights up from a flash of lightning. He takes a quick glance at the window. It's there again—that fucking bat like thing- its dark shape framed against the window in a second burst of lightning.
In that brief moment Luke sees the thing sneering at him with a toothy evil looking grin. He swears there was blood dripping from its menacing saw-toothed fangs. Just before she pulls him under the sheets, he catches a glimpse of a raven's beak like nose, hooked and cruel, that stands out on its hellish looking face.
Then he is under the sheets with her his face being forced down into the soft valley between her tits by her grasping desperate fingers tangled in his hair. Avery whispers to him sweetly. "Suck on them baby. Show your auntie how much you love her tits."
Luke opens his mouth and traps one of her deliciously large nipples in it. He starts slow lathering her distended nipple with loving strokes making his aunt moan before he begins to suck on it frantically. The storm, keeping pace with Luke's passion, lashes at the house with increasing fury.
'That's it baby. Suck on them for me," she pushes her other tit in his face as she claws the sheet down and off of them. "We must show them our love."
Luke finds himself on top of his aunt looming over her. The bedroom is lit up by a quick succession of several dazzling flashes of lightening. He peers down at his aunt's heaving chest with those luscious tits thrusting upward at him swathed in luminous beauty by repeated flashes of lighting.
"Suck on them, Lukey. My life depends on it," she cries her voice shaky with fear and lust.
"Fuck them bastards," he whispers referring to whatever may be at both the door and the window before falling on her tits with a crazed insatiable lust. He sucks on her tits, his mouth flying from one to the other, his lust egged on by her whimpering moans of passion.
The window is rattling, the doorknob jiggling wildly, but none of this matters as Luke loses himself totally in those two glorious mounds of utter perfection sucking, licking, and kissing them while grinding his hard cock against her thighs. He is desperate to lose his virginity; he reaches down meaning to spread her legs hoping she will accept his manhood when she cries out softly leaving no doubts, "Yes, yes, baby make love to me. I want your cock inside me so badly."
She spreads her thighs wide open for him before reaching down and guiding his hardness into the moist folds of her wet throbbing pussy. He has never felt such exquisite pleasure as he slowly thrusts up and down inside of her. His pleasure is compounded by her obvious enjoyment of what he is doing as her moans of passion are nothing short of intoxicating as are her whispered exclamations of love for him.
"Oh God, baby I love you so much. You feel so good inside me. Oh baby . . . please don't stoooop . . . make love to your auntie."
A quick flash of lightning bathes the bedroom in sparkling light. Luke looks down, sees his aunt, her head tilted back, eyes shut, mouth open, her breath coming in short pants, those magnificent tits thrusting upwards, and realizes this is all because of his cock being inside of her. The absolute power this gives him is breathtaking in its intensity.
Intoxicated by this new found power, he begins to slam his cock into her, hard and fast, staring intently down at her heaving chest. He loves the way he can make those immense tits of hers bounce and jiggle with every hammer blow of his manhood.
He is being rewarded now by the storm as the bedroom is being illuminated again and again by a series of vivid flashes allowing him to see his aunt in alternating patterns of light and darkness responding to his complete and utter lust for her.
It all soon becomes too much as he is ready to explode inside of her when Avery, her voice frantic, cries out. "Not yet baby, your auntie is not ready. We must come together to defeat those things who would do us harm."
She deftly flips him off her and onto his back on the large bed before she mounts him. Avery sinks down on top of him with a sharp cry of passion as his raging manhood spears up inside of her.
She is riding him-hard- as the storm is racing to its climax; thunder and lightning crash and roll over the house in ever increasing waves of turbulent anger. Avery bounces up and down on his cock matching the tumultuous fury of the storm.
The clamor at both the window and the door are also reaching a fever pitch. The door is being pounded on with heavy hammer blows while the poor window is rattling furiously in its frame.
None of this matters to Luke though. The only thing he is cognizant of is the dark shape of his aunt riding his cock. And when the room lights up from the intense flashes of vivid lightning, he sees the glorious sight of her jiggling boobs bouncing up and down as she fucks him with greater and greater urgency.
It's a vision that has him racing to the edge just as she grips his hands. "I am coming baby. You . . . must . . . toooo. Oh God, that's it . . ."
She bounces hard down onto his cock one last time as a booming crash of thunder makes the whole house rattle. Avery tips her head back as Luke matches her downward thrust by punching his cock hard upwards. "I . . . I . . . am commming,"she cries out her whole body shaking.
Luke remembering what she said earlier, we must come together, is racing toward his own climax. He thrusts his hips upward forceful and fast just as the last booming echo of thunder dies. He finally cums - hard - before his whole body suddenly goes limp as Avery collapses on top of him crying.
The ferocity of the storm, spent, retreats as Avery panting, showers his bare chest with delicate little kisses. The bedroom has gone still and silent except for the rain which has turned into a soothing little pitter patter.



Avery's nightmarish childhood tormentors, The Thunder God and Rain Demon, have retreated along with the storm leaving Luke and Avery to fall peacefully asleep in each other arms. The Devil's true minions have done their job well.
The next morning Luke slips out of bed at first light, being sure not to disturb Avery who is still sleeping peacefully. He goes first to the window and carefully opens it. Outside on the white window sill he finds several dark maroon splatters of what he imagines to be blood.
He carefully examines the window. It seems to be smeared with something that was once wet but is now dried. Saliva maybe. Whatever it is it smells . . . like death and decay. He shuts the window and heads across the room to examine the bedroom door.
On the inside of the door, near the bottom where he spied those withered blood red talons, he finds several large and jagged scratch marks. He lets out a deep breath as he traces the outline of the deeply embedded marks. Fear grips his heart, but then soon disappears replaced by something else when he hears his aunt's voice calling to him.
"Luke, honey, come back to bed."
He turns padding slowly across the sun streaked bedroom trying to work out what he has just seen. His pace increases, the angry marks on the door forgotten, as Avery sits up in the bed allowing the sheet to fall exposing her tits to his hungry eyes.
To be continued...What happens up north between Gwen and Lance.
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Elena hums as she prepares a hearty breakfast for the four of them. She stirred the oatmeal, flipped the heart shaped pancakes, and then cracked open two more eggs, spilling them on the skillet before turning to face her family.
"Breakfast will be ready in a moment everyone. So does anyone have anything planned for tonight? It's Valentine's Day you know."
She starts preparing the plates as her question is met with apathetic silence. "Oh come on now. Someone must have something planned. I mean you two kids are both way too nice and sweet not to being enjoying Valentine's Day with a sweetheart?"
Twenty year old Ellie, the elder of the two kids, speaks up first. "I had plans and now I don't. Me and Tommy split up just about a week and half ago."
Jimmy, two years younger than his sister, chimes in cheerfully, "Yeah I heard he dumped your ass." The truth is, like many a little brother, Jimmy maybe always had a thing for his older sister, although he might have been loath to admit it. This naturally led to a bit of jealousy on his part over any guy lucky enough to date his beautiful sister.
"Yeah so. His loss right, Daddy?"
James peers over the Wall Street Journal at his lovely young daughter smiling. "Exactly sweetie. He will regret it someday."
The conversation dies down as all four of them dig into breakfast. Finally, after pushing her plate aside, Elena turns to Jimmy, "So what about you. Have a date for tonight, young man."
Before he can answer Ellie is all over the question. "Are you kidding? He hasn't had a date in like forever. He is still carrying a torch for that slut Lisa who dumped him . . ." She turns to Jimmy fixing him with an evil grin. "Like a year ago. You know what I heard--"
"That is enough Ellie!!" James interjects. "Help your grandma clean up the breakfast table."
"Oh yeah he can tease me about being dumped but I can't say a word back. I see how it is!!" She picks up her plate and with a loud bang tosses it into the kitchen sink.
James sighs loudly retreating to the den with a fresh glass of orange juice so he can finish reading his paper in peace.
Later on Elena has a chance to talk to Jimmy alone and finds out the sad truth. His sister was right. He hasn't dated at all since Lisa dumped him a year ago almost to the day.
Seeing the look of abject grief pass over his cute face is too much for his nana to endure. Of her five grandchildren, Jimmy by far, is her favorite.
While Jimmy may be relatively average in every way: five eleven, 185 pounds, sandy brown hair, a light complexion that burns too easy in the sun, he does have a couple things going for him that is exceptionally above average-- a super warm heart and generous caring personality. It is those two traits especially that his Nana Elena finds supremely irresistible in him.
"Look, Jimmy, don't feel bad. Your grandmother doesn't have plans for tonight either."
There it was; an opening you could drive a truck through. "So why don't we go out tonight and maybe do something."
"You mean like a date?" Elena says coyly while almost bursting with joy that Jimmy is showing the nerve to suggest such a thing.
"Sure." Jimmy fidgets nervously. He has only been in one relationship and that did not end well. The word "date" kind of scares him as it implies a whole lot of pressure on him to make a women happy.
His grandma, with a keen sense of women's intuition recognizes this. "Hmm, I can see by the way you are fidgeting the word date is probably not what we should call it. How about this . . . let's just hang out together. Maybe do something is all. No pressure just a young man and his nana spending some quality time together."
"Yeah, OK, but I have money so we can go out and do something. My treat."
"Sounds lovely my dear. What did you have in mind?"
"It's your treat. Maybe you pick Nana E."
"OK. I will think of something nice and surprise you."
"As long as you let me pay."
"Oh you will pay alright. Your nana is not a cheap date." She stands up brushing her fingers along the side of his face before leaving the room conveniently forgetting already they weren't supposed to be calling it a date.
Elena's annulment, in the works for almost two years, had just been finalized a few weeks ago back in the Philippines. Her husband, Mannie, had been cheating on her for some time, and finally Elena, despite her strong Catholic beliefs in the sanctity of marriage, had left him and come to America on a ninety day tourist visa in the mood to celebrate her new found freedom.
Arriving in America just in time for the holidays, Elena felt it finally time to live a little. In short order, she got several tattoos, colored her pretty black hair with blond streaks, and went to a noted plastic surgeon where she received several treatments of Botox along with having her boobs enlarged.
It cost a pretty penny, but Elena looked and felt great afterwards, especially after getting a gym membership. After dropping nearly fifteen pounds since joining the gym, Elena was now down to carrying 106 pounds on her small five foot one frame. She had already looked young for her fifty one years of age even before she had the Botox, but now, after the treatments her natural beauty really shines.
After she leaves the room Jimmy plops down on the couch relieved he would be able to keep his promise to his dad. Earlier in the week James had come to his son and explained how his grandmother was feeling a bit lonely lately, and was kind of experiencing what one might call a midlife crisis.
He suggests if he did not have plans for Valentine's Day he should invite his grandmother out and make her feel special. At first he thought he might have been joking but then he catches the deadly serious expression on his face as he begins to speak.
"Your nana has a dreamy heart full of romantic notions so being alone on Valentine's Day would be painful for her even if she wouldn't show it. So maybe you could do something extra special for her, be with her, hang out, and if you are feeling brave maybe do something a little bit romantic for her."
The five crisp one hundred dollars bills to help pay for whatever niceties he might want to do for his nana shows Jimmy just how serious his father was about entertaining his nana for the evening.
But James was doing a bit more than handing out suggestions and one hundred dollar bills to his son as he was playing both sides of the fence so to speak. Not only had he went to his son to suggest he ask his grandmother out, but he also secretly went to his mother-in-law, and told her that Jimmy had been feeling down as of late. It was coming up on the one year anniversary of when that little bitch Lisa broke his heart dumping him the day after Valentine's.
James suggested to Elena that she should maybe drop a hint about wanting to hang out on Valentine's Day. Elena, quite agreeable on the matter, promised she would try her best as she simply adored her youngest grandchild and would relish a chance to mend his broken heart.
That afternoon Jimmy takes the money his dad gave him, along with another two hundred dollars he had saved up himself, and uses it to buy her a nice diamond necklace.
Having a flash of inspiration he stops at a gift shop and buys a little cute brown teddy bear, and a single red rose. Back at home he sneaks off to his bedroom and slips the diamond necklace around the teddy bear's neck, and uses a piece of invisible tape to affix the rose to the bear's paw. He carefully places the bear back in the little pink stripped bag it came in from the gift shop ready to present it to her at some point in the evening with a grand flourish.
Driving to the restaurant in his dad's flashy silver Altima 3.5 SL, Jimmy feels absurdly good. His grandmother looks pretty in her usual understated way. She is dressed casual wearing a white loose fitting off the shoulder sweater and a pair of rather tight looking jeans. He would have never guessed she was fifty one years old.
At the restaurant, a casual Italian pizzeria, they enjoy a pleasant dinner that grows more interesting as Elena starts to get a bit tipsy. She downs two glasses of red wine with her veal Parmesan allowing the underage Jimmy to take furtive sips from her glass from time to time. The alcohol loosens up Jimmy just enough to where he is feeling quite charming and full of bravado as the night wears on.
After dinner, Elena suggests going on a little sightseeing tour of the old historic Maple Hill downtown section before heading home since it was such a pleasant evening with the temperature being an unusually warm 59 degrees.
After spending an hour window shopping and stopping at an ice cream parlor for a pair of cones they decide to head home. On the way home Elena suddenly has a whim. Although it's just starting to get cloudy she wants to go do a bit of star gazing. Jimmy thinks he knows just the spot . . . maybe, if he can find it again.
Lookout Point was a local landmark of sorts. It was actually nothing more than an old logging road that wound its way up through the pristine pine forests that surrounded Maple Hill and ended in a wide turnout that had a clear view of the surrounding countryside, and most especially of the small town.
It had once been a hot spot for teen lovers, back in the day long ago, but now it was mainly used by stargazers to watch the night skies over Maple Hill. Jimmy had been up there one time years ago with his family on their own star gazing adventure after his dad had spent about a thousand dollars on some fancy new telescope.
"Jimmy, hon, I think we are, maybe not on the right track here. Shouldn't we be climbing I mean to get to Lookout Point."
She is right. The narrow dirt lane they are on has been sloping downhill for at least a good two miles now. "Yeah I think I maybe should have went right at the fork a while ago. Like I said it's been a while since I was up here. Sorry, but I think I am kind of lost now."
Actually there is no "kind of" about it. He is lost. The fact it has started to rain adds to his growing discomfort. The once clear night skies started filling with dark rainclouds almost as soon as they started heading toward where he thought Lookout Point should be located.
Jimmy had suggested turning back, but Elena said she still wanted to see the famous Lookout Point even if it was becoming too cloudy to do any real stargazing.
He is starting to get more than a little worried although his Nana Elena seems rather unconcerned by the whole thing. Another ten minutes pass with the rain coming down harder. The narrow dirt lane they are on seems to have no end as it winds its way among the tall pines of Maple Hill. Maybe worse still, there has thus far been no decent spot to turn around the car and head back.
Jimmy curses and bangs his hand on the steering wheel; they have finally come to the end of the narrowing winding road. Unfortunately the end is a dead end. Despite there being precious little space to turn the car around he will be forced to try to do so anyway.
He eases the car to the right as far as he dares before turning the wheel sharply and then backing up. Forward again, another sharp turn of the wheel and then . . . more cursing as the back tires have slipped off the road and into a little trough of slick gravel.
"Shit!" I am going to have to get out and push while you give it some gas, Nana."
Elena slides across the seat. "Which one is the gas again hon?" she giggles.
"The one on the right. Just be careful and gentle on the gas. Wait till I say go."
Jimmy climbs out of the car cursing he didn't bring a jacket. He rubs his hands together and walks around to the back of the car.
"OK . . . Give it some gas," he yells pushing hard. Elena gives the gas pedal a gentle tap and the car lurches forward.
"Good, no more," he yells as the back tires clear the edge of the road. Elena emboldened by the car finally moving forward, and thinking Jimmy said, "More," taps on the gas harder this time.
The car shoots across the narrow lane and slams nose first into a wide ditch on the other side of the road. Jimmy, thrown off balance by the car suddenly shooting forward, is thrown face first to the ground. Fortunately he is able to get his hands under his body somewhat breaking his fall.
He jumps to his feet unconcerned with his own pain worried about his nana. Rushing up to the driver's side, he lets out a sigh of relief when he sees her smiling faintly at him.
"Oops," she whispers.
"Well," he walks around to the front of the car. The nose of the small car is angled deep in the wide ditch. "We are defiantly stuck now and going to need a tow. Let me guess." He pulls his phone out of his pocket as he climbs into the car next to her slamming the door shut in frustration. "No signal."
"So what do we do?" Elena asks. "I guess I really screwed up huh?"
"Oh shit, Nana I'm the one who got us lost in the first place so if it is anyone fault its mine."
"Hmm . . ." She reaches out and brushes a hand through his hair, "Taking the blame for the ladies screw up. How very chivalrous and charming of you young man."
He smiles faintly at her before responding. "Well right now I am not feeling very charming as the way I see it we have three choices. None of them good."
"Tell me?" she says smiling disarming at him.
He smiles back starting to relax. She seems totally undaunted about their predicament. On the other hand, if this had been Lisa setting next to him she would be fucking freaking out and demanding he do something . . . right . . . now . . . to solve the situation. It is a pleasant change to say the least.
Still they could be in a spot of trouble up here as he sighs preparing to explain their choices as he sees them. "One, we could wait and see if someone comes along. At this hour on a Tuesday night late, I don't see that happening. Second, we walk back to town . . . now . . . in the rain. Or, finally, we wait in the car and see if it stops raining and then walk. Thing is the rain . . . it's coming down harder and I don't think it's going to let up anytime soon."
Elena seems to be not listening; she has her head turned and is staring back across the road seemingly intent on trying to see something in the dark.
"Maybe there might be a fourth option hon. I thought just a bit back I seen a mailbox on the side of the road."
"Really, a mailbox out here?'
"Yeah, there are houses up here aren't there?"
"Yeah, a few, I suppose."
"Well, if there is a mailbox, then there is a house nearby, and maybe someone could help us. We could use their phone and call for help maybe."
"You sure you seen a mailbox, Nana. Was it close?"
"Yes, pretty close. We should at least go see right?"
"Fine, just let me grab the flashlight out of the glove compartment, and we will go," he replies although he thinks the chances of someone being home, someone willing to answer the door at this hour, are remote.
Elena was right after all. They barely had went thirty yards maybe when he spots a mailbox, and a narrow opening for a driveway just off the road.
Although they did not have to walk far the whole thing is still quite the ordeal. Elena is wearing a pair of four inches heels defiantly not made for walking on dirt roads slick with rain making the going slow as he has to hold onto her the whole way. Making things even worse is the rain is coming down harder still and they are getting soaked to the bone.
When the driveway opens up they spot the house, which is not a house at all, but instead a cabin, and Elena lets out a small whoop.
"See I told you hon."
"Nana don't get too excited. I have been thinking. It's a cabin, not a house. A summer cabin that is probably only used . . . you know . . . in the summer."
"Oh, right."
"I think most of the houses or cabins up here are that way mainly just summer retreats for rich people."
"So no one is home."
"Doubt it. Maybe if it was the weekend might be a better chance, but now mid-week." He shakes his head no as they slowly approach the front porch.
"But we can at least knock and see. Besides the porch is covered and we can get out of this damn rain."
They knock on the door. Of course, there is no answer.
"Now what. Like I said, no one is home and probably won't be for months." Jimmy says turning to Elena. His heart breaks as she looks miserable standing there shivering in the cold rain.
"We need to go back to the car turn it on and get the heater going. I am freezing."
"Hmm see the thing is . . ." Jimmy is looking around as he contemplates what to do next. "Nana there is not much gas left in the car. Not enough to last the night anyways and it's only going to get colder."
"So what we walk. Jimmy I am not sure I can make it. I . . . with these heels on and the rain . . . Jesus."
"OK . . . so . . . there is another choice." He says slowly turning to look at the door. Its looks sturdy unfortunately.
"You're not thinking of breaking in hon. What if they have an alarm."
He starts to laugh hoping to ease her fears before telling her cheerfully, "Well, then I guess we will be arrested and rescued all at once. And if they don't have an alarm, then we have a nice quiet and dry place to spend the night. I think we have no choice."
He tells her to stay on the porch while he goes around back trying to find an easier way in without trying to batter in the front door or busting the picture window out in the front.
A minute later Elena hears a small shattering noise and her heart leaps with relief. Another minute passes and he is at the front door letting her in to the cabin.
They take a quick minute using the flashlight, the power is not on of course, to explore the interior of the cabin holding hands going room to room. The cabin is smaller than it looks from the outside and only has four rooms.
After sitting her purse down by the front door, Elena whines she really has to go pee. They locate the cabin's only bathroom, a spartan half bath, just down a short hallway and off the cabin's only bedroom. Jimmy gives her the flashlight as she shuts herself inside the bathroom.
He doesn't wander far from the bathroom door as the interior of the cabin with the curtains all shut is extremely dark. He waits patiently slumping down on the bare hardwood floor shivering. The interior of the cabin is cold, but at least it dry and will keep the rain off their head. If they are lucky maybe they can find some blankets or something to help keep them warm.
Hearing the door open he gets quickly to his feet. "Ready to explore our new home, Nana?"
"You mean our secret Valentine retreat. Maybe it has a fireplace and I can tell you a love story later."
"Well, the day is perfect as is the settings for such a story. Yeah, secret Valentine retreat I like that Nana."
Taking her by the hand he leads her out of the bedroom before she stops. "You know if we get in trouble for this . . . it's all my fault."
He takes the flashlight from her and shines it briefly in her face wanting to show no fear. "Yes, it will be your fault, but in the meantime . . . we have not been caught so . . . lets explore."
"You are right hon, we haven't been caught and actually . . . hmm this is kind of exciting. Let's explore and pray this old fashioned little cabin of ours has an equally old fashioned brick fireplace. Jesus, I am cold."
"Yes you are. Your hands feel like ice," he whispers as he leads her down the short hallway to the front room. He doesn't know why he is whispering but somehow it just feels right to do so inside the small dark cabin.
Emerging into the front room, Jimmy plays the small beam of the flashlight up one wall and down another. "Jackpot!" He exclaims as the light picks up a fairly large stone fireplace against the far wall.



"Now let's pray there is some wood someplace." Moving across the room, dodging the only two pieces of furniture, a small couch and love seat, he plays the light around searching for some wood.
"There . . ." Elena cries out as the beam falls on a small bundle of wood piled neatly in a black holder stuck in the corner closes to the fireplace.
"Now, the kitchen. Pray they have matches."
They are in luck as not only do they find a two new boxes of long stick matches in one of the drawers, but also a whole cache of tea light candles.
They quickly divide up the chores. Jimmy takes one of the boxes of matches and is tasked with starting a fire while Elena takes the candles and starts to light them one by one placing them strategically throughout the front room.
They finish up about the same time coming together standing in front of the fire enjoying the glowing warmth. "Well, at least we have a fire to keep us warm Nana," Jimmy says quietly.
"Yeah, well, hon, now we have to decide what to do about our wet clothes. I think we need to get out of them don't you?"
"You mean like what so we are totally naked?" he asks nervously.
"No, silly. Don't sound so worried. Just to our underwear. I mean you are wearing underwear under those fancy dress pants of yours aren't you hon?"
"Yes, of course. So what we will strip and then wrap up in blankets to stay warm while we lay our clothes out by the fire to dry?"
"Actually that would be a good idea wrapping up in blankets. It would spare you from having to see your nana's fifty year old plus body on display."
She pauses briefly, flashing him a wry smile curious to see his response. It doesn't disappoint as he quickly interjects. "Oh Grandma stop it. You have a . . . real nice body I would bet and you don't look fifty something by the way . . . much younger actually."
"Ohhh you are a sweet boy. Maybe that is why you were always my favorite, but anyways while you were busy finishing the fire I did a bit of exploring searching the only closet I could find and there was a couple blankets."
"Well great. Where are they?"
"Hmm, sorry but they kind of smell musty and have stains on them. I don't really want them anywhere near my body hon and neither would you if you got a look at them."
"Oh . . . well what about the bed then. We could strip the blankets off of there. Maybe the sheets."
"I checked. The bed is bare except for a single quilt."
"I suppose that is nasty too."
"No, it actually smells nice and fresh. I was thinking we could share it."
"Share it?"
"Yeah, move the couch here closer to the fire and then kind of snuggle next to each other under the quilt after we get rid of our wet clothes."
"That sounds OK. I'm going to use the bathroom. I will get undressed in there I guess."
"Fine, hon. Bring the quilt with you when you come back. I am going to explore the kitchen and see if our hosts left us anything to drink."
As he heads off to the bathroom Jimmy head is filling with unwelcome naughty thoughts of just what kind of bra and panties his nana might be wearing under her clothes.
Shutting the door to the bathroom he tries to banish the naughty thoughts from his head as he slowly gets undressed. A few minutes later he comes into the front room carrying the quilt and his wet clothes expecting her to still be dressed as he thought, like him, she would get undressed in the bathroom.
Instead, he is greeted to a wonderful sight. His nana has already stripped out of her wet clothes and is standing there, her back to him, arranging her jeans and sweater in neat order on the floor in front of the fire.
She is bending over while arranging her clothes so he is treated to the rather appealing sight of her lovely ass being on full display thanks to the exceptionally sexy pair of white ruffled panties she is wearing. And then she turns around and his heart nearly stops.
Not that he ever went out of his way to try and notice one way or the other, but up until this point in his life the few times she had come to visit from the Philippines, which was maybe once every four or five years, he had always thought his grandmother to be attractive looking with a typically Filipino body . . . slim and petite and not particularly well endowed.
But as she turns around his world suddenly goes on tilt. She is wearing a strapless ruffled white bra that perfectly matches the panties and looks absolutely delicious on her. The bra has the added feature of showing off that she is, in fact, rather well endowed.
He stands there staring dumbly. She is speaking but he is hardly hearing a word she is saying. It is beginning to dawn on Elena why her young grandson may be struck dumb as she approaches him repeating herself, "I said give me your clothes hon and I so I can arrange them in front of the fire."
"Here," she gently takes his pants and shirt from him before turning back around breaking the spell her large tits have cast over him. He watches him bend over again as she carefully lays out his clothes in front of the fire next to hers.
Elena can feel his eyes crawling all over her ass and much to her surprise, maybe it's the three glasses of wine she had over dinner, it doesn't bother her one bit. She also sensed her young grandson got quite the shock when she turned around and was presented with the sight of her newly upsized 32 DD tits.
She must admit the feeling of him staring at her chest left her feeling kind of queasy on the inside . . . queasy in a good way that is. Deciding to push the envelope a bit, she turns around slowly to face him.
Taking his hand, she leads him over to the couch, before turning around to face him, "Here let's get you tucked under the quilt all nice and toasty hon."
Arranging the quilt carefully around him after he sits down and get comfortable on the couch she whispers, "How is that hon? Nice and comfy?" She sits down next to him and patiently starts to put her shoes back on.
"Why are you putting your shoes back on? Aren't you going to get under here with me Nana?"
"I will. I just need to take care of a couple things before I join you baby and the floor is cold so I'm putting my shoes back on."
"Can I help?"
"Doubtful unless you know how to apply makeup and fix hair. The rain really did a number on both."
"Oh Nana you really going to worry about that now?" I mean--"
"Of course I am," she replies interrupting him. "You have been so sweet to me tonight it's the least I can do to still make an effort to look good for you sweetheart. Sit tight I won't be long."
She then turns and slowly swishes her way toward the front door where she grabs her black purse off the small accent table and carefully slings it over her shoulder. Smiling at him she struts across the hard floor, her heels clicking seductively, and past him on down to the bathroom.
His eyes helplessly track her all the way until she disappears inside the bathroom where he lets out a deep breath. He had not realized he had even been holding his breath during the show. And make no doubt about it—it was a show.
The way that nice ass of hers was waggling as she sashayed over to the table to grab her purse, helped immensely by the effect of her five inch heels doubtlessly, was the warm up act. And then came the main event, when she slowly turned, slinging the purse casually over one shoulder, its blackness standing out in dark contrast to her bra, and swaggers back toward him, parading past him heading toward the bathroom, those big tits bouncing ever so noticeably under the tight confines of that gorgeous white strapless bra of hers. Yes, he had been holding his breath, and when she finally disappears inside the bathroom he lets it out after wiping his sweaty palms on the quilt. He looks under the quilt. He has a fucking boner.
Just within the past few minutes the atmosphere inside the cabin has changed. The cabin has been filled with a palpable sexual tension that seems to be a living breathing entity all onto itself. The boner he is still sporting is apt testimony to this fact.
"Jesus I hope she takes her time in there," he whispers quietly as he can only imagine what might happen if she was to hurry back snuggling under the quilt with him, and discover to her grisly horror her favorite grandson has a fucking boner that won't quit.
He closes his eyes trying to relax and think of anything but how fucking hot she looks half naked. It works. Almost. He is at least down to a semi firm status when she emerges from the bathroom a few minutes later.
Standing in front of him, hands on hips she purrs, "Well what do you think, Jimmy, better." Inside the bathroom, she had put on a fresh coat of her bright red lip stick, some more blush, and fixed up her hair as best as she could. She hoped he would notice the difference.
Jimmy looks at his nana. She has positioned herself so she is framed by the dancing fire in the background and looks absolutely gorgeous. He wants to say something clever and charming but the best he can do is maybe kind of corny but he says it anyways.
"Your beauty is the envy of all, unequaled in its rarity, and hopefully mine to enjoy forever more."
She reaches out one hand stroking his cheek softly. "Yeah I know that was corny, Nana."
"No honey it was beautiful."
"Just like you then."
She smiles again before turning around and heading toward the kitchen. At the doorway she pauses and quickly turns back. Of course, she catches him staring at her ass as she was walking away which only gives her the courage to say what is in her heart.
"You know if you don't stop being so charming honey, your nana is going to just eat you up when she gets under that quilt with you." Before he can respond she turns and heads into the kitchen.
In the quiet stillness of the cabin, he can hear her opening cupboards inside the kitchen.
"Hey what are you doing?" He yells out to the kitchen.
"Surprise, baby, sit tight, I'll be right back."
Elena comes back into the room carrying two medium sized bottles of what he is not quite sure.
"I couldn't find any clean glasses so we will just have to drink straight from the bottle. The peppermint is yours and the butterscotch is mine. I love butterscotch so I hope you don't mind."
"What is it?"
"Some kind of alcohol I guess. The bottle says Schnapps. I have never really heard of it before and never drink anything harder than wine but I am feeling daring tonight and it is a special occasion so . . ."
"Oh shit!!That's right. It's still is Valentine's Day." Jimmy jumps up from the couch throwing the quilt off.
"What is it honey?" Elena says stepping back surprised.
"I almost forgot something," he replies rushing over to his clothes. He picks up his pants and starts to hurriedly put them on.
"Hey those can't even be close to being dry yet, Jimmy."
"Yeah, I know, but I gotta get dressed. There is something in the car I forgot."
"Honey, no you can't go back there. Can't you hear it's raining harder than ever now?"
Pausing, he hears the steady thrumming of rain on the cabin's roof. Shrugging his shoulders he tells her, "Yeah, well this is important so . . ."
He is quickly buttoning up his shirt when she comes over to him. "Really can't it wait, Jimmy? You were just getting warmed up and now you are going back out there for what?"
"You'll see," he answers heading toward the door as he finishes with the last of the buttons on his shirt.
He was about to open the door when she yells at him with such desperate urgency "to wait" that he pauses.
Hurrying over to him, she throws her arms around him and gives him a hug. "Be careful out there hon."
"Nana, I am only going to the car."
"Yeah but it's cold and dark and raining out there and you are leaving me all alone so please just hurry anyways. OK."
"OK," he replies anxious to go already.
He was just about to turn away when she says softly, "Kiss first."
He pauses, turns and plants a small kiss on her cheek. "Promise me you will hurry."
"Promise," he whispers and then it happens. They share a spontaneous kiss on the lips. It doesn't last so long as to be classified as "improper", but yet it lingers just long enough to let each one know that tonight is shaping up to be something special.
He dashes out the door, the taste of her lips still haunting him, while she wanders slowly back to the couch her heart thudding. Jimmy tries to run fast but with rain, and now a fierce wind in his face, his pace is not at all fast.
He actually slows down afraid of losing his balance in the utter darkness, and landing in a heap face first in this damnable muddy driveway.
Reaching the car he jams his hands down inside his pants pocket searching for the keys. He doesn't find them and begins to panic thinking they maybe fell out on the cabin floor by the fire.
He takes a deep breath and checks the other pocket as he says a quick prayer. They are there. He fumbles the keys into the lock and then wretches the door open before diving into the back seat.
Another moment of panic seizes him as at first in the darkness he can't find the small gift bag he had stashed in the back seat. He had decided not to give her the gift over dinner, but instead to wait to they were back home and hopefully alone.
With all the excitement of first getting lost, and then stuck, and then breaking into the cabin, he had almost forgotten about the gift until that very moment she mentioned it was still Valentine's Day.
Once he remembered the gift, nothing short of the earth actually opening up and swallowing the car would keep him from getting the gift and presenting it to her.
He leans over frantically searching for the gift bag. He finally locates it and lets out a huge sigh of relief. He takes a deep breath looking outside. The rain is still falling in ugly black sheets. He pauses, hand on the car door, steeling himself for the ordeal of going back to the cabin.
Elena sits down wrapping the quilt around her body before twisting the cap off the bottle. She raises it up to her nose and sniffs. "Hmm, smells delicious," she whispers. Raising the bottle in a mock toast she whispers again, "Here is to being daring."
She closes her eyes, maybe expecting the worse despite the smell, and takes a hearty pull from the bottle. "Wow that is good," she whispers before taking an even bigger gulp.
The warmth of the liquor spreads quickly through her body. She smiles tipping the bottle to her mouth once more sensing whatever Jimmy was so eager to get from the car it must be something for her.
The thought, the wonderful, wonderful thought that he would go charging out in the rain for her leaves her giddy with anticipation. She will have to make sure she is doubly certain in showing her appreciation for whatever sweet gift he was so hell bent on charging out in the rain to retrieve.
Again she tips the bottle to her lips taking the longest pull yet of the sweet tasting Schnapps enjoying the way it is making her feel a bit woozy. Sitting the bottle aside she has a sudden thought. He is going to be soaked when he returns so she decides to search the cabin a bit more thoroughly in hopes of finding a towel or two. She gets lucky locating two neatly folded towels on the bedroom closet's upper shelf.
She places the towels on the small table next to the door proud of herself for finding the towels. So proud in fact she takes a huge gulp of the butterscotch Schnapps as a reward.
By the time Jimmy is weaving his way up to the front door, Elena has nearly finished half of the bottle and is happily on her way to getting plastered . . . in a most pleasant way. Then he bursts through the door causing her to let out a little startled cry as he interrupts her dreamy thoughts.
Slamming the door shut behind him he exclaims loudly, "Jesus it's raining cats and dogs out there."
Elena jumps to her feet allowing the quilt to fall from her body and goes rushing over to him. Dabbing at his wet hair with the first of the towels she leads him over toward the fire tossing the other towel over her shoulder.
Jimmy lets his nana baby him, knowing that is exactly what she wants, while trying to hide the bag from her prying eyes.
It doesn't work. Taking the bag from his hand as they reach the fire she calmly lets the bag drop onto the couch telling him, "Your gift for me will just have to wait until we get you out of these wet clothes . . . again . . . and dried off a bit. Jesus hon you are soaked."
Turning from him, she shoves the already wet towel into his hands, "Here finish drying your hair off a bit while I get your bottle. It will help warm you up."
Bringing the bottle over to him she thrusts it into his hand. "Take a big drink honey. It will help warm you up."
He tips the bottle back, taking a large swig wanting to show his nana he was a man and could handle his liquor. He takes another good jolt from the bottle before setting it aside on the fireplace's upper mantle watching with growing amusement the way his nana is clawing at the buttons on his shirt.
Seeing his set the bottle down she shifts her attention lower. "Finish undoing your shirt hon while your grandma works on getting these pants off of you."
Jimmy is taken back by the aggressive way she nearly tears his dress pants off of him but says nothing. Being this close to her, he can smell the Schnapps on her breath when she talks figuring she must have had a rather generous amount to drink in his absence.
He clothes end up in a heap at his feet as she pulls the second towel off of her shoulder. "Oh poor baby you soaked clear through your clothes all the way to your skin. Here let me dry you off a bit before Nana snuggles with you under the quilt and gets you all nice and warm."
She starts patting his bare chest slowly working her way downwards in a circular pattern while he leans against the wall next to the fireplace. She reaches over and snatches the bottle of peppermint Schnapps off the upper mantle and takes a big swig of it.
"This one is good too. Your turn. C'mon you have lots of catching up to do in the drinking department." She pushes the bottle into his hands imploring him to "drink up."
He takes another large gulp, nearly spitting it out when he feels the towel brushing up against his crotch before slipping down to his thighs.
Patiently, Elena towels off his legs trying not to stare at him down there. Jimmy too has been trying not to stare at his nana's tits but it's nearly impossible with her standing so close to him. It's as if her chest held some kind of magical force that simply willed his eyes to stare at those two lovely bra clad hills of hers.
He hopes she hasn't noticed how very firm he was down there when she "accidently" brushed the towel against his crotch. His firmness had indeed not gone unnoticed by Elena, and instead of making her feel ashamed it stirs something deep inside of her. Was brushing the towel against his crotch truly an accident? This was a question she asked herself, and answered by pleading the fifth.
"There baby all done," she announces rising to her knees. She risks a furtive glance downward and sees her little drying session has left her grandson with quite the bulge. The sight leaves her shaken . . . and excited all at once.
"Now let's get you all nice and warm as you are shivering sweetheart. You don't mind if your nana babies you a bit do you? It's just this whole night is really bringing out the motherly instincts in me once more."
"It's OK, if you wanna baby me some Nana. I will let you," he whispers back his nervous voice betraying his growing excitement.
As they reach the couch she turns to him smiling. "Here I have an idea of just how to warm my baby up real nice like." She picks up the quilt wrapping it around her body tightly before grabbing the bottle of butterscotch Schnapps and taking another drink from it. Sitting the bottle back down within reach she settles down in a sitting position on the couch. Slowly opening the quilt back up, revealing that luscious body of hers once again, she pats her lap with one hand.



"Come snuggle up to Nana on her lap little Jimmy," she purrs. "Oh and don't forget her gift baby. You better hope she likes it coz if she doesn't she may have to pull down your briefs and give that cute little bottom of yours a good spanking," she says before bursting out into giggles. She is truly drunk now with the last bit of Schnapps sending her reeling happily over the edge.
Jimmy takes a large drink of his own before slowly sinking down on her lap. Elena pulls the large quilt around them both before turning to the gift bag he just placed in her lap. Pulling out the light blue envelope containing the Valentine's card he bought her first she quietly asks, "Should I read the card first or unwrap my gift?"
"The gift, Nana, please."
Elena savoring the moment, very slowly unwraps the delicate white tissue paper carefully tucked around the bear. She just has a distinct feeling her grandson is about to break her tender heart in the very best possible of ways.
She starts to blink back the tears as soon as she sees the small bear holding the rose. "Oh baby how cute. A rose for your Nana and a little cute bear. I guess you remembered my weakness for stuffed animals . . . especially bears huh?"
"Yes, of course. Do you like it?"
She sniffs the rose whispering, "Its adorable baby just like you." She leans in, placing a soft kiss on his cheek making his heart sing with pride.
It's almost too perfect. She has missed the necklace wrapped around the bear's neck. Not too surprising since the only light near the couch comes from the dancing flames of the fire. Now he gets to surprise her with the real gift.
"Hold the bear up so the light catches him Nana and you might see something."
"Really?" Elena carefully lifts the bear up holding it out closer to the fire. The dancing light catches the diamond necklace making it sparkle just enough where it catches her eye.
She lets out a small shriek. "Oh my God baby!!" Using fingers shaking with sheer delight, she carefully unhooks the necklace from around the bear's throat.
"Jesus, it's beautiful hon and must have cost a small fortune."
"Or maybe two small fortunes but I'll never tell. Tell me you like it and however much I spent was well worth it . . . and then some."
Lowering her voice to a seductive purr she breathes, "Close your eyes baby and I will show you how much I like it."
He closes his eyes; his heart thudding as she draws nearer. A pair of soft lips on his; lingering, making his palms sweaty. She breaks off the kiss, too soon, but enough still to caress his soul with the warmest of feelings.
Opening his eyes he finds her near tears. She turns whispering for him to help fasten the necklace around her neck. He fumbles with the small latch before finally managing to get it closed tightly. Turning back around she thrusts her chest out at him. The large heart shaped pendant, inlaid with small diamonds, dangles just above the swell of her breasts.
"Does it look nice on your grandma, honey?"
The Schnapps, instilling in Jimmy a courage to say what is really in his heart, pays her yet another charming compliment. "It's look beautiful, Nana, just like you?" "You had better stop with all that charm or I am going to have to kiss you again sweetheart."
"Well," he holds up the bottle of Schnapps announcing formally, "I have not yet begin to charm you my beautiful lady. Now if you would, you have a card to open."
"So I do."
She gives him a mischievous smile as she tears open the card before carefully pulling it out. She begins to giggle.
"Oh wow, this is most unexpected. A homemade card . . . Hmm just like last time I was here for Valentine's Day card and a certain favorite grandson of mine who was all of what . . ."
"Thirteen, I think, Nana."
"Yeah, that sounds about right. I remember you made me the sweetest homemade card ever."
"You think it's stupid now that I am 18 and still making homemade cards. I mean I could have bought you a nice expensive card but--"
She touches her finger to his lips, "Shh baby. Yes, you could have bought me one of those expensive cards . . . with someone else's words, but this is so much better and sweeter. Your card, your words . . . no nothing could be sweeter."
The outside of the card is made from simple dark red construction paper, carefully folded in half, and adorned with a dozen or so less than perfect small homemade pink hearts. In between the hearts he used a childlike scrawl --in red crayon no less— to etch a greeting— To my Nana Elena.
She stares at the card, marveling at not only the time and effort he put into making the card, but the courage it would take for an eighteen year old man to do this for his grandmother. The whole thing is once again leaving her on the edge of tears almost more so than the bear with its lovely necklace.
"Hurry, open the card, please, I want you to read what I wrote for you."
She opens the card. The words are written in the same red crayon, but this time the writing is extremely neat. She clears her throat and begins to read aloud.
Again, and again, do I love you from the bottom of my heart to the tips of my toes . . . and then back again. Nana, U are the sweetest, prettiest, most special lady I know in the whole wide world. Will you be my Valentine??
XOXOXO
All my love,
Jimmy
Using the edge of the quilt to dab at her eyes she whispers, "Jesus, I need another drink. You have set my soul on fire sweetheart with this little display of affection for me."
He hands her the bottle of butterscotch Schnapps not minding at all that she wants another drink. He has fond memories from years gone by of just how sweet and loving his nana can be when she's a bit tipsy.
Elena takes a generous swallow from the bottle before sitting it aside. Turning back to Jimmy, she addresses him solemnly doing her best not to slur her words, "So h-honey everything you say . . . in your sweet little card . . . tis true?"
"Everything, I swear," he replies with a big smile.
She picks up the card and points to just above the closing. "Hmm XO times three I guess that means you wanna give your Nana some hugs and kisses along with your card huh."
"Sure, I mean, if that is OK with you."
Leaning in close she whispers to him with that maddening mischievous smile that turns him on so, "As long as I get to pick where you plant my three kisses. Agreed." He whispers his agreement hoping she will agreed to at least one kiss on those soft lips of hers that he finds so intoxicating.
She points to one cheek whispering, "First here, and don't forget the hug either baby." He pulls her into a tight embrace and gives her a soft kiss on the cheek, and then the other cheek as she points there next.
Pulling back, another smile, and then she brings her finger to her lips. "Saving the best for last hon and make it . . . not so hurried this time. I want to feel you truly mean the kind words in your lovely card."
He brings his quivering lips to hers knowing she is expecting a lot from this kiss; knowing it perhaps will be the most serious one yet they are to share.
Their kiss, patient and unhurried, slips past any pretense of innocence and into forbidden territory when he feels her tongue licking at his lips. He opens his mouth slightly as her tongue slithers inside his mouth for the briefest of instants before slipping back out.
Sighing, she breaks contact. "That was nice baby. You are still holding back with me but . . ." She takes his hands into hers, "I can still feel the soft love in your lips."
"Me too . . . I mean I can feel your love too, Nana."
They spend the next few minutes snuggling under the quilt getting warm in a quiet solitude that only causes the raw budding sexual tension that has been building between them all night to rise to nearly unbearable levels.
Finally, she is ready to embark on Act II on their drama. She shifts slightly gently pulling his head off of her shoulder. They stare intently at each other for a moment before she begins to speak quietly.
"You know your ex-girlfriend, Lisa, was so wrong baby. You are a good kisser . . . maybe a little inexperienced sure but with some practice . . ."
Alarm bells begin clanging inside his head when his nana mentions his ex-girlfriend. How does she know his secret? Lisa swore she would tell no one of the details of what happened that night when he tried to make out with her for the first time at her friend's party.
"Who said I wasn't a good kisser?" he demands his voice rising from a mixed bag of fear and anger.
"Your sister told me she had heard it from a friend of hers, who is a friend of Lisa's older sister."
"Oh Jesus, what . . . why did she have to tell yo-"
Elena sensing he was about to fly into a tirade against Ellie, puts a finger to his mouth. "Shh baby, don't be mad at your little sister. I practically dragged it out of her and like I said . . ." She pauses, using the light touch of one finger to turn Jimmy's face toward her. "With a little practice you would have nothing to worry about in the kissing department. I liked it when we were just kissing you know."
"You did. Me too. So all I need is practice?" His mind is spinning with the possibility of just where this might lead.
"Absolutely."
"Well, too bad girls aren't just lining up to practice with me huh, especially after Lisa went and apparently blabbed to everyone what a lousy kisser I am."
Elena takes a deep breath knowing what she is about to say could very well led them down a dark and forbidden path, but she is happily intoxicated, and if she can instill some much needed self-confidence in her grandson it will all be worth it. She takes the leap.
"Do you wanna practice with your Nana sweetie, or maybe the thought of kissing with me is just too . . . I don't know too gross . . . too disgusting to even consider." Suddenly after saying it out loud it somehow does not sound like such a hot idea because what if he gets totally disgusted by the whole idea of a practice kissing session with his grandmother.
When Jimmy does not respond right away, he is too much in shock to do so, she looks away sadly believing her worst fears are being realized. "I'm sorry honey. I just embarrassed myself. I feel like I should go hide in the bathroom let you be alone for a minute to . . ."
She doesn't finish her sentence, instead she starts to get up meaning to flee the room.
"Nana, no, stay." He gently grabs her wrist and pulls her back down next to him. "It was not gross or disgusting. I would love to . . . you know practice with you."
"Would you," she replies softly knowing relieved she wouldn't let her leave. "Show me."
They move their lips together bit by bit inching ever closer before that final blissful moment when they come together. Everything in this mad fairy tale of a night seems to have been leading to this very moment; this very moment when Elena crashes through yet another forbidden barrier by wasting no time in working her tongue in a soft swirling motion deep into Jimmy's inexperienced mouth.
He hesitates before responding by shoving his tongue against hers. It is an altogether heavenly feeling kissing his grandmother in such a forbidden manner.
Elena, encouraged by his eager response, even if it was a bit hesitant at first, searches for his hands. She finds them laying limp at his side. Taking them tenderly into her own hands, she guides them to her bare tummy in preparation for the next big secret to be revealed.
They fall back against the couch snuggling closer together under the quilt as their tongues slip and slide in and out of each other's mouths. Jimmy strokes his Nana's bare well-toned tummy marveling at how fit she is for her age.
He tentatively moves his hands northward as the passion blooms in his heart. He desperately wants to fondle those nice looking tits of hers, but his inexperience causes his hands northward journey to first slow down, and then stop.
She pulls back from him slightly whispering, "You are doing great hon, but this time you push your tongue into my mouth first. I want you to practice at being the aggressor, showing the girl you really want her."
Their lips meet again, and after just a moment's hesitation, Jimmy twirls his tongue into her mouth just as he starts pushing his hands upwards again. Elena falls back supplicating herself to him hoping his hands don't stop until they reach where she knows they are so desperate to go. She lets out a gentle sigh breaking off their kiss as his hands grind to a halt just short of her pretty white bra.
By just stopping short of feeling her up-- yet again-- she knows the time is right to reveal another secret she has learned. She pulls back slightly bringing her mouth around to his ear.
She begins to whisper tenderly to him. "Sweetie, your sister told me one more thing. How Lisa teased you a bit at that party when you . . . ahh tried to take off her bra and . . ." Elena pauses pulling back to look at him trying to gauge how he is taking this. Not well she sees as a storm clouds of anger, or maybe frustration, are taking over his adorably cute face.
"Yeah failed," he spits out bitterly finishing the sentence for her. "I couldn't get the stupid thing undone. Jesus I can't believe Lisa went and told about it. She promised. God this is so embarrassing. I'm eighteen years old, look like I'm fifteen, and have the sexual experience of a twelve year old. Stupid me . . . I have never even . . ." He pauses wondering if he should say it and then just blurts it out. "Felt up a girl."
He clenches his fists in frustration as he starts to pull away from her. She reaches out pulling him into her embrace. "Honey listen to your grandmother. Relax . . . here lay your head on my shoulder and let me talk to you. Just listen."
Her tone is soft and soothing calming the growing storm inside his heart. He rests his head on her shoulder submitting yet again to her will.
"Honey, first of all, bras can be tricky to undo, especially for someone inexperienced. Some of them have intricate clasps to wrestle with, some have difficult hooks to try and undo so there is nothing to be ashamed of because you couldn't get it undone. Lisa should have understood this and been more understanding."
"Yeah, bu--"
"Wait I'm not done. I have to address this other complaint of yours. You worry about looking young for your age, but trust me you look adorably cute. Why do you think your nana enjoyed kissing you so much?"
"Did you really?"
"Very much so and no way you should feel down because you are inexperienced and never felt up a girl."
Yeah, but it's embarrassing."
Elena reaches a momentous decision. It's fueled by the alcohol and her simple love for him which at this very moment has never been stronger.
She moves her mouth to his ear again whispering words that surely will set his soul on fire. "We can change that if you want. Here, tonight, hon. I could tell your restless hands wanted to do more than you let them . . . so let them this time."
She doesn't give him time to even think of saying no, instead she brings her mouth to his aggressively. He kisses her back knowing, this time, their little kissing session is so much more serious considering the implications of what she just suggested he do.
His hands float across her bare tummy as their tongues begin a fearsome wrestling match. He is kissing her deeper and with a much stronger sense of craving as his confidence swells. His hands continue their slow ascent north; this time they do not stop just prior to reaching her white ruffled bra.
Just as Jimmy stabs his tongue into her mouth his hands drift up and on to her bra. He gives both of her tits a tentative soft squeeze loving the way they feel under the soft bra.
Running his hands over the ruffles of the bra he half expects her to pull back in horror, but when she doesn't his boldness grows along with his young penis.
Elena allows him to get comfortable fondling her tits through the bra as they continue to share several deep impassioned kisses before she submits herself totally to his youthful desires.
She leans back, resting on outstretched arms, thrusting her chest upwards, letting her head fall back allowing her beautiful black hair to fall down. It is a totally submissive pose that has Jimmy's cock throbbing with hardness.
He moves his hands carefully all around her tits caressing them as tenderly as possible before giving each a gentle squeeze that makes her sigh. He finds her ripe nipples through the ruffled bra and flicks his fingers across them over and over almost giggling with unabashed delight that she is allowing him such total access to her breasts.
He goes back to squeezing them with curious delight wondering if she is enjoying satisfying his curiosity about this once unknown part of the female anatomy.
Finally, she raises up, smiling and removes his hands from her boobs whispering, "I guess with the way you were so eagerly fondling them sweetie it means you really like the way your nana's tits feel huh?"
"Oh God, yes, Nana they feel so nice," he says as she brings his hands up to her lips and gives them several small kisses.
"I bet you would like touching them even more hon if my stupid bra was not in the way."
He feels the same way hoping she will offer to take it off for him as he is fearful of a repeat episode of what happened with Lisa. Elena keenly observing the latent fear hiding in his eyes under the obvious lust, knows it's time to extend him the invitation.
"Jimmy, sweetheart," she begins softly. "You have nothing to fear like what happened before. Here let me show you."
She scooches back away from him letting the quilt slip away completely from her heavenly body. Taking his hands into hers again, she guides them around to the back of her bra.
"Here sweetie feel around the back of your nana's bra. Take your time." He slides his fingers up and down and all around the back side of her bra feeling nothing but the same soft ruffled material like on the front when he was fondling her tits earlier.
Pulling his hands back after a long minute he says, "I'm not sure what I was supposed to be feeling for nana." He is starting to feel stupid—again—but at the same time cannot believe his nana would do anything to embarrass him.
"You felt nothing but the soft material of my bra right baby?"
"Right."
"You know what that means?"
"No," he answers quietly.
"It means my strapless bra you are so fond of here has no latches, no hooks, no anything to secure it baby . . . which makes it very easy to do this . . ."
She stares at him intently while carefully hooking one finger from each hand under the front edge of her bra. Then she ever so carefully pulls down.
Jimmy mouth almost instantly goes dry as he watches in awe as his nana's sizable boobs come tumbling out of the front of her bra.
"Jesus Christ," he whispers under his breath as his eyes get big. This is the first time he has seen an actual pair of titties—live and in the flesh and it just very well may be the most beautiful sight he has ever had the honor to behold.
"You like em baby?" she whispers knowing the answer already.
He nods his head not trusting himself to speak articulately.
"I am so honored my bare boobs will be the first you ever touch. I mean you do want to touch them right baby?"
"More than anything, Nana . . . Jesus they are so beautiful," he breathes moving his hands forward little by little afraid if he moves too fast the fantasy will somehow come crashing down. His fingers finally reach her heavenly hills as he uses one finger to trace along the slope of first one breast, and then the other.
He eyes have become trapped staring at her fully erect nipples. God in heaven they look just absolutely stunning. Unable to resist their immense beauty he brushes them lightly with the tips of his fingers liking the small moan that escapes from her lips.



Elena finds her grandson caressing her tits with such fondness she finds herself turning into butter under his tender loving touch. She had only planned on showing him her boobs and then, maybe letting him play with them for just a very little bit, but that plan is soon being replaced by something a bit more daring.
Pulling away from him, she pushes a disappointed Jimmy's hands off her tits before carefully tucking her tits back into her bra.
"Did I do something wrong, Nana?" Jimmy whispers.
"No, not at all sweetie, it's just I want to help you gain some confidence so . . ." She gets to her feet looking at him seriously. "You aren't always going to be with a female who is going to pull her tits out for you baby."
She strikes what she hopes is a sexy little pose with her hands on her hips and her head slightly cocked to one side. "So you are going to have to learn to do some things for yourself."
She takes his hands and guides them up to her waist as she moves directly in front of him. He scoots to the edge of the couch; the view is nearly perfect with his face practically on the same level as her chest.
He moves his hands upwards, more confident than the last time, and a thousand times more confident than when he was with Lisa nearly a year ago.
Once his hands reach the summit of her breasts he gives them a quick squeeze before imitating what she did earlier, and hooking a pair of shaky fingers under the front edge of her bra.
He applies just enough downward pressure on her bra to allow her breasts to come toppling out much to his utter delight, while Elena looks down at him, hands still on her hips, a happy smirk on her pretty face.
His eyes are drawn to those delicious looking stiff nipples of hers. Staring open mouthed he becomes lost in their beauty doing nothing . . . saying nothing.
"You know honey its kinds cold not being under the quilt so unless you wanna your nana to put her titties away you going to have to do something to warm them up baby."
Wrapping one hand carefully around the back of his head, she guides his quivering lips closer to her scrumptious mounds. "You wanna use that mouth of yours baby to warm your nana's boobies up."
He closes his eyes, and opens his mouth, before feeling one of his nana's ripe nipples brush up against his quivering lips. Latching onto her erect nipple with such boyish eagerness that it paralyzes her in its absolute intensity he lashes his tongue over and around her nipple again and again making his nana moan.
As the storm that is his hungry mouth attacks her delectable tits with a mighty fury of forbidden passion, they both become utterly lost to their passion for one other.
Elena recklessly tosses aside any thoughts of showing restraint as she finds his hands and steers them around to her ass. Jimmy takes her hint and begins to knead her scrumptious ass through the white ruffled panties that match her bra so perfectly.
Falling back on the couch, his mouth still glued to her tits, they claw at each other's underwear while whispering desperate exclamations of undying love to one another.
Naked, they snuggle under the warm quilt, as he struggles to push his hardness up and inside of her. With a gentle guiding hand she finally maneuvers his cock in place nudging it just inside of her.
Elena lets out a deep sigh of contentment as his six inches ever so slowly pierce her to the very core. Having her grandson deep inside her throbbing wet pussy is the most wicked, the most depraved thing she has ever done-- in an otherwise well-mannered life.
As they make gentle love she offers tender words of encouragement. "God, honey, you feel so good inside me. You love your nana so much baby boy . . . tell me you do."
"Oh God yes, Nana, I love you so much." He pauses resting above her on his arms. His cock is barely inside of her as he looks down at her heaving chest. The purest emotion, tears of blissful joy, flow from both of their eyes. Under this veil of tears they make such sweet gentle love that quite suddenly she is on the verge of cumming.
She claws at his bare ass urging him to push deeper and harder with every downward thrust of his penis. He responds almost perfectly -- going faster and harder but still managing to be gentle and sweet making love to her just as she craves it.
The first tremors of a tremendous climax begin to make themselves known throughout her body. "This is so wonderful and so naughty baby. I lov--" Her cry of love is cut off as she climaxes hard.
Her hunger satisfied she now pleads for him to come. "It's your turn now. Fuck me hard and come inside of me pleas--" She loses her voice when he suddenly and quite forcefully, slams his hardness deep inside of her making her big tits tremble.
He does it again, rocking his cock into her as pure lust overwhelms all other emotions. One last time causes his growing orgasm to rush home as he cums deep inside of her before collapsing into her arms.
Elena pulls the quilt around their naked bodies as he snuggles his face against the softness of her breasts. What could have been a rather awkward moment between them turns into something special when she decides to confront what just happened between them.
Twirling her fingers in his still damp hair she begins to whisper, "Sweetie, you know what happened between us just now was something really extraordinary."
"Yeah, it was good for me too, Nana."
"No silly, I mean I'm sure it was, but what I meant . . . what I am trying to say is us making love . . . of you losing your virginity to me . . . to your grandmother. I am pretty sure that is really, really, rare thing to have happen. I bet it hasn't happened in the whole history of the world very many times at all."
"I guess that means our relationship has reached a very special place."
"Yes baby. A place that maybe we will want to visit again."
"And again . . . and again," he murmurs showering the valley between her tits with several soft kisses before slipping into a most contented sleep. She soon joins him sleeping soundly under the warm quilt wrapped in a perfect cocoon of pure love.



        A Deal with the Devil Pt. 03

        Lance and Gwen are joined by a sinister force as they play.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/a-deal-with-the-devil-pt-03

Title: A Deal with the Devil Pt. 03

Author: Jimyfoxx

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Lance and Gwen are joined by a sinister force as they play.

Tags: threesome, romance, mature/young coupling, light bondage, grandma/grandson, incest, secluded setting

Series: A Deal with the Devil


A most generous thank you to Duke0467 for his editing assistance on this story. Many thanks for both his patience and guiding hand.
*****
Saturday afternoon . . . 220 Miles to the north . . .
It's the tournament championship game. The game is tense; zero, zero going into the top of the ninth. Lance is pitching a gem--eight innings thus far, allowing only two hits while striking out nine against no walks. But the other team's pitcher has matched him goose egg for goose egg.
Now Lance is up, two on, two out, top of the ninth. Two and two count. The runners dance off of second and third. He focuses intently on the pitcher's windup, but can still hear his Auntie's Gwen's shrill voice coming from the first row of the bleachers behind his team's dugout. "Come on Lance, you can do it."
The pitch is a mistake-- a hanging curve-- and Lance doesn't miss it. He rips a vicious line drive down the line that nearly takes the diving third baseman's glove off.
The ball bounds away into foul territory as his teammates race home. Lance chugs into second with a stand up double. He looks up into the stands finding his Aunt Gwen. She is bounding up and down screaming and clapping.
Even now he finds his eyes focusing on one thing-- those gorgeous tits of her jiggling up and down under the tight tee shirt she is wearing. He gives her a smile and a little wave. He is --for the moment-- a hero and in love. Nothing could be better.
The intense crush he possess for his mom's best friend, who he affectionately calls "Aunt Gweny", is only growing stronger with age.
Lance, bold and aggressive, feels no shame in his nightly masturbating sessions featuring, front and center, his Aunt Gwen strutting around in one of her sexy little bikinis she seemed so fond of running around in this past summer.
He stopped by their house nearly on a daily basis—half because Luke was his best friend, and half because he loved seeing his Aunt Gwen showing off in her bikinis. It was a long and hot summer indeed.(The verbs in red are apparent tense switches. You have been in present tense up to this point and I see no reason for you to be switching to past here.)
Lance takes the mound; bottom of the ninth and only three outs to go. He quickly finds himself in trouble though with the first two batter reaching base thanks to a walk and an error.
The next batter, the fastest player on the opposing team, drops down a near perfect bunt between first base and the mound. Lance races over, and in one deft motion scoops the ball up with his glove and flips it to the first baseman. It is an outstanding play and just by the barest of margins the racing batter is called out.
The runners advance to second and third with still only one out. He strikes out the next batter, and then walks the next one on a borderline three and two pitch that he desperately wanted.
The next batter up, a big kid with muscles on his muscles, is the opposing team's best hitter and his personal nemesis as he has both of his teams hits. Lance carefully works the count to three and two before unleashing his secret weapon.
Luke has a blazing fastball and a nasty curve, but still he wanted to add a third pitch to his repertoire. All year he had been working on a change up and finally he unleashes it.
The kid swings hard about a country mile in front of the pitch. Game over. After being mobbed by his teammates he emerges from the throng to find his Aunt Gwen beaming at him.
She looks gorgeous in her short cut off blue jeans and her tight little tee shirt that only comes down about half way to her tummy showing off her well-toned abs. She is obvious not wearing a bra-- as usual-- as Lance's eyes fall helplessly to her perk little nipples poking their way so invitingly against the thin cotton of her tee shirt. Her short golden blonde hair radiates in the late afternoon sun as she opens her arms expecting a hug from him.
Instead of a hug, Lance picks her up and twirls her around. She squeals in surprised delight before he nimbly sits her down on the ground, and then gives her a quick kiss on the cheek.
"What a hero," she gushes as they leave the field hand in hand. The team stops off at a local restaurant after the game to celebrate the victory, but Gwen, anxious to get home to Luke, wants to head home right away. Lance puts aside his celebratory feelings to conform to his aunt's wishes as they start the long drive home.
Roughly an hour and half into the drive, a sudden violent storm overtakes them. Gwen, who had been dozing next to Lance in the front seat, suddenly comes fully awake as the rain lashes at her small car.
"Oh this is bad. My wipers suck . . . my tires . . . God they are almost bald. I was planning on replacing them but . . ." Her voices trails off as she stares out the window.
"Maybe we should stop if you don't think its safe Aunt Gwen," Lance tells her.
"Oh shit I really wanted to make it home to Luke him being sick and everything."
"Yeah, but I am sure he would appreciate you making it home in one piece. Besides I am starting to get tired."
"You wanna stop and rest?"
"Honestly, if we stop that will be it for me. I will get too relaxed and not wanna drive at all."
Gwen sighs. "There was a sign a few miles back. Something about lodging . . . cabins maybe. Exit 107 I think. We just passed exit 108 so it's only a little ways back."
"OK, better play it safe. Turn around, I guess, and let's hope they have a vacancy."
Play it safe. What he just said rattles around in her brain, and is actually quite ironic as spending the night with Lance holed up in cabin is far from playing it safe.
They get off at exit 107 and follow the signs to Longview Motel and Cabins. Hand in hand they race through the cold rain inside to the small office. The owner at the front desk informs them he has vacancies. Two side by side rooms in the hotel will be 67.50 per room. Adding on the tax the total comes to 147 dollars and change. Cash only as the machine that processes debt and credit cards is not working.
Lance checks his wallet as Gwen checks her purse. Between them they only have only 125 dollars. The manager sighs telling him he has no cheaper rooms.
"Hey, what about cabins. The sign says you have cabins too," Lance asks.
"Oh, yeah, out back. I only have one left though. It's the honeymoon suite cabin. Would that be OK for you and your . . ."
"Mom . . . she is my mom," Lance says cheerfully giving Gwen a smile.
"How much?" Gwen asks almost hoping it's more than they have, while at the same time fervently wishing they can afford it.
"I will let you have for 125. It's actually a bit more but I might as well get something instead of letting it sit empty."
"Great, thanks mister," Lance says beaming at Gwen.
"Yes that is great, really great . . . son." Gwen replies grabbing the four twenties she has tucked away in her purse and handing them over to the manager.
The small cabin is set off by itself deep in a stand of pine trees. Lance gets the door unlocked and then catching Gwen totally off guard scoops her up in his arms.
"Hey what on Earth are you doing, son?"
"Son . . . I think I like you calling me that, Mother."
He turns, easily ignoring her struggles, angling her body through the doorway. "So why the royal treatment," she cries again trying not to giggle from his tomfoolery.
"Well this is the honeymoon suite so the bride should be carried across the threshold . . . Otherwise it will be bad luck for us."
"Oh, so I suddenly went from being your mother to your wife."
"That is right although I would settle for either!" he exclaims gracefully sitting her down on her feet. They both turn to examine their night's lodging.
The cozy front room they are standing in has a beautiful natural wood interior featuring an old fashioned stone accented fireplace complete with a comfortable looking pure white plush rug stretched out in front of it. The room has only a single large couch along with a small bar stuck over in one corner.
Lance heads to the bar yanking the door open on the refrigerator. He pulls out a bottle of champagne holding it up for Gwen to see. "Look, a complimentary bottle of champagne. I guess we get to celebrate after all since you deprived me earlier."
"You mean with the team at the restaurant. Yeah, well, I guess I do owe you huh."
"Big time."
Wandering into the single bedroom just off the living room, Gwen is hoping to find two beds. She stands there staring at the king sized four poster bed. Of course there is only one bed. It's a honeymoon suite after all, she chides herself.
"Hoping for two beds, Aunt Gweny?"
"Yeah, maybe. I guess one of us will be sleeping on the couch."
"Not me. I am a hero and deserve a bed fit for one."
"Gee thanks. Make your mom slash wife. . . I forget which one I am . . . sleep on the couch."
He turns, stroking her face with one tender finger before hitting her with his most charming smile. "Only for a little bit. I mean I might wait until you pass out drunk on the couch and then carry you into my bed."
Gwen laughs at his smugness as they depart the bedroom. Next they explore the semi luxurious full bath, just next to the bedroom. It has a vanity, shower and a sweetly romantic two person heart shaped tub.
Next they head into the kitchen. Not much to see—gas stove and oven, small fridge and a charming little table complete with red and white checkered table cloth. In the center of the table, is a bowl of fresh fruit.
They both take turns in the shower and change out of their clothes into fresh ones. Fortunately, Gwen had the foresight to pack extra clothes for the both of them just in case. She was like that -- always believing in being prepared.
The rain has calmed down to a pleasant drizzle. The constant pitter patter of rain drops on the roof is almost hypnotizing as they sit relaxing on the couch next to each other. She accepts the proffered glass of champagne from Lance knowing to argue is useless. He is in a mood to celebrate and why not. He is young, handsome and a hero.
Lance stares at his auntie liking the white blouse she has changed into; liking the way its extra tight showing off her nice medium sized boobs, but even more so liking the way she has causally left a couple extra buttons undone for his viewing pleasure.
When she leans over to take her glass of champagne from him, he slyly takes a peek down her blouse liking the pretty lace maroon bra she is wearing.
He also is having a hard time keeping his eyes off her ass which is shown off nicely by her tight jeans. He marvels at how a fifty-two year old woman looks so damn fit and trim. Actually, her advanced age, instead of being a turn off, actually turns him on—greatly.
He watches her move across the room to exam the fireplace more closely wondering if somehow he might be able to seduce her tonight. His thoughts are given a bit of extra incentive when she settles back down next to him even closer than before.
Firing his opening salvo he brushes his hand along her bare arm saying quietly. "So Auntie Gwen, why don't you ever relax when you are around me?"
"I am relaxed, Lance. Can't you tell?"
"Not hardly."
"Well I am," she retorts before taking a large swallow of champagne hoping it will relax her and she won't then be such a liar.
Gwen never has been able to relax totally around Lance. He simply reminds her too much of Michael. He looks like him, acts like him, hell even smiles, and flirts with her, like he used to, before the fucking accident took his life.
This makes Gwen nervous for some reason. Maybe it's the guilt she feels for hiding the identity of his father from him along with her true identity of actually being his grandmother, instead of simply his best friend's mom, his "Auntie Gwen".
Lance, perceptive as ever, notices this line of questioning seems to be striking a chord with her. He presses on growing bolder.
"That's it suck your champagne down and then show me something. Do something crazy and impulsive."
"Crazy and impulsive huh, that's not me Lance that is you. I am conservative by nature. Remember?"
"Oh yeah, that is why you need to get wild and crazy. At least for one night. Come on don't be a stick in the mud."
"I am not . . . a stick in the mud." She gulps down the rest of her champagne starting to get irritated with his teasing. She never has been one to take teasing lightly and she is beginning to suspect Lance knows this about her.
"OK well prove it."
"Sure," she snaps back ready to prove him wrong.
"I found a deck of cards while you were in the shower."
"I am not playing strip poker, Lance!!"
"Jeez, talk about leaping to conclusions. No not that, although that is not half bad, but of course it's such a cliché thing to do. No I have something else in mind."
He disappears into the kitchen after making a quick detour to refill both their glasses with fresh champagne.
Placing the deck of cards down on the table, he announces. "OK so this is a new deck. Never been open so you know I am not cheating," He rips off the cellophane covering and starts to shuffle the cards.
He explains the rules to her as he continues to shuffle the deck. "Ace is low, king the highest. The game will be quick and simple. We both cut one card out of the deck and whoever has the higher card wins. If it's a tie we cut again until someone wins."
"And what does the winner get?"
"If you win I will stop teasing you for the rest of the night. I will be nice and gentlemanly and conservative acting just like you want me to be."
"And if you win?"
"Hmm, you have to do something crazy and impulsive of my choosing?"
"No way!!"
"Why not. The game is fair."
"Two reasons. Number one, I have never been lucky, especially at cards, and number two, I have more risk than you involved here."
"OK fine. What if I swing the odds of winning in your favor?"
"How?"
"OK let's see. How about this, before my cut I will remove one king, one queen, one jack and one ten from my deck."
"Is that all. Not enough of an advantage. I told you I am unlucky."
"I wasn't done yet. On your cut, I will let you remove all four Aces and two of the twos. That is six low cards gone from your cut and four high cards from mine. Tell me that is not an advantage . . . Ms. Stick in the Mud."
Gwen knows he is manipulating her with that last little jibe, but she responds to it anyway. "I . . . am . . . not . . . a . . . stick . . . in the damn mud, Lance. Now give me the stupid deck so I can remove my cards. I am going to cut and kick your ass and then you are going to have to be good the rest of the night."
Lance hands her the deck with a smile just knowing, even with the odds against him, he shall win. He just feels it.
Gwen removes her cards and then, before she can lose her nerve, quickly cuts herself an eight of spades.
"Yeah, OK, not bad . . . an eight, but beatable," Lance says confidently as he removes his agreed upon cards.
He guzzles his nearly full glass of champagne down before--with a grand sweep of his hand-- he cuts himself the jack of diamonds.
"Shit," Gwen says polishing off the rest of her champagne knowing whatever he has in mind for her will be done easier if she is buzzed.
"OK so what are you going to make me do Mr. Lucky?"
"Let's see. Oh, I know. This is an oldie, but a goodie. How about you stand up, strip off your clothes and dance naked on the coffee table."
At first, Gwen actually giggles at such an outrageous suggestion. "No way am I doing that, Lance."
"But you lost, fair and square, Aunt Gweny. You have to."
"No way. Pick something else."
"Alright, what if you don't have to dance naked. You can leave your bra and panties on."
"Still no, hon. I mean, when you said crazy and impulsive I didn't think you would go that far, Lance."
"Fine, compromise then."
"Let's hear it."
"You, ahh, just have to take off either your jeans or your blouse."
"Really no, Lance."
"Oh come on don't be a --"
"Fine, but I get to choose. And I'm not going to stand on the coffee table and do it and I am not going to dance. I will do it just sitting here on the couch."
"Fine, but if you aren't going to stand on the coffee table and you get to choose whatever you take off it stays off for the rest of the night."
Gwen thinks of arguing but she is starting to get a bit tipsy from the champagne and decides what the hell. "OK, fine. Shit you are a tough compromiser," Gwen says starting to unbutton her blouse.
"So you are choosing to take off your blouse, Aunt Gweny."
"Obviously."
She wonders if he had been given the chance to pick either her jeans or her blouse to remove which one would it have been. As the last buttons of the blouse come undone, Gwen also speculates if he will like the pretty maroon bra she is wearing.
It's the exact one Denise gave her as a gift those many long years ago. Every time she has worn it—a sum total of two times that is—something exciting has happened . . . sexually. This is the first time she put it on since that enchanted night with Michael 18 years ago.
Honestly, she was not even sure why she pulled it out of the special box she kept it in at the top of the closet, and packed it away for this trip; except maybe in the back of her mind she knew something special might happen with Lance—tonight--if she wore the Devil's bra.
He must be reading her mind because he quickly tells her, "You know Aunt Gwen, given the choice, I would have asked you to remove your blouse also."
"Well, I just hope you are not too disappointed with our choice then, hon," she tells him quietly while slipping the blouse off and letting it casually fall on the couch.
"Hmm, hardly disappointed, especially considering how pretty your bra is Aunt Gweny. That is like . . . wow!"
"Well I am glad you like it. I picked it out to wear special for you tonight, of course."
"Sarcasm, I like that. You are showing a little spunk tonight."
"Again, glad you approve. So now what? It's not exactly warm in this cabin you know."
"I will get the fire going and then we can sit and cuddle. Being in my arms will warm you up immensely Auntie."
"Oh I am sure of that Lance."
A few minutes later the fire is roaring and after a brief argument Gwen agrees to let Lance cuddle her on the couch.
"I bet Luke never cuddles with you?" he says snuggling her even tighter against his body.
"No, he doesn't." She takes another large swallow of her champagne, and then allows herself to relax against him, liking the warmth of his body as he snakes an arm around her shoulder.
She is just starting to unwind when she feels his fingers dancing across her bare belly, before carefully weaving their way northward toward her chest. It feels good and scary all at once.
Scary wins out as she lifts up and swats his hands away complaining, "No playing like that, Lance."
His reaction was wholly unexpected. "I will give you a reason to swat my hands away, Auntie Gwen." Catching her off guard, he starts to tickle her as she falls away trying in vain to escape his hands.
Tickling has always been a real weak point of hers and he knows this. At one time, when he was quite a bit younger than he is now, they used to play many a tickle game.
"No . . . no . . . no," she cries in between peals of laughter before rolling off the couch and hitting the floor with a heavy thud. He is on her in an instant. She is slow to defend herself thanks to the champagne as his roving hands assault her bare mid-section.
"Stop, please, Lance. I am begging you," she wails as he looms over her. Somehow she manages get to her feet after extracting herself from his latest assault which included an ominous attack on her bra strap. She struggles to her feet slapping his hands away giggling the whole time.



Lance advances on her slowly, ignoring her pleas to stop. She backs around the coffee table before dashing toward the open door of the bedroom with him in hot pursuit.
He chases her around the bed once before he finally gets close enough to make a diving leap. They end up sprawling onto the large bed in a heap of laughter.
Lance, the chase only enhancing his already out-0f-control behavior, tries to aggressively undo her jeans. Gwen frantically swipes at his hands before managing to kick herself free.
She just manages to escape his grasp and is to her feet once more, heading for the door, when, in one swift move, he leaps off the bed, and grabs her from behind and easily picks her up. After twirling her around once, obviously showing off, he tosses her onto the bed.
She hits the bed with a thump knowing now he is too fast, too strong, and too agile for her to ever hope to escape. Besides her strength is waning as the initial rush of adrenaline is wearing off.
Nothing left to do now but beg for mercy. "Please, Lance, honey, no more." He crawls up onto the king size bed, advancing toward her slowly with a most mischievous smile stuck on his handsome face, as she sits, facing him, scooting away on her butt. Reaching the edge of the bed, she is trapped, especially since he is between her and the doorway.
"Pleeeassse, Lance."
He stops, the smile disappearing. "Fine. I will stop long enough, to negotiate your surrender, Auntie Gwen." He pauses, extending a hand to her. "Truce."
"Truce accepted," she says formally. "But can we discuss this back on the couch." Being alone with him on the bed is too close to the danger zone for her comfort.
He generously allows that they can negotiate back in the living room. As he helps her to her feet, Gwen smiles, secretly thrilled she can illicit such aggressive behavior from him.
They sit back down on the couch. "I will give you a choice . . . A or B of which way this goes.
"So tell me my choices sweetheart and try to be generous OK."
"Calling me 'sweetheart' I like that. Trying to butter me up, Auntie Gwen?" He refills her glass with champagne.
"I think I have had enough."
"Nonsense, drink now or I resume hostilities," he tells her flatly.
"Fine, fine. You are a tough." She takes a hearty swallow of champagne before speaking again. "So tell me these choices."
"Choice A . . . You submit willing to a nice, sweet massage. No tickling, I promise . . . but you have to totally surrender to me. No trying to swat my hands away, no running away, no verbal protests. In other words, no acts of aggression either verbally or physically."
"Complete surrender in other words," she says before finishing off her champagne.
"Yes . . . complete."
"OK so tell me about choice B."
"Oh that is simple. Choice B is simply you denying Choice A, and I resume hostilities immediately."
She watches carefully as he drains a fresh glass of champagne in one easy gulp while understanding the drunker he gets the more likely he will become even more playfully aggressive with her.
"Well it seems I have no choice but to take A, but can you give me a minute or two to think it over."
"The offer expires in 30 seconds and then I resume hostilities. Clock starts now." He starts counting down in a loud whisper.
"OK if I accept I have a couple small terms myself that you must agree to."
"Tell me. 25 seconds to deadline expiration."
"OK, number one. You have to promise me no more trying to undo my bra and number two, no more trying to undo my jeans. Those guarantees must be . . . ironclad."
"Fine I give you those two guarantees, but no more. Only 10 seconds before the deadline expires."
"OK, I accept," she giggles loving how serious he is taking their "negotiations".
"Now to seal the treaty we both must partake in a bit of smoke from the peace pipe."
"Really, a peace pipe. I don't smoke and I don't see a pipe."
He gets up, striding over to his gym bag sitting in the corner of the living room. Smiling at her, he pulls out a large purple bong and a bag of weed.
"Really, Lance, your damn pipe is a bong. I have not smoked pot since college," she replies wondering just how high he plans on getting her.
Two massive hits later the question is answered emphatically—pretty damn high. She is floating especially after downing yet another glass of champagne to sooth her burning throat.
Lance carefully gives her a nice massage being mindful of his promises to her. She also keeps her promise and does nothing even as his hands glide off her lower back and come dangerously close to her sweet little ass.
Lance, kneeling on the floor next to the couch, uses his strong hands to carefully work his way up and down her back. He feels emboldened when she does nothing after his probing hands come so close to her butt. He is feeling brave enough, or maybe drunk enough to really test the boundaries of their brokered peace.
His hands slide down and glide across her tight jeans giving her ass a quick squeeze. He just could not help himself as he has been staring at his aunt's ass the whole time packaged so nicely in those tight as hell Levi's. Her reaction is instant and unthinking. She turns and swats his hands away as they were going in for a second run.
"Hey, none of that!!"
"Oh shit, you just violated the agreement," he cries jumping to his feet.
"But you were grabbing my ass, Lance!"
"So that was never on your 'do not touch' list. I have done nothing wrong to dishonor the peace we made here tonight," he says striking a formal tone.
"But still. You ca--"
He cuts her off swiftly. "Nonsense, you broke the peace now must pay the price."
He falls on her like a jackal, first easily flipping her onto her back, before molesting with untamed malice her vulnerable bare tummy. She is too high, too drunk to defend herself adequately against this new attack.
She stares up at him, reduced to begging once again. "Mercy . . . please show mercy," she cries and laughs all at once. "I'm sorry . . . you caught me off guard."
"I will show you mercy if you sit up and stop fighting me."
Sitting up she cries, "OK, OK, I submit."
Lance gets up marching purposefully across the room. He reaches into his gym bag and pulls out a roll of white athletic tape. Bouncing the tape up and down in his hand, he crosses the room again with a sly smile on his handsome face.
"You have broken the trust. I wasn't finished with your massage and by all rights I should get to finish."
"Yes, yes you should," she answers in a small voice wondering what he might be up to with the tape.
"But you are not to be trusted. I must do something about those disobedient hands of yours. Put them behind your back."
"You will still honor your earlier ironclad guarantees to me Lance if I submit."
"Yes, of course. I am a man of my word."
Against her better judgement, she meekly submits curiously excited about just how far he is going to take this new little game they are playing.
Lance quickly secures her hands with the tape before settling down behind her. Whispering in her ear, he offers her another game of chance.
"Just to show you I am a gentleman I will give you a chance to get out of this even."
"Even? What do mean?"
"Another game of chance. Same as before, but I will give you even more generous odds."
He stands up and grabs the deck of cards and starts to thumb through them. He removes all of the Aces, three of the twos, and three of the threes. "There I have removed ten of your low cards. Last time it was only six."
"And what about on your turn. Are you going to remove some of your high cards? More than last time?"
"Of course. Last time it was what, one each of king, queen, jack and ten. This time I will give you even better odds by removing all four of my kings, three of my queens, two of my jacks and one ten. Ten high cards in all removed compared to only four last time. Accept?"
"Maybe, what is the wager?"
"Your reward is I set you free immediately. No more tickling. I promise. You will be released free and clear."
"And you promise to behave the rest of the night, Lance?"
"On my honor, Auntie."
"That sounds good, but what am I risking?"
"Only the same as last time. I get to finish the massage and then when it's done you must do something crazy and impulsive again of my choosing."
"Oh is that all? God knows what you could ask me to do next."
"Still unsure. I will sweeten the deal even more. I will let you draw twice giving you two chances to beat me. Feeling brave, Auntie Gweny . . . or scared. The odds are stacked in your favor."
"I am not scared. I accept, but how can I draw being restrained."
"Easy I will draw for you. You have let me see . . . 42 cards just tell me how deep you want the cut by exact number and that will be your card."
She agrees as he carefully shuffles the deck while smiling all the while at her. Again, he has that uncanny feeling he will win even with the odds so stacked against him.
She got a six and a nine on her two tries. He got one of his three remaining tens. Again she loses as he cries out, "Ha now I get to finish my massage and then . . ."
"And then what are you going to make me do?"
"Hmm, have not decided yet. Massage first, then we shall see."
He slips behind her, nudging her forward so she is sitting on the very edge of the couch before starting to knead her shoulders back and forth before letting his hands slip down. They dance across her back before slipping around to trace small circles on her bare tummy and then back up her arms.
He is going slow letting the tension build. Over her shoulders, down her back, and then around her tummy his hands stroke her bare skin. They are slowly rising, all ten of his fingers, to the small rise of her breasts. She begins to squirm sure he has no intentions of stopping, but he does stop, almost disappointing her, just bare inches from her bra . . . before beginning to rise again causing a stirring deep in her soul.
Finally, his fingers travel right up to the edge of her bra before stopping. Moving his mouth to her neck, he showers it with the sweetest and softest of kisses before whispering in her ear.
"You ready to hear the crazy and impulsive thing I want you to do, Aunt Gweny?"
"Yes."
"I want you to put something in your mouth."
"W-what?"
"A surprise. Remember you agreed to this."
"I did," she whispers resigning herself to her fate.
He strides across the room to his gym bag returning with a pair of his spare long red baseball socks.
"What are you going to make me eat your dirty socks, Lance," she asks with a laugh.
"Don't worry they are clean and besides they are not for your mouth but for your eyes. I mean it won't be a surprise if you can see what I am going to stick in your mouth right Auntie Gwen?"
"I suppose not," she murmurs as her vision is cut off by him winding one of the long socks around her eyes.
She thinks of protesting, but knows that is probably just what he wants her to do. She decides instead to surprise him and play along with nary a protest.
He leaves again. She strains to hear where he went. As best as she can tell he went into the kitchen maybe. He is not gone long returning only a few seconds later. "Now on your knees, Auntie Gwen."
She hesitates as her mind makes the connection. Could he? Would he dare? Do the unthinkable. "I said on your knees." He grabs her arm and roughly pushes her off the couch and onto her knees.
"Open your mouth . . . now!!" His voice is rough and tinged with excitement.
Gwen opens her mouth still sure he won't do the unthinkable. But then again this is Lance, who has always been extremely bold and daring, so just maybe he would do the unthinkable. Not knowing for sure just makes it all the more exciting.
Something rounded and moist bumps against her mouth before sliding past her lips. For the briefest of seconds her heart races as she thought it might have been something else . . . other than the innocent banana he retrieved moments ago from the kitchen.
Two can play at teasing she thinks as she flicks her tongue out circling the banana once, and then twice, before sucking it into her mouth. She draws it into her mouth slowly, carefully, before pulling back. Flicking her tongue out, she licks at the banana while making a small moaning noise, and then adding to the fantasy, she twists her mouth around and pulls the banana even deeper into her mouth.
Lance is watching the show—squirming—his cock growing harder by the second when he finally whispers what the hell. She is obviously teasing the hell out of him so why not push the envelope.
He quietly unzips his jeans, and pulls his cock out his eyes stuck on his auntie's wicked tongue circling the tip of the banana.
It's a big banana and Gwen—knowing the effect this would have on poor Lance—takes a good portion of it into her mouth. She moves her head back and forth like the cheapest of hookers giving a world class blowjob taking the banana deeper and deeper into her mouth while adding some exaggerated slurping noises.
Finally, as she can almost hear Lance panting desperately, she bites the banana slowly chewing it. After swallowing it she whispers coyly, "Umm that was good. Are you going to feed me the rest of your . . . big banana, Lance? Please honey . . . I want it sooo bad."
"Oh, yeah," he whispers back. "Open wide."
He moves up closer, slipping his cock up and into her mouth. An unsuspecting Gwen takes it into her mouth before realizing it's the real thing, but by then, it's too late.
Snaking a hand around the back of her head, Lance exerts just enough pressure to keep her head in place. "Come on Auntie Gwen you asked for the rest of my big banana and now you got it."
She tries to move her mouth away, but he twists his hands in her hair forcing her mouth forward while thrusting his hips up. His cock slides deeper into her mouth. By now she only has two choices left: bite it or suck on it.
Her reaction is spontaneous. She begins to suck on it knowing the kind of physical trauma biting would do to him. Slowly at first, with his powerful hand guiding her actions, she is helpless to do anything but play along although there is quite the wicked little plan forming in her mind.
She takes almost the entirety of his six solid inches into her mouth sucking on it vigorously before pulling back.
He allows his cock to just slip out of her mouth for a brief instant expecting she will try her best to resist him sticking it back in. If she does that will be it. He will have taught her a lesson about not teasing.
But then, shockingly instead, she flickers her tongue out, circling the head of his cock three quick times, before she takes him back into her mouth willingly.
The force he was applying to keep his cock in her mouth has all but disappeared as now she appears quite eager to suck on his cock of her own accord.
Lance looks down smiling as she pulls back once more twisting her tongue now under the rim of his head expertly finding the sensitive underside. She dances her tongue over it again and again before taking him deep in her mouth.
"Oh God, that's it Auntie Gwen, suck on it . . . please." Now he is the one begging for something.
Time for the grand finale, Gweny that will teach him a lesson, she tells herself.
She draws him deeper and deeper into her mouth slurping loudly until she is sure he was about to explode especially when he begins to moan loudly.
"Jesus that feels so good . . . I am going to cumm--"
Without warning, just as he was on the verge of cumming, she spits his cock out of her mouth. Jumping to her feet, she barks angrily at him. "Not in my mouth young man!"
A sudden wave of guilt overwhelms Lance as his lust quickly dissipates. He sighs reaching down into his gym bag. Pulling out a small jackknife, he uses it to cut the tape wrapped around her wrists.
Gwen quickly pulls the sock from her eyes, and puts her blouse back on sure that play time is over. She plops down on the couch rubbing her wrists wondering where their relationship stands now that she had his cock in her mouth
Seeing Lance looking so hurt and confused she pleads with him to talk. Retreating to the bathroom, embarrassed and needing to escape, he ignores her pleas to talk . . . that is until she begins to cry.
Hurrying over to her, he tries putting his arm around her, but she pulls back. "Lance I have to tell you something . . . it's serious." It is time finally knows the truth.
In a tearful confession she tells Lance everything. Almost. She condenses the sexual exploits her and Avery partook in with Michael down to one single act of what she called "mercy sex" between Michael and Avery.
After her confession she looks at him trying to gauge his reaction. So far his only reaction seems to be stunned silence. Finally, she reaches out and uses one finger touching his cheek lightly. He turns his face to look her. Seeing the tears in his eyes melts her heart.
"Lance I am sorry. I should have told you a long time ago. You see now why you can't be attracted to me that way. I am your grandmother."
"It doesn't matter. I'm still attracted to you . . . deeply . . . hopelessly . . . without regret or shame. I love you . . . Nana Gwen. Fiercely!!"
He has questions, of course, regarding what really happened the night he was conceived, but decides this is not the time to ask them. He has other issues on his mind . . . like how he just had his cock in his grandmother's mouth.
"Lance," Gwen says interrupting his thoughts. "Your words touch me deeply, but how can a handsome 18 year old boy like you be attracted to his 52 year old grandmother."
"It doesn't matter. I have always been attracted to you and now that I know you are my Nana, if anything, I am even more attracted to you. Look I gotta go pee and think about this for a moment. Try and get it straight in my head."
"Take your time baby. I will be here waiting for you," Gwen replies softly.
Moments after Lance disappears inside the bathroom, Gwen hears an unusual loud crackling noise coming from the fireplace and leans forward staring intently into the fire. There is something happening inside the fireplace.
There seems to be a figure slowly forming inside the dancing flames. Gwen sets straight up on the couch, blinking her eyes in utter disbelief, as a figure steps out of the flames.
It's the Devil. She is dressed in a loose fitting black satin robe. Her left hand has fire dangling from it.
"You are still on fire, Denise," Gwen says staring blankly at her.
Denise looks down, smiles, and shakes her left hand. The fire goes out with a small hiss. "So I was. Speaking of fire having fun teasing your handsome grandson . . . setting his heart on fire only to turn around and reject him? And, oh my, that tearful confession of yours . . . you should win an award for that!"
Gwen, being in no mood to engage in any sort of back and forth with Denise, ignores the question, instead snapping back, "What do you want?"
"Why nothing much. Maybe just to share in a bit of fun with the two of you."
"This is a private party. I don't think you are welcome." Gwen's anger is rising as she remembers how the Devil tricked her those many long years ago.
"You are not happy with our deal from long ago I take it?"
"My son was supposed to live!!" You promised."
Denise crosses the room, like she owns the place, and sits down next to Gwen. Blinking those captivating green eyes at her, Gwen observes how the ensuing 18 years has done absolutely nothing to diminish Denise's beauty. "First of all, I am the Devil . . . the King of Liars no? And you believed me? Whose fault is that may I ask?"



Denise takes Gwen's hands into hers stroking them lightly. "Mine I suppose," Gwen whispers trying vainly to pull her hands out of the Devil's vise like grip.
"Second of all, and maybe more importantly, while I admit your son did pass on, didn't I, after all, give you something in return for his passing? Did I not give you one incredibly handsome grandson, Lance, and one grandson slash son the sweet adorable Luke?"
"Yes you did," Gwen says in a small voice knowing she would not trade either Luke or Lance for anyone or anything.
"All right then. And as far as for me not being welcome." Denise leans back smiling disarmingly at Gwen. "Don't I get to spend any time with my grandson, Gwen? What . . . you get Lance all to yourself?"
"What do you mean your grandson?" Gwen demands growing visibly upset.
"It's really quite simple. Avery, your best friend, and Lance's mother, is actually my daughter, Gwen."
"I . . . what--" Gwen is too dumbfounded to finish whatever the hell she was going to say.
"Let me explain. How old is your best friend, Gwen? I lose track of time with so much mischief always on my plate you know."
"Forty-four, I think."
"OK so it was roughly 45 years ago that one night being a bit bored and lonely I came to this earthly realm and found myself a plaything for the night. A handsome young stud who I proceeded to seduce at some bar and then let him take me back to his place. He fucked the shit out of me all night long and I . . . don't know, I guess I had a bit of an accident, and allowed myself to become pregnant with his child."
"Avery?"
"Yes. I gave birth and then as I simply don't have time to be a good mother I gave her, quite ironically, to a Catholic Church orphanage. She grew up, went into nursing, met you, and the rest, as they say, is history."
"I thought for a long time she was your minion. I never dreamed she could be your daughter."
"She is my minion. Unwittingly maybe, but nevertheless she does my bidding without really realizing it. I have a way of manipulating people and things to my advantage. More I cannot say . . . will not say."
"So Lance is your grandson . . . our grandson I guess I mean."
"Exactly."
At this very moment Lance walks into the room. He comes to a complete halt when he sees the beautiful lady with raven dark hair dressed in the black satin robe sitting on the couch next to his Auntie Gwen.
"What the hell. Who is this? I didn't hear anyone knocking at the door. And it's so late?"
Gwen gets up hurrying over to him. "Shh hon, let me explain."
"Yes, you do that, while I go freshen up in the bathroom and then do a bit of rearranging in the bedroom."
Lance continues to stare at Denise as she strides past him on the way to the bathroom. Gwen steers him over to the couch and spends the next few minutes trying to gently break it to him that the beautiful creature he just saw was indeed a creature—the Devil herself, in fact. And then came the hard part: explaining how he was her grandson and his mother the Devil's daughter.
Lance still thinks Gwen is pulling his leg when Denise opens the bedroom door, popping her head out announcing loudly, "I see the boy needs a bit of proof. Send him here and I will talk to him, maybe show him a thing or two."
"You better go talk to her honey."
"But Nana Gwen you are coming with me right?"
"No I will stay here unless I am told otherwise. Trust me she is the Devil, Lance."
"She is right, Lance. I can't have her in the bedroom and ruin my surprise," Denise crows cheerily.
First five minutes, and then ten minutes pass, and Gwen is starting to get worried as all she can think of is the hungry look on Denise's face when she uttered those chilling words "Don't I get to play with my grandson too."
Finally, just as she was about to go check on him, Denise comes strutting out of the bedroom. "He understands everything perfectly now, Gwen, and is waiting for us in the bedroom."
"He is. What did you tell him?" Gwen demands.
"I don't reveal secrets hon. Please, no more annoying questions or you shall force my hand. Must I put on a display of power for you or are you going to be good and do as you are told."
"Seems I haven't much choice."
"You don't. Now, I have a present for you," Denise replies dropping a shoe box on the couch next to her.
"Shoes?"
"Heels to be precise. Put them on."
They were heels alright. The six inch platform sandals, adorned with small circular metallic studs all along the straps, are both sexy and slutty as hell.
Gwen slowly puts the shoes on hoping they won't fit as Denise stands there tapping her foot impatiently. Of course, they fit perfectly.
Denise smirks helping Gwen to her feet. "Jesus Denise I can barely walk in these things." Gwen cries clutching Denise's arm for support.
"I think that is why I picked them out for you hon . . . well, that and the fact I am sure Lance will enjoy them."
Gwen ignores the bait and instead only asks where the Devil is taking her.
"But of course to the bedroom my dear. Its playtime."
"You are going to make me do . . . something . . . naughty with my grandson, Denise, no way, I will not do--" Gwen yanks her hand out of Denise's grip a bit of sudden anger flaring up inside of her.
"Silence!! Your insolence will not be tolerated Gwen. Look, if you have regrets with a snap of my fingers I can put you back in my office to that very moment when you kissed me and sealed your fate. I will allow you a redo if you want and then you can take your chances with the doctors and your uncaring God. Of course, no more Lance, no more Luke, all that shall be gone as will your beautiful lifelong friendship with my daughter Avery. Decide now!!"
Denise raises one hand ready to snap Gwen back to another fate if you only she agrees. Gwen stares at Denise knowing she is deadly serious. After a moment's hesitation Gwen shakes her head no, and allows herself to be lead toward the bedroom.
Once inside the dark bedroom the audible click of the door being locked seals Gwen's fate as she looks about the room unable to see anything in the pronounced darkness. She also finds it odd hearing the loud click of a lock as she simply doesn't remember the door having a lock on it
Momentarily thrown off balance by the both the silence and darkness, Gwen stands still waiting. She seems all alone in the darkness as Denise appears to have vanished into thin air. One minute she was there leading her into the bedroom, and then as soon as the door shut, she was gone.
Someone grabs her hand and she jumps. "It's OK, Nana Gwen, it's me."
"Lance, why is it so dark? I can barely see a thing."
Lance takes her hand guiding her across the dark bedroom. "Shh, no questions. Her orders, just follow me."
"Wher--" Gwen starts to ask where they were going before she claps her mouth shut. If the Devil says no questions—then no questions.
A minute later Gwen is sitting on a comfortable high back cushioned chair stuck in the corner of the dark bedroom which seems much bigger than she remembers from earlier. Strangely enough, she also doesn't remember the cabin's bedroom having a chair in the first place. Even more strange is the instructions Lance hurriedly whispers to her.
She is to sit in her chair and dare not move from it. She is to make no noise whatsoever, and most importantly, make no attempt to interfere with whatever she might see. Finally, in one final bit of oddity, he thrusts a small glass of wine, she assumes it to be wine, into her hand and tells her to drink it right away.
Obeying she downs the delicious wine in one swallow. Lance takes the glass from her hand then whispers to her.
"Get comfortable Nana, lay your head back and relax."
"Hmm, yes I think that is a good idea." After downing the wine, maybe it was drugged, she suddenly feels extremely dizzy. No sooner does she rest her head against the cushioned back of the chair than she feels alone.
She whispers Lance's name, before reaching out to the spot where he was just sitting next to her. There is no response and her hands find nothing but dead air. It's as if he has vanished into thin air also. Gwen lets out an audible sigh knowing the Devil is playing tricks on her.
Closing her eyes she dozes off in a matter of mere seconds. A bit later, how long she couldn't rightly say, she slowly comes awake.
Blinking her eyes, she looks around the bedroom. It is now bathed in soft light coming from several flickering wall torches. "Wow talk about showing off," Gwen mumbles as the cabin's quaint former bedroom is no more. Instead, it has been replaced by a rendition of what could be a romantic fairy tale bedroom from some bygone era.
She can now observe the crush red velvet high backed chair she fell asleep on, along with a pair of elegant matching nightstands on either side of the bed. Both nightstands have two large golden candelabras resting on them aglow with a half dozen or so candles casting an eerie glow on an enormous four poster bed with an overhead canopy.
Across from the bed, covering the entirety of one wall, is an old fashioned stone fireplace. Flames are dancing in the fireplace revealing a snow white square shaped rug spread out in front of it.
At first, Gwen could not hear any sounds, but then quite suddenly, she can hear whispers coming from across the bedroom. Turning her head, searching, she eventually spots them across the room sitting cuddled on a red velvet sitting couch.
Gwen wishes she could join them. The bedroom has grown quite cold since she fell asleep. She leans forward hoping to hear what they are saying, before she realizes it's not necessary. Although they are whispering, she can hear them clearly even from across the room.
It's apparent the Devil wants her to be privy to their conversation just as it soon becomes quite apparent that Lance has no idea she is in the room with them.
"I am sorry Nana Denise. I really don't think I could relax enough to enjoy a massage. It would be nice I'm sure, but it would also just bring back a lot of painful memories of . . . her. Of the way she used to tease me by giving me such nice massages before . . ." His voice trails off as he pushes himself up into a sitting position.
"Before what, Lance? Come on tell your Nana D. the truth." She fiddles with the tie on her robe before pushing up those rather ugly looking black horned rim glasses she is now wearing. In addition, to the glasses she has her lovely long dark hair pinned up behind her ear. It's clear to Gwen, she is trying to downplay her looks, but to what purpose?
"Before she would just stop the massage . . . abruptly. Just when it was getting good." After a pause to shrug his shoulders his continues talking. "I complained once, and she just laughed, and promised next time she wouldn't stop so sudden and that there would be more."
"Yeah, sounds like your Nana Gwen alright. Always promising more than she delivers. But there never was more . . . was there sweetie?"
"No, never."
Gwen hears him let out an audible sigh as he seems almost on the verge of tears. This sensitive side he is revealing to his Nana D. fills Gwen with a jealousy as she thought it was only reserved for her.
Gwen is also experiencing a fair amount of guilt for what he told his Nana D. was, in fact, the cold hearted truth. She did give Lance more than a few really nice massages over the years. But being the good Catholic girl she was whenever she sensed he might be enjoying her massage too much she would scale it back, sometimes slowly, sometimes more abruptly, in a manner that he probably thought was her teasing him. In fact, it was just her being scared of going for what she really wanted.
"Oh you poor baby." Denise reaches out, stroking the side of his face with one of her long perfect blood red fingernails. Lance takes her hand and kisses it softly whispering, "Thank you for understanding."
"Oh I understand more than you could ever imagine Lance honey. And right now I understand . . ." Rising to her feet, she extends him a helping hand guiding him to his feet. "You are cold and in need of my love and comfort. Come, let's go relax by the warm fire and we can talk some more."
From across the room, Gwen just can't help herself. Her eyes fixate on her young grandson's bare chest. The way it ripples when he moves across the room sends shivers up her spine. She had never seen him looking so handsome, so purely desirable that is, in his youthful maleness as he does tonight here in this dark romantic bedroom.
Lance sits down on the large white rug in front of the fireplace shivering noticeably. "Jesus it's cold in your bedroom Nana D."
Denise circles the rug once, like a shark circling its prey maybe, and then sinks down next to him. "I know sweetie. I like it that way. It helps me sleep. But don't worry I maybe have an idea that will help warm you up."
"You do."
"Yes, although you already declined me once I am still hoping that just maybe you will reconsider and let me give you an extra special massage. One that I promise . . ." Denise makes it a point to stare across the room at Gwen for just a brief instance before she continues. "Will be so good that you will not be distracted by any bitter memories of your Nana Gwen. Unlike her, I am not afraid to push the limits when it comes to giving my handsome young grandson a massage."
Gwen wants to scream and yell, wants to tell him not to give in to the Devil's temptations, but she is under orders—orders she is afraid to violate—to stay silent.
"So what do you say hon, will you let your Nana D. give you a nice full body massage?" She removes those thick horn rimmed glasses while staring at him upping her beauty quotation by about a degree of ten.
Lance wants to say no. He had sworn a solemn pledge to save himself for his one and only true love—his mom's best friend—his sweet Auntie Gwen. He swore this pledge on his 16th birthday faithfully honoring it ever since. Knowing now she is his grandmother does nothing to his resolve in wanting to honor his pledge. His vow to stay celibate will remain in force until he feels there is absolutely no chance of ever being with her.
Up until this night, despite his boasts of being with many a girl, he is still a pure and wholesome virgin, despite being well past his 18th birthday. Those fanciful boasts were simply false claims designed with the simple hope that it would make his Auntie Gwen jealous.
He stares at her, his resolve to decline his Nana D.'s offer weakened, but still intact, when she patiently reaches up and undoes the tie that is keeping her hair pinned up. She shakes her head softly allowing her beautiful dark hair to come cascading down weakening his resolve even further.
Lances senses his Nana D. is trying to seduce him now that they are alone. He is not sure what the hell happened to his Nana Gwen as she simply disappeared. He remembers leading her across the bedroom and asking her to sit down. After that things started to get fuzzy. He remembers going to the bathroom, returning and there was his Nana D. waiting on the sitting coach for him.
He tried to ask where his Nana Gwen went, but his Nana D. simply ignored his questions and steered the conversation into its present direction. Somehow he seemed powerless to resist the change of direction.
After feeding him a glass of her red wine she got him talking while the distinctive impression that his Nana Gwen simply abandoned him came creeping over him.
Now, despite his Nana D.'s tempting offer, Lance screws up his courage, declining again her offer to give him a massage. Her reaction to being denied is not something he would have anticipated.
Tears from the Devil? Lance ponders if such a thing is possible watching her lips quivering as she turns her head away swiping a hand delicately over her eyes. Turning back she looks at him tears staining her pretty face.
"Oh, Nana D. I . . . don't cry. Please." He takes her hands gently into his moving closer to her.
"I lose again, I guess. All I wanted to do is just ease your pain a bit and make you forget about her. I really feel like there is a bit of a rivalry going on between us for your attentions and I'm coming out on the short end."
"No, Nana D., it's not like that. It's just . . ." His voice trails off as he contemplates if he should really finish his thought.
"Tell me what you are thinking honey. I sense it's important. Can't you be honest with me? Please." She squeezes his hand tightly as she gazes at him with those alluring green eyes of hers.
"OK, I will be honest. It's just you're the Devil aren't you?"
She lets his hands slip out of hers before sighing heavily. "Yes, honey I am, but well . . . It's hard to explain but I'll try. You see when I take this form, my human form as you see now I am as much human as you, as your Nana Gwen, as anyone."
"Really?"
"Yes, baby. Do you know what that means?"
Lance shakes his head no wondering if this "fear" of his beautiful Nana D. might be unfounded.
"It simply means I have a heart, like you. I have feelings and emotions, like you. I can feel pain, hurt, loss, jealousy; the whole range of human emotions . . . just the same as you." She pauses as more tears come spilling out of her eyes.
"Oh Nana D. please don--"
"Shh" Reaching out, she touches a finger to his lips causing him to fall silent.
"Let me finish. But most important I can feel love and that, Lance, sweetheart, is what I feel for you. Pure, undying love in all its glory and pain."
She uses the tie of her robe to blot the tears rolling down each cheek before leaning back and looking at him hoping her words have the desired effect.
"Nana D. I don't understand how you can love me. I mean we just met tonight."
"It's true we have just met tonight, here on this level of reality, but in truth I have been watching over you since you were born and in those long 18 years I have come to know you deeply, but more importantly to love you fiercely."
"You have?"
"Yes, pardon my words, but God yes, Lance and now, tonight, I am free to show you my truest heart which belongs totally to you."
Lance turns away stunned. Her words seem so sincere. If she is faking she is the world's best actress. He doesn't know what to say as he wonders if it really could be true—these kind hearted words of deep affection for him.
"I can see your confusion, Lance. I understand you are scared. It's natural being who I am. Maybe though I have an idea to show you that both my words and my feelings are real and true."
"How?" he says hopefully. He would welcome any chance for her to clear up his doubts. The truth is his own feelings for her have been growing in leaps and bounds ever since he first laid eyes upon her. Searching his heart he wants to love his Nana D.
"Lay back, relax and open your heart to what I am about to whisper to it."
Lance sinks back onto the plush rug. It feels incredibly comfortable on his bare back—like he is floating on a clouds formed in heaven. The irony is not lost on him as he senses her coming nearer.
He feels the lightest of kisses on first his forehead as the intoxicating smell of her perfume fills his nostrils.
"Does that feel real?" she breaths.
He nods his head slightly. Her lovely hair brushes against his bare chest tickling him as she moves her lips to his cheek. Her kiss there is sweet and delicate, before she moves to his other cheek, and applies another feathery kiss.
"And those, baby do they feel real."
"Y-yes," Lance manages to whisper.
There is a brief pause. He can feel her lips so near. She draws the tension out as she brings one hand up and delicately begins stroking his chest. His heart is thudding as her lips come down and brush his own ever so lightly.



The kiss, light and airy at first, sends sparkles of emotion coursing through his body. She draws back, one long fingernail playing deftly with one of his nipples sending shivers up and down his spine.
She touches his lips ever so tenderly soothing them with several graceful kisses before moving her mouth to his ear whispering, "You are understanding what I feel for you now, Lance."
"God, yes." His reply, silly considering who he is with, comes out before he can stop it.
"Good, but God . . ." Her tongue slithers out tracing a line around his outer ear before briefly dipping inside. "I think has nothing to do with this . . . because my sweetest little Lance, this love I feel for you borders on being so powerful that it's unholy in its strength."
Moving one hand up to his cheek, she strokes it affectionately as her mouth comes closer. Again that faint whisper of her soothing voice, so sweet and sugary, is like a drug to his soul. "One last kiss to make you believe."
Her lips are so close almost touching; his shuts his eyes tighter feeling lost under her wicked spell. She lowers her mouth to his as one finger dips into his belly button making him squirm.
Her tongue glides out of her mouth and slinks along his lips tasting his virginity. It arouses her deepest passion. They kiss; over and over again; Lance unable to resist the sweet siren song of the Devil's lips.
Her tongue dips into his mouth for the briefest of seconds making him quiver before she breaks contact. Pulling back she looks down at him smiling.
"You felt that baby? I know you did. Tell me!!"
"I did Nana D. I . . ." She twists one hand in his hair pulling on it gently making him sigh before he finishes his sentence. "Love you."
"As I love you baby." She reaches over and grabs a full glass of wine sitting on a nearby silver tray. He watches as she produces a small vial from one of the pockets of her robe before dumping the contents into the wine.
"What is that Nana D.?"
"Something to help you relax." She hands him the goblet full of wine. "Drink it down swiftly."
He sits up taking the glass-- hesitating slightly-- before bringing it to his lips.
"Love is about trust, Lance. I promise you will like the effects of my little magic potion. Drink it now, please honey."
He downs the wine in two large gulps. The added liquid from the vial has no taste he can discern and no immediate effect (I think this is right) as far as he can tell.
"So now that I have erased any doubts about my feelings for you, maybe you will reconsider and let me give you that massage?"
He hesitates meaning carefully considering his words as he doesn't want to hurt her again. "I wanna say yes, Nana D. I really do but . . ." He pauses, his steadfast determination to tell her no, is on very shaky ground, but yet it is still there. He senses his Nana D. may have more in mind besides giving him a simple massage. Moreover, he understands to give in to such an alluring temptation will be dangerous to his pledge to remain pure for his Nana Gwen.
She jumps on his hesitation. "But nothing. I thought you were an adventurous boy, Lance and that is why you found your Nana Gwen's backrubs so damn boring."
"Yeah, maybe you are right."
"So close your eyes and let your Nana D. take you on an adventure she promises will make you utterly forget about her."
Lance closes his eyes still trusting in his willpower to say no when and if the time comes. For now though he is curious to see how far his Nana D. is willing to go to get him to commit to a massage.
He hears something flash by first one ear, and then another, before there is a grinding noise like someone is tearing up the hardwood floor almost directly behind him. He jerks his head up, opening his eyes, just in time to see a wisp of smoky white vapor trailing from both of his Nana's outstretched fingertips.
"A bit of my devilishly magic hon. I had you close your eyes so you would not be blinded by it. Besides I am modest as I generally don't like to show off my magic in front of others."
"Magic? What magic?"
"Turn around and see for yourself."
He turns to see what at first blush appears to be two large black holes burned into the beautiful white carpet just over his head. He blinks, leaning closer and sees they are not black holes, but instead a pair of gleaming black iron plates. More ominously is the short iron chains and shackles attached to each plate.
"Are those for . . .?"
"An adventurous and handsome young man. Exactly."
Denise leans forward, grabbing one of Lance's wrists and forcing it back. He is too stunned to fight back even as he feels his wrist being forced into one of the shackles and then snapping it shut. He puts up more of a fight as she grabs his other wrist, but she is both strong and determined and quickly overcoming his struggles.
The Devil leans back, resting on her knees, and laughs as he tests the strength of the iron chains by yanking his shackled wrists ferociously.
He was about to demand she release him, beg even if need be, when she interrupts him. "Before you beg to be released you should understand one thing."
She starts to slowly undo the tie that holds her robe shut. After the tie comes undone, she leisurely opens the robe just as she begins to speak once more. "When I give a massage I like to be in full command and expect . . ." She pauses for a brief instant before allowing the robe to slip off her body. "Full obedience from my subjects."
Lance's heart gets stuck in his throat as Denise gets to her feet. The Devil has on a leather bustier with a zipper that runs up the front. It makes her already sizable tits look even bigger. Complementing her bustier nicely is a pair of fishnet lace stockings along with a leather thong.
The Devil's whole ensemble is, not surprisingly--black-- including the menacing looking riding crop she is playfully slapping in the open palm of her hand now as she strides back looming over him with a wicked looking smile.
Lance is suddenly struck with two separate and distinct thoughts. One, he has never seen a woman with such an abundance of generous curves in his entire young life and the second, the scarier and more pronounced of the two, he never knew an older beautiful woman could make a younger man feel so utterly small and helpless, and yet so turned on, all at the same time.
Helplessly, his eyes become stuck on her chest. He is totally memorized with the way her black bustier bulges making it fairly evident his Nana has a pair of delicious full sized tits.
She slinks down next to him sipping on her glass of wine. While the clear liquid she dumped from the vial earlier may not have had an immediate effect upon Lance, the same cannot be said anymore. He is feeling as randy as a cat in heat. Is it from the vial or from the fact his Nana D. looks so fucking hot?
Denise smiles at him knowing it's both. He is mere putty in her hands now both emotionally and physically.
Much to Gwen's dismay, she can see this obvious fact over in her quiet lonely corner of the bedroom. It takes every ounce of resolve Gwen possesses not to leap up and go to her grandson's rescue. She just knows once Denise releases the full force of that heavenly body upon him all will be lost. Clinching her fists in frustration, she pounds on the arm rest imploring him silently to resist.
The massage begins as a teasing affair of words and budding anticipation. "I should mention hon, I, unlike your other more boring Nana, use much more than my hands when I give a handsome young man a massage."
"What else are you going to use?"
"Well for starters . . . this." Her tongue slithers out of her mouth and slides across her lips. "And then later I have a pair of big . . . hmm real big surprises for you honey. But first before we do anything I need to get rid of these."
She reaches up and begins to undo Lance's jeans.
"Nana what are you doing. You can't take my jeans off."
Giving him a bemused smile she whispers, "And are going to stop me young man." She yanks down his jeans ignoring his whimpers of protest before removing them completely and tossing them aside.
Even from across the room Gwen can see the massive bulge inside Lance's tight white briefs. Jesus, Mary, and Joseph he seemed maybe just a bit bigger than normal when earlier he was in her mouth but now that bulge looks absolutely massive and . . . delicious.
Leaning down, her tongue laps in circles at his bare tummy, making him squirm with anticipation. Carefully her tongue is looping its way upward to his chest where it playfully licks at his hardened nipples.
Glancing up at him, she sees the young man nearly panting with pent up desire. She moves her mouth to his and they kiss. Deeply. Savagely even, tongues stabbing and circling in wet and willing mouths. His youthful desires are overflowing as he gives in to his basest desires.
She breaks off the kiss pushing her body forward until her massive boobs are centered directly over his face. She carefully lowers her tits using them to massage his face.
As he feels the soft leather material of her bustier caressing his cheeks he lets out a soft moan. She slips down using her tits to massage his chest. He loves the way the soft leather feels against his bare chest.
Gwen watches, a burning resentment growing deep in her heart, as their writhing bodies are perfectly framed in front of the fire. She could have done all this for Lance if only she had been braver once upon a time . . . and, well, if her tits were as big as bowling balls, of course.
Watching Denise shower him with such adoring and naughty attentions is maybe simply her rightful punishment for the way she teased him over the course of the summer.
It only gets worse for poor Gwen. Denise raises up onto her knees. Even though she is whispering Gwen hears her perfectly. "I think maybe you would like a bit more skin to skin contact, Lance honey. So . . ." She reaches down and ever so slowly begins to pull down the zipper on her bustier.
It's almost painful to watch how big poor Lance's eyes get when Denise's huge tits come spilling out of her bustier. Gwen actually hears Lance let out a little whimper as he watches helplessly as Denise picks up a small bottle of massage oil she stashed earlier somewhere close to the carpet, and begins to carefully spread a generous amount of the oil all over her boobs.
"Honey the oil is edible . . . cherry flavored your favorite, of course, but under no circumstances are you to open that mouth of yours and . . ." As she is whispering to him she reaches back using the flat end of the crop to rub up and down on the sizable bulge stuck inside those white briefs of his. "Suck on my big tits no matter how much you desire to do so."
Giggling, Denise carefully lowers her massive melons until they are bouncing up against Lance's face. She circles her chest, giggling all the more, mashing her tits into his face before raising up. Twisting her chest in a circular pattern her boobs bounce and jiggle against his cheeks before she leans back smirking at him.
Throwing one leg over him, she straddles the defenseless Lance thrusting her beautiful tits out at him. "I am afraid I have bad news for you, Lance. I, too, just like your Nana Gwen am a bit of a tease. If I catch you disobeying me in anything I warn you, she, shall be given a stern punishment."
Taking the crop, she uses it to gently nudge his face sideways so he looks over toward the corner where Gwen is watching.
"You do see that little bitch over there watching us with a jealous heart I'm sure?"
"Yes," Lance turns his head spotting his Nana Gwen. He thought they were alone, and now seeing that was not the case at all, he is doubly mad for allowing himself to be put in this situation.
Now he feels something else-- the sting of the Devil's riding crop-- as she brings it down swiftly swatting his bare chest. "Yes what boy?!" she demands.
"Yes . . . Master," Lance quickly replies hoping that is the right answer.
"You are a quick learner. That is good. Now forget about her and focus only on me."
Denise begins to lean down brushing her boobs against his bare chest moving slowly upwards.
From over in her corner Gwen fears for the ordeal she suspects poor Lance is about to undergo. Her worst fears are quickly realized as she hears Denise clearly, her voice sweet as sugared nectar, whisper to Lance, "Remember keep that eager young mouth of yours in check . . . or you both shall be sorry."
Gwen heart breaks as she watches Denise push those big beautiful boobs of hers right up into Lance's face mashing them over and over in a circular fashion.
Lance bites his bottom lip--hard--in an attempt to obey. He has never in his life knew such desire as he now feels to open his mouth wide and attack the Devil's cherry flavored bosom.
Denise spends the next few minutes patiently creating an atmosphere of pure pleasurable hell for the young man as she continues to use her massive boobs, alternating between rubbing them carefully along his chest, and mashing them against his face.
He lets out a few pathetic whimpers but somehow manages to avoid opening his mouth. Leaning over him, Denise starts to speak softly to him.
"Now comes your first test honey. In the next few minutes you are going to want to come so badly it will make your whole body ache, but I am warning you to do so will cause me great anger."
"Y-yes, Master. I . . . I understand."
"Hmm, we shall just see about that," Denise replies as turns preparing to give him a lesson in real teasing.
From over in her lonely corner Gwen is becoming afraid . . . very afraid as she watches while Denise's big tits bounce and jiggle their way down across Lance's chest and onto his tummy.
After hearing Lance let out an audible groan, tears begin forming in her eyes as she has a perfectly good idea what Denise is planning on doing with those big things . . . especially as she reaches for his briefs.
Modesty compels Gwen to look away but overwhelming curiosity forbids it. Gwen watches as Denise hooks two fingers inside the waistband of Lance's tight briefs and ever so slowly pulls them down and off of him.
Now it's Gwen's turn for her eyes to get big as she stares at her grandson's cock. It's standing up firm and proud, hard and throbbing, and looks to be utterly perfect!! She immediately suspects Denise has used a bit of her magic on that certain part of his anatomy.
Maybe it was that elixir she dumped in his wine as Gwen has never seen such a truly magnificent cock like Lance's. It's big-- without being too big-- and just thick enough to be fill a woman's sweet spot perfectly without pain or discomfort.
She then hears Denise murmur to Lance confirming her suspicions. "Hmm, yes, I see your Nana's magic elixir has done wonders for you down there honey. I hope the little Christian cunt is paying attention."
Denise turns toward Gwen. Her eyesight is sharp enough even in the semi darkness of the room that she can clearly see the look of wonderment on Gwen's face as she stares at her grandson's huge jutting cock. A smile spreads across her face as she can only imagine what poor Gwen must be going through. Over there. All by herself.
Giggling, she picks up the bottle of massage oil pouring a generous amount directly onto each of her boobs. "I need them nice and slick for the final act of your massage sweetie."
"W-what is that Nana D." Lance asks his voice barely rising above a hoarse whisper.
"Why something your Nana Gwen never gave you . . . a happy ending . . . but of course if you were somehow to be foolish and take it . . . oh pity the two of you."
She lowers her chest to his throbbing missile, and using her hands to mash her tits together, engulfs his hardness in a glorious plethora of oiled tit flesh.
"Go on baby fuck your Nana's tits and come all over them." Lance does nothing frozen with indecision.
"I said fuck them boy," Denise barks whipping the crop around and up harshly swatting him on his bare chest.
Lance obeys, only doing what comes naturally, thrusting his hips up and forward. The feeling is divine as the shaft of his cock spears over and over again into the oily warmth between his Nana's colossal globes.
Gwen watches, tears of jealousy forming in her eyes as she knows Lance could never lose that perfect cock of his like that in between her small boobs. Then fear, harsh and razor sharp, sets in as she sees Lance beginning to pump his hips up and down harder.
Christ what if he disobeys and cums all over her tits? Gwen thinks fearing the worst may happen at any moment. Denise, using her evil powers to read Gwen's mind, raises up for a brief moment staring directly at Gwen and says quietly, "Then there shall be hell to pay for the both of you."
Turning her attention back to Lance, Denise smiles pleasantly at him. "Its OK baby, you can come now. Please I . . . I've changed my mind. That's it fuck em harder honey. Harder . . . and cum for me."
Lance suspects her trickery and somehow manages with an incredibly force of will not to lose it all over her tits. Fortunately the brutally pleasurable test is short lived as Denise rolls off of him.
His poor cock, throbbing with such hardness that it borders on being painful, squirts out from between her tits as Lance lets out a deep breath. He watches as Denise strides across the room, zipping her bustier back in place, over to his Nana Gwen.
After slipping her robe back on, Denise takes a clearly shaken Gwen by the hand leading her over to Lance.
"Now for the final test I shall be pitting grandson against grandmother in a supreme test of wills. I think this shall be a most fun game and you guys obviously like games as that silly little card game you two played earlier would indicate."
Denise starts to pace back and forth, the crop tucked under her arm like a drill sergeant as she explains this new game to them while Gwen cowers sitting on the floor next to the trapped Lance.
"Gwen sweetie, I task you to do whatever you see fit, whatever your little heart desires that is, to make your quite helpless and vulnerable young grandson here cum. You must make him cum within the allotted time of five minutes or I shall punish him so severely you shall forever regret not trying harder. There is no rules, no boundaries on how you achieve your goal other than the stated time limit of five minutes. Do you understand?"
"Yes," Gwen says gloomily knowing she must find the courage to somehow commit such a lewd sin. Then again she had already been extremely sinful with Lance once tonight so . . .
Denise arches one eyebrow at her as the crop comes whipping out stopping just short of her pretty face. "Yes, what!"
"Sorry, yes, Master."
"Hmm better." Denise murmurs sinking to her knees next to Lance. She carefully soothes his hair back while leaning over and whispering something in his ear that makes his hard cock almost instantly shrink back to its normal size.
"That is better. Your Nana must start from scratch I would think to make the game truly fair. Now Lance, honey, your task is quite the opposite of hers and also quite simple. You must not cum. If you do I shall be forced to punish her severely. Do you understand?"
"Yes, Master."
"Good then. I shall place the timer here in easy sight of all of us." Denise reaches into one of the pockets of her robe and pulls out a small sand filled hourglass timer.
"Now just to observe there shall be no cheating I shall be watching from close by and actually maybe I will even join in on the fun." Denise flips the timer over. "You may begin."
Gwen wastes no time. She is determined to be the one to get punished. She dumps a generous amount of the cherry lube, which Denise left conveniently within easy reach, onto both of her hands.



Dropping to her knees she goes to work quickly on Lance's relaxed penis rubbing her hands all over it. He tries closing his eyes, tries turning his head away, but this draws a quick rebuke from Denise.
"Look at what your Nana is doing to you boy. Not looking is akin to cheating and I won't have that!"
Lance glances down and sees Gwen manipulating his soft penis with such tender loving care that he is slowly turning from soft to firm. His growing firmness is helped by Denise who hardly sits out at all, instead joining in almost immediately she begins stroking his hair softly and whispering to him. He thinks it is so very unfair that Denise seems to be on her side, but he dares not complain.
"Hmm that's it baby get hard for your Nana, and me," Gwen whispers staring at him before running her tongue along her lips. She slips one hand down tenderly cupping his testicles. "I will suck you off really nice this time."
Stroking his cock with a delicate hand she wastes no time in taking him in her mouth for the second time tonight. Circling the head of his cock with her tongue she tickles his sensitive underside until he is rock hard. Then, determined to win this challenge she goes to work sucking on his cock like the cheapest of whores.
Lance manages to hold out for all of a minute or so as Denise whispers in his ear what a good job his Nana Gwen is doing sucking his cock. Watching her mouth bounce up and down on his cock while he is so helpless bound is a much more erotic experience than before when she was the one bound and sucking his cock.
Deep throating him a second time while jiggling his balls lightly sends him to the edge. Gwen then raises up letting her mouth momentarily slip off his cock as she whispers to him.
"Come on sweetie . . ." Her tongue flickers out as her hand moves up and down his long hard shaft. "Cum for me baby . . . Please . . . pretty please."
Her voice, so sugary sweet begging for it is what ultimately sends him over the edge. Just as she is lowering her mouth to his cock to take him inside once more he explodes shooting a geyser of cum that hits her square in the face.
Gwen raises up elated and horrified all at once that she just caught a face full of cum from her grandson. Denise claps her hand crying out, "We have a winner and it's the little Catholic cunt Gweny. Now go the bathroom and clean the goddamn cum off your face and then get your sweet little ass back in her so you can receive your punishment."
Turning her attention to Lance she crows, "Just couldn't control yourself huh boy. Your nana's blowjob was that good. Well I'm glad you liked it because now she shall be punished since you just couldn't control yourself. Now get up."
The iron clasps securing his wrists pop open as Gwen hurriedly departs the room and disappears into the bathroom. Lance reaches for his briefs before Denise deftly kicks them out of his reach saying, "Hmm, yeah, you won't be needing them for the rest of the night. Just put your jeans back on only."
While Lance slips on his jeans Denise moves around to the foot of the bed. Humming, she busies herself attaching silken restraints on first the upper part of the bed's canopy and then the lower. Lance watches warily wondering just who the restraints are intended for . . . maybe him, but then again maybe not as it's his Nana Gwen that is due to be punished.
Lance does have to wonder for long as Denise pulls him over to the sitting couch explaining quickly just what their plans are for his Nana Gwen.
Gwen, having cleaned the sticky cum off her cheeks and lips and touched up her makeup, comes out of the bathroom. She pauses at the bedroom door hoping to hear some clue maybe of what she might be in for. The room is dead silent.
Pushing open the door slowly, she warily enters and spies Lance and Denise across the room, huddling together on the sitting couch. Unlike before Gwen cannot hear their whispers, but just knows whatever is being discussed involves her. They both keep glancing over at her and pointing, first at her, and then at the foot of the large bed.
Her heart starts beating faster as the room, after Denise claps her hands, suddenly goes dark and totally silent . . . and very, very cold.
It's almost as if she was now all alone in the cold dark bedroom. Just like earlier, one minute they are there whispering about her, and then poof! The next minute they are gone.
Gwen leans back against the bedroom door, and hearing it click shut, she turns, testing the knob and, of course, it is locked. Turning back toward the bedroom, shivering, she waits for something to happen.
Nothing happens; just silence and the utter darkness of the bedroom. Gwen deciding she must do something begins to stumble around in the dark running her hands along the wall hoping to maybe work her way around to the sitting couch.
Her eyes don't seem to be adjusting to the inky blackness. "This is not a normal darkness," she whispers to herself. No hon, it's the Devil's darkness and you are trapped in it. Gwen's response to herself provides little comfort. Making matters worse is the fucking six inch high heels Denise made her put on earlier. She still is not at all graceful in them. Stumbling and fumbling around in the dark she grows more frightened with each passing moment.
She stops somewhere along the wall as the silence is pierced by a pair of derisive giggles-- one distinctly male and one female. She whips her head around trying to find where they are coming from, but it's useless as the harsh giggling seems to be closing in all around her.
Pushing off from against the wall, she stumbles against the bed and might have actually fallen over if suddenly there were not two sets of hands clawing at her. She doesn't have time to react as a pair of rough masculine hands grabs one arm while a pair of soft feminine hands grabs her other arm.
Trying to defend herself in the inky blackness in her clumsy high heels is an impossible task Gwen quickly finds out.
"Hey . . . what . . . let go," she cries both excited and scared all at once. Her pleas are answered with a stinging slap across the face as Denise hisses at her, "Quiet, you are mine now you frigid Catholic bitch. Don't think I don't know how you abandoned me, and went back to praying to that impenitent God of yours on a nightly basis you slutty little whore."
If Gwen thinks Lance is going to rescue her, she is sadly mistaken; instead, hearing him laugh at the insults being hurled her way is downright chilling.
The laughter quickly dies away and is replaced by something even more chilling-- a loud ripping noise as her pretty white blouse is literally torn off her body. This is immediately followed by a pair of aggressive hands moving onto her tight jeans.
"I think we need a bit of light to get your Nana's jeans off of her Lance." Denise says before clapping her hands once. The darkness is immediately pierced by flickering light as the torches on the wall come alive.
Denise tears open the snap button on her jeans, before viciously yanking down the zipper. Gwen's tight jeans become stuck on her thighs as Lance pushes her back onto the bed.
"It's like these things are painted on, Lance. Does she always run around in such tight ass jeans?"
"Pretty much, especially in front of me. I told you what a God damn tease she is Nana Denise."
Gwen twists her head around ready to yell at Lance for heaping more abuse on her. Her planned protest is cut short when Denise produces a dark sash from midair. She twists it into a crude ball before shoving it into Gwen's mouth.
They finally manage to yank her jeans off, before leading her around to the foot of the bed. "Secure the bitch just as I instructed you Lance," Denise barks before leaning in close to Gwen whispering in her ear. "I suggest you be very submissive with your grandson or I will make you both pay."
Lance, showing little mercy, pulls her hands roughly upward and then proceeds to use the previously attached silk restraints to secure first one wrist and then the other to the upper bed posts.
Gwen, helplessly trapped to the bed, watches him head off to one of the bedroom's still dark corners. He is wearing just a pair of jeans showing off his bare muscled chest that looks spectacular in the pale light.
He returns holding an old fashioned large goblet. "It's wine Nana Gwen. The Devil's own special vintage. Drink." He holds the goblet up tipping the utter delicious wine down Gwen's throat forcing her to gulp it down.
After gulping the wine down Gwen feels so lighted headed if not for the fact she was tightly secured to the bed she might have actually fallen over. She lazily moves her head around trying to see what Denise is up to and finally spots her over feeding more logs into the blazing fire.
A minute later she hears the ominous click of heels striding across the bedroom floor toward her. She turns to see Denise coming at her. She has now donned a pair of the evil looking black leather boots sporting what must be a good pair of seven inch heels. She is carrying a goblet in one hand and her riding crop in the other.
"You gave her the wine."
"Yes, Master," Lance promptly replies.
"See what a good boy and a quick learner he is Gweny? If you dare disobey me and either act or speak out of turn the results will be--" Without warning Denise brings the crop down in a smooth swift arc slapping Gwen squarely on the ass. The unexpected blow causes her to jump and let out a small muffled whimper. "Painful."
"Now that I have your attention we can get down to business, but first go fetch her another goblet of wine. I want the little whore nice and drunk when we begin to play." Gwen is forced to gulp down another full glass of the potent wine leaving her totally inebriated.
"You have done a nice job securing her wrists, Lance. Now bend down and secure her ankles to the frame of my bed."
Gwen twists her head watching Lance take two more dark sashes from Denise before he squats down. "Stop gawking and spread your legs you Catholic Cunt," the Devil barks at her.
"Wider!!" Gwen tries to obey, but her efforts are apparently not good enough as she feels the stinging slap of that damnable riding crop in between her legs slapping at her thighs forcing them wider.
Finally, Gwen has her legs spread far enough apart for Her liking as she feels her ankles being secured to the bottom part of the bed. Then the coup de grace-- Denise cinches a dark sash around her eyes plunging her world into darkness.
Now she is indeed totally and utterly helpless-- secured by the tight sashes to the bed, blind, unable to speak, and totally naked except for her maroon bra and panties and her slutty six inch heels.
They leave her alone for a minute as she hears them bustling about the bedroom doing God knows what. She awaits her fate; shivering as the bedroom seems extremely cold to her. They are not gone long though as she senses them behind her-- looking at her so bound and helpless.
It seems like a long time that they stand there staring at her. Gwen is having a difficult time gauging anything with any degree of accuracy after drinking down that second glass of wine though. She feels Denise come up behind her. Actually smells her first as she is wearing Opium by Yves Saint Laurent which is, probably not by coincidence, Gwen's favorite perfume.
"I sense you have something to say to us, Gweny?" Denise whispers in her ear before removing the balled up sash from her mouth.
"I hope you both like what you see," she spits out deciding to dive into the game with both feet. "What are you two going to do . . . rape me? . . . Master!!"
"Rape? Really you think me that crass, Gwen. All you are going to get is your promised punishment for Lance losing that little challenge I had you both competing in not so long ago."
The Devil moves the crop around on her ass in soft semi circles causing Gwen to jump a bit expecting at any moment to feel the harsh sting of the crop instead of this maddening tickle.
"And then if you want, Nana, we will let you go." Lance adds.
"Oh but I have a feeling . . ." Denise moves closer bringing her mouth right up to her ear, "That you will be begging for something else and it won't be for us to let you go."
The crop slips up and in between Gwen's legs, stroking her pussy through the thin lacey material of her panties causing her to shudder in anticipation.
"Come on hon, up onto the bed. It's payback time for little Ms. Gwen and the way she teased you this past summer. You remember our plan?"
"Yes, Master."
Gwen hears some more bustling about then feels her bra being pulled away from her chest. There is a momentary pause before she feels the coldness of a good many small ice cubes being dumped into her bra. She hears Lance's derisive laugh and knows it was him who dumped the ice cubes inside her bra.
Denise from somewhere behind her announces, "A bit of coldness for you to enjoy my little ice princess. This was Lance's idea by the way. Payback for the way you so coldly rejected him for all those years."
Again her bra is pulled back as more ice is poured inside it. Gwen lets out a small moan from the bitter coldness that is enveloping her tits.
Before she even has a chance to try to talk her way out of this or defend herself in any way the sweet tasting rag is shoved back into her mouth cutting off any protest before it can even get started.
Gwen shivers from the melting ice inside her bra wondering just how far they plan on going with her icy torture. Lance knows how sensitive she is to the cold; she suspects Denise knows this as well. It seems She knows all of Gwen's weak points.
Then comes the worst punishment of all. Nothing. The room is filled with a tomblike silence that leaves Gwen wondering if maybe Lance and Denise have left her alone to suffer in icy solitude.
Gwen, panicking, struggles against the ties that bind her to the bed. Somehow the thought of being alone in this cold darkness is terrifying. The ties hold tight despite her best efforts, which, thanks to the numbing effects of the wine they forced her to drink, amount to very little.
The minutes slowly tick by. The ice cubes in Gwen's bra melt slowly away leaving it wet and clinging to her small tits. A feeling of overwhelming utter coldness envelopes her but it nothing compared to the anguish she is feeling for being left alone.
With her despair growing more powerful with every passing minute she is left alone, Gwen eventually hangs her head and before long tears are streaming out from under her blindfold.
"Oh poor baby. We are here." Denise lowers her mouth to Gwen's kissing her tears away. "Lance, now that you have made the poor thing cry, have you had enough of teasing her yet?"
"Not quite yet," he replies smugly.
"Then you may proceed with the second part of your plan. Here is your goblet full of ice."
When Gwen hears this she begins to struggle mightily against the ties not sure if she can take any more.
"Relax, I am here, honey. If you allow I will provide you with a little bit of warmth while our grandson has his final revenge on you."
Gwen relaxes just a little as she takes a chance by believing Denise is here for her . . . then she hears Lance's voice so full of malice that it chills her even more so than the earlier icy torture she received.
"Yes, Master, but that stupid bra of hers is in the way. Can't we do something about that?"
"Hmm so it is."
Lance smiles, watching as Denise brings one hand around to the front of his Nana Gwen. His smiles grows wider as one of her long blood red fingernails magically reshape itself so it has razor sharp edges.
Denise uses the one sharp nail to quickly saw through one of Gwen's bra shoulder straps and then the other. The bra falls open revealing her lovely perky tits to her grandson.
Shivering as she feels her bra fall away, Gwen's nipples quickly become painfully erect in the cold air of the bedroom. She tries to squirm away as she feels a pair of ice cubes applied simultaneously to her nipples. Denise snuggles up close to her keeping her struggles to a bare minimum as Gwen moans quietly.
Denise's hot mouth against her neck stands in direct contrast to the ice cubes assaulting her poor nipples. The icy torture lasts for a good minute before Lance apparently decides she has had enough.
Lance, his work done for the moment, settles back down on the bed waiting for the second part of their little drama to unfold. He eyes stare longingly at her tits eagerly waiting for the moment when he will be allowed to join in on the warming process.
Denise snuggles up behind Gwen, removing the rag from her mouth, before whispering something in her ear which causes Gwen to turn her face away.
After a brief pause Gwen answers. "Yes, please, Master. I'm begging you."
The stark coldness of the bedroom causes Gwen to involuntarily snuggle her body closer to the Devil. She likes the soft feel and warmth of Denise's bustier against her naked skin as she presses closer to the Devil's body. She also enjoys the sound of what Denise is whispering in her ear although she has no earthly idea what is being said as the Devil is speaking to her in Old Latin.
Finally, Gwen turns her mouth toward the Princess of Darkness and they share a kiss. A kiss that is anything but innocent. A kiss that instantly causes Lance to become quite firm down there.
Feeling the Devil's wicked tongue expertly exploring her mouth Gwen speculates if it is forked again like during that first night of passion they shared eighteen years ago.
Denise finally breaks off the kiss, gesturing toward Lance to position himself on the bed so he is directly in front of his Nana Gwen. Hearing a soft hum starting up from somewhere down and to the right of her, Gwen, for a brief moment, can't place what it might be before it abruptly hits her-- Of course, it's a vibrator!!
She squirms knowing what must come next, especially after Denise reaches down and savagely rips her panties off her body.
"Say hello to my friend . . . the blue dolphin. It likes to go swimming inside of prissy little Catholic cunts, like yours Gweny. You should be able to handle it as it's only about six inches in other words . . ." Denise pauses for dramatic effect wanting to give Ms. Gwen something to think about for later. "Much, much smaller than that magically endowed grandson of ours."
The blue vibrator, with its realistic penis head tip, slides easily up and into Gwen's wet and willing cunt after briefly teasing her inner thighs. Denise twists the adjustable speed dial at the base of the vibrator turning it up a notch causing Gwen to shudder.
"Oh God . . ." she cries out unable to help herself as the humming vibrator feels so good inside of her. Hearing his sweet Nana cry out is Lance's given cue to join the action. Lance flickers his fingers lightly over Gwen's cold hard nipples making her whimper even more.
The attack on her nipples begins just as Gwen feels another of the Devil's toys being inserted into her previously virgin ass. She lets out a loud gasp as the four inch smooth silicone butt plug slides up without warning in that most forbidden of all cavities.
The feeling of being so deliciously violated causes her, in conjunction with the vibrator being expertly wielded by Denise in and out of her pussy at various speeds, to lose control.
She starts to whine, sounding much like a desperate little school girl. "Oh God . . . what are you doing to me. Don't stop. Pleaaaaaseee . . ."
The whining little school girl act turns the Devil on immensely. Determined to make the prissy little Gwen beg even harder, she turns the blue dolphin up another notch while pushing it in and out of her pussy teasingly slow.



Denise now adds the riding crop to the mix playfully slapping Gwen's ass while shoving the blue dolphin harder and deeper inside her while Lance is sucking on her tits with reckless abandon.
Letting the crop fall out of her hand, Denise brings her mouth around to Gwen's throat. The ensuing kiss finds Gwen's sweet sensitive spot just at the very moment the vibrator is turned up full blast and just as Denise starts to move the butt plug in and out of her ass.
"Kiss your nana now, Lance. Show us your pent up passion," Denise whispers to him.
Lance moves his mouth to his nana's sharing a series of kisses that border on being brutal such is the raw passion between them. Gwen is just about to tip over the edge when the Devil, suspecting her prisoner is on the verge of a powerful orgasm, reaches down and turns the toy off, before yanking it out of her pussy.
As soon as she feels her orgasm being snatched away at the very last possible moment, Gwen begins to whine. "Please, Master, I need to--"
The Devil brings her lips to Gwen cutting off her protest with a delicate kiss before whispering, "Not just yet my little Christian whore."
"But . . ."
"Shh, Gweny, let's get you loose and then we can talk about it."
Denise and Lance quickly undo the sashes that bind Gwen to the bed before leading her over to the thick rug in front of the fireplace. The two women sink down to the thick carpet while Lance retreats to the nearby sitting couch.
"Oh you were so close huh, baby, so, so close." Denise tells Gwen in a light teasing whisper.
"Yes, Master, I was so close and then you stopped." Gwen, couching her reply in soft undertones, tries to hide the abject disappointment from her voice.
From the couch Lance watches them whispering to one another other. He understands his role perfectly-- he is a mere pawn in this game, and whatever they decide he shall be forced to comply. He leans forward straining to hear their whispers.
"And what honey? Tell me, I am listening. I know you have more to say." The Devil tenderly strokes Gwen's hair while turning those bewitching green eyes upon her. "Please tell me. Your punishment is over now."
Gwen falls under the spell of those alluring green eyes spilling her guts. "The teasing . . . it was cruel, especially from Lance." She glances up at him giving him a sad look before turning back to Denise.
"And then you teased me even more, Master, until I was so close. It has been so long since I came. Since I was intimate with anyone. 18 years. I made a solemn pledge to . . . Him and to myself."
"To your idiot God you mean."
"Yes, never to have sex again after what happened to Michael."
"And you had honored that pledge for 18 long lonely years."
"Yes, until tonight which only makes me realize how much I have missed it. Please I need . . ." Gwen begins patiently and then stops determined not to demean herself by begging.
"Yes, you both want and need more hon, but most of all you need to cum?" The Devil answers for her.
"Yes. Badly. Very badly."
"But how is the question."
Gwen finds herself being pulled into the womb of evil that is Denise's wicked embrace. She snuggles her face down against the soft leather of the bustier. Denise strokes her hair tenderly while whispering to her much like one would an innocent little child. "A better question might be what do you really need? Do you need someone to make sweet love to you, or do you want to get fucked hard and fast like a cheap little tramp."
When Gwen says nothing in response Denise reaches down and strokes her face lightly. "Go on tell me. Tell the Princess of Pleasure what you need sweetie."
Gwen sighs before answering. Lance, leaning so far forward in an effort to better hear, nearly topples off the small couch. His Nana's voice is soft and she seems on the verge of tears.
In one long breathless sentence, Gwen lets it all go. "What I need is for you to stop teasing me and fuck me . . . now. I am so goddamn horny. Please just fuck me, Denise. And him too and your toys. I want it all and I want to be submissive once again where I am so helpless to whatever you want to do to me."
Denise smiles at her whispering, "I think that can be arranged."
Denise motions Lance to join them on the rug. After gently placing Gwen on her hands and knees, Denise applies the shackles to her ankles while Lance secures her wrists leaving Gwen tightly secured to the floor on her hands and knees.
"Now spread your legs sweetie. Nice and wide as your young grandson is going to watch the Devil eat that sweet little Christian cunt of yours until you are begging for more like the cheapest of harlots."
Denise positions herself flat on her back her face perfectly placed under Gwen's pussy. She uses the crop to slap Gwen's ass forcing her cunt down towards her waiting mouth.
Denise's tongue snakes out of her mouth lapping hungrily at Gwen's waiting cunt. Lance lies back against a large round pillow making himself comfort as he watches his one nana eat the other one out.
The Devil, using her tongue like a skillful artist, licks poor Gwen to the edge of climaxing several times before pulling back at the last moment each time.
"Oh God, please stop teasing me Master. You promised to make me cum," Gwen cries out.
The Devil ignores her desperate pleas and instead rises to her feet striding over to where a black bag is resting on the bed leaving Gwen squirming against the shackles that bind her to the rug.
Lance leans over to comfort his grandmother while keeping one eye on his Nana D. curious to see what she has planned.
"What is she doing to me honey. She is such a fucking tease," Gwen whines.
"Yes, just like you Nana Gwen." He glances across the room and smiles before continuing. "But I have a feeling the teasing is pretty much over with. I think you about to be pleased. I . . . ahh . . . just hope you are ready."
Denise is slowly slipping on a huge flesh colored strap- on dildo that must be a good nine inches long if it's an inch. As she starts across the bedroom toward them Lance taps his Nana Gwen on the shoulder telling her to look.
Gwen lets out a deep breath as she spots Denise strutting toward her with the huge strap on dildo hanging down from her crotch--gleaming in its whiteness in stark contrast to her all black outfit-- looking like some kind of menacing weapon.
Gwen just can't help herself as she exclaims loudly. "Jesus . . . my God . . . you can't--" Gwen's breath is catching in her throat from utter terror and excitement.
"That's right you little Christian bitch. Keep talking about your God and Jesus. Rub them in my face."
"Denise I'm sorr--" The crop slices through the air slapping Gwen directly on her beautiful ass. She jumps at the sting and then again and again as Denise brings it down twice more in quick succession.
"Silence," she barks before grabbing Lance and yanking him to his feet. "Now stand here," she commands propelling Lance around to the front of Gwen.
Denise looks at Gwen and winks saying, "For the third time you shall have your grandson's cock in your mouth but this time you teasing little bitch." Another stinging slap is wrought on her ass as Denise moves around to the back of her. "You shall finish him off properly and receive a big load of cum in that mouth of yours."
Denise snuggles her "cock" just inside of Gwen's wet opening before pulling it back out making her quiver as she gets a taste of its sheer size. "But first before Lance sticks his cock in your mouth I am going to make you beg for it."
Lance's penis is throbbing with hardness at the glorious scene he is witnessing. His Nana Gwen, completely naked except for her heels, perched doggie style in the middle of the snow white carpet, shackled by the short black iron chains, leaning on her elbows, her ass sticking up in the air waiting anxiously to be impaled by his other Nana.
And then finally there is him with his rock hard perfectly sized 7 and three quarters inch penis mere inches from his Nana Gwen's quivering lips. He is about to have a threesome with his two Nana's. Nothing could be sweeter.
"Tell me you want my big cock inside of you. Go on beg for it," Denise hisses at Gwen.
"Y-yes, I want it. Please put it in me . . . pretty please. I need it soooo bad," Gwen says with exaggerated sweetness to Denise before turning back to Lance. She glares at him harshly before spitting her defiance at him. "But as for him, I won't go that far . . . I won't open my mouth so he can put that filthy cock of his in there again."
Lance looks bewildered at Denise wondering if she will tolerate this outburst of insolence.
"Hmm, the little bitch is showing some spunk. Well Lance she is obviously upset about the whole ice thing so I guess you aren't getting your dick sucked again after all."
"That's right . . . No more begging. If you are going to fuck me, fuck me you evil bitch but him . . . he gets nothing." Gwen clamps her mouth shut staring first at Lance before swinging her head around to glare at Denise.
Gwen meets the Devil's harsh gaze for a quick moment before closing her eyes and dropping her head—her mouth still clamped shut. She has suffered enough humiliation for one evening.
"Oh I think I like this new game we shall play. The old filly wants to be bold and insolent to her Master's wishes. I must break you . . . gently at first though as you are such a beautiful filly."
"And we will make her suck me again right Nana D.?" Lance askes eagerly.
"We shall see. You just have that big cock of yours ready and if the opportunity arises . . . be brave and shove it in her open mouth."
Gwen raises her head to stare at Lance shaking her head no while mouthing the words, "No fucking way."
The Devil is thrilled her game has taken such a turn with Lance and Gwen at odds with each other. Their underlying anger shall only serve to fuel the undeniable forbidden passion that each possess for one another.
Nestling up closer to Gwen, running her hands all over her ass, Denise uses the head of the dildo to tease her rubbing the big fake cock in soft circles against both cheeks of her ass before lightly brushing it up against her pussy. Gwen to shudders in anticipation, but still she stays silent with her head turned down and away from Lance.
"Lift her head up, Lance, and hold it there gently. Be ready to shove it in."
Lance reaches down with his hand attempting to gently turn his Nana's face up to him but she resists his efforts.
"Lift that head up bitch." Denise accents her harsh command with a forceful slap of her crop on the back of Gwen's head. She responds immediately lifting her face up, scowling at Lance, but still with her mouth clamped shut. He smiles down at her pushing his jutting cock within inches of her lips.
Denise pushes the bulbous head of the strap on just inside Gwen's wet opening before pulling it out and then slipping two fingers deep inside of her moist cunt. Gwen lets out a hiss through her clenched lips feeling the Devil's fingers exploring her aching wet pussy.
Gwen is starting to get impatient as she feels Denise fingers stroking her clit in a most teasing manner.
She turns her head back toward Denise not caring if she feels the sting of the crop again barking, "Would you just go ahead and fuck me and get it over with please. Put it in me. Go onnnnn--"
Denise, sensing the time is right, gives in to her pleas and rams the dildo deep inside of Gwen fast and hard causing her begging to end in a long drawn out moan of ecstasy to which Lance takes full advantage of by filling her open mouth with his waiting cock.
Gwen has no choice but to suck on her grandson's cock now as his strong hand holds her head in place. Besides she is too lost in a world of pleasure as Denise carefully works the large dildo in slowly at first making sure Gwen is good and warmed up before she begins to fuck her proper.
Gripping Gwen hips, Denise grinds the strap on in and out of her ever so carefully while gradually picking up the tempo. Gwen arches her back trying desperately to get more of the nine inches inside of her as she starts to suck on her grandson's hard member in earnest.
"Lance pull that beautiful cock out of her mouth. I want to hear the slut moan and beg for the Devil's cock." Denise takes a step back letting her massive toy rest just inside Gwen's wet hole. She smiles at Lance as she unzips her bustier letting them big beautiful tits of hers loose.
"I want you to play with yourself, Lance, as you watch me fuck her. Keep that big hard gun of yours pointed right at her face though."
Turning her attention back to Gwen, Denise patiently uses one finger reaching down to stroke her click as she pulls the dildo just out of her pussy.
"Now do you want more of my cock inside again honey or shall we just tease you all night? Yes or no!!"
"Please more . . . Fuck me harder, Master. I am ready. Please . . . go on and put it in me. Please," she whines, "I need it so bad."
The Devil, turned on immensely by the Christian slut's begging, grips Gwen's hips and without warning slams the dildo inside her over and over again making Gwen shudder from the impact. The two women soon fall into a wild rhythm with Gwen moaning louder with every rapid hammer blow from Denise's full-sized cock.
Lance is stroking his cock with an urgency that has he rushing toward a tremendous orgasm. If there ever could be a more erotic scene-- his Nana Gwen chained to the rug on her fours getting fucked hard by the Devil herself, his other nana-- he can't imagine what it might be.
He really likes the look of absolute girlish delight on the Devil's pretty face while she slams the dildo into his Nana Gweny. But what really causes that throbbing meat missile of his to reach new heights of hardness is the way his Nana D.'s tits are bouncing up and down while she rocks her hips back and forth shoving the dildo deep inside his wailing Nana Gwen.
He is close to exploding. "I'm about to cum, Master," he says hoarsely feeling his cock beginning to jerk as his hand flies up and down the shaft of his cock.
"Stifle your pending explosion long enough to bury your cock in her mouth. I have an idea," Denise commands him as she reaches down and picks up the butt plug-- spitting on it for lube-- before shoving its four inches in Gwen's ass making her gasp just as she starts fucking her again . . . this time quite seriously.
Having all three of her holes filled at once sends Gwen into a frenzied state of debauchery that has her nearing an earth shattering orgasm. Sucking wildly on her Grandson's cock while Denise pounds away, rattling the chains holding her pinned to the rug, Gwen tips over the edge just as she feels her mouth being filled with a load of warm semen.
Denise releases the quivering Gwen from her chains as the three of them fall to the carpet. They cuddle for a few short minutes before Denise rises up to a sitting position announcing, "Well you two came hard. I hope you are both satisfied but what about poor little me, hmm?"
"What about you?" Gwen barks back aggressively as she wipes a bit of cum from her lips.
"A bit angry I see about the way we just used you like a cheap harlot my dear. Well, you will get over it. A good Christian cunt, like yourself, believes in forgiveness. Remember it's in the Goddamn bible . . . it's all about forgiveness in that stupid silly book."
"I am going to use the bathroom if anyone cares," Lance chimes not wanting to be a part of this little scene which he believes is on the verge of turning ugly. When neither of them respond he grabs his jeans off the floor, slips them on, and trots off to the bathroom.
"Yes, I suppose," Gwen replies willing her anger to go away as she knows otherwise the Devil will just feed off of it.
"So the question stands . . . What about me. You two both came nicely and I get nothing. Not very fair."
"Yeah, you of all people talking about being fair. Fair would be giving us a chance to tie you down and tease the hell out of you. How would that be?"
The Devil responds with a wicked smile. "Hmm, sounds interesting. Very interesting, indeed. I do think the games are not yet over for tonight."
And indeed they aren't . . . not by a fucking long shot.
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Kelly reached across the table and gripped her daughter's hand. This small act of affection had great meaning: Kelly was finally comfortable enough around her daughter to show her not only love, but to offer her advice.
"Honey, eat, you're too thin."
"I am eating, Mom. Look, I finished my salad." She pushed her empty salad plate across the table toward her mom. "And now I am working on my sandwich."
Kelly tried to suppress a smile. Since their reunion, this was the first time she heard her daughter say the word "mom" so easily. "More like nibbling at your sandwich. And thanks by the way."
"For?" Julie asked.
"For calling me Mom and acting like it wasn't forced. I know this is hard on you trying to accept me back into your life."
"Hmm . . . not so . . . hard." Kelly replied in between bites of her chicken salad sandwich.
"Don-" Kelly started to correct her daughter before stopping abruptly.
"You were going to say, 'Don't talk with your mouth full, Kelly darling'. You almost were going to sound just like grandma there for a minute."
They both break out in spontaneous laughter at Julie's little jibe aimed at her grandmother. Things were going much better with Julie than Kelly could have ever hoped. The upcoming night will be the first time they will have a chance at being truly alone.
Kelly returned to the small Ohio town of Hunter's Creek for the first time since she left some eighteen years ago. Her deep California tan, pretty blond hair, blue eyes, shapely five- five 36-25-34 figure stood out in stark contrast to most of the other moms in this small town of just over seven thousand people.
In high school, Kelly was successful in everything she tried. She was a co-captain of the cheerleader squad, runner up for prom queen and chairman of the year book committee. Plus she was a star on the girls' volleyball team that took third in the state finals.
Her high school sweetheart was a star linebacker on the football team, and a bit of a jerk off the field, but still, after she got pregnant from him, they made plans to marry.
She was eight months pregnant when Bobby left her. Being dumped in the first place-let alone being eight months pregnant- really flipped her world upside down.
Her parents, Melissa and Doug, conservative to the core, were upset when Julie got knocked up in the first place. She fought bitterly with them, especially after hinting she might get an abortion.
The talk of an abortion was the final straw. Her mother especially was livid telling Kelly in no uncertain terms she would have the baby, and if she did not want it afterwards, it could be arranged so they, Kelly's parents, would adopt the baby as their own.
Kelly, young and headstrong, and full of dreams for her life that did not include raising a baby by herself, took her mother up on the proposal. She gave birth and at the age of 18 headed to California with fanciful dreams of being a starlet in mind.
Like many a small town girl who trod before her, Kelly's dreams of stardom were never realized. Instead of going home and admitting defeat, Kelly secured a job, enrolled in UCLA, and ended up with a law degree. A lucky break here and there, combined with a ton of hard work, allowed her to become a fairly successful Hollywood lawyer.
Eighteen years later, after taking a leave of absence from the law firm, she was back home trying to mend fences with her only child.
At first her parents, always so protective of Julie, refused to let Kelly see her without one of them being present. The supervised visits burned Kelly up, but she agreed not wanting to create additional controversy.
Finally, circumstances would allow Kelly time alone with her daughter. Melissa and Doug were forced to take a trip to western Kentucky to visit Melissa's sister who was in the hospital with a serious illness. They would be staying overnight and decided to invite Kelly to come spend the night with Julie so she wouldn't have to be home alone.
After finishing their lunch on this cold December afternoon, mother and daughter headed back out to finish their shopping. So far things were going perfectly. They talked, laughed, held hands, and generally acted like they had the perfect mother and teenage daughter relationship.
After shopping, on the way home, Julie implored her mother to stop at a store and get a bottle of wine for the evening. Kelly, playing the role of proper mother, told her 18 year old daughter she was "too young to be drinking."
Julie laughed before asking, "And how old were you when you had your first drink, Mom."
"Hmm, maybe 25 or 26, I think."
"Bullshit!"
"Hey young lady watch your mouth." Kelly snapped.
"You watch your mouth with those lies," Julie snapped back without missing a beat.
"OK, fine, I was seventeen the first time I got drunk. It was the best night of my life." Kelly answered as they pulled into the local liquor store.
"Oh why is that? Did your boyfriend like . . . do you good or something?"
Kelly rolled her eyes at her daughter's crass remark not bothering to respond as they walked into the store. When Julie pressed for an answer, Kelly finally answered quietly, "Because it was the night you were conceived silly."
Kelly picked out two of the store's more expensive bottles of wine: one white and one red, hoping it would not be a mistake allowing her underage daughter to drink.
Back in the car, Julie, seeing the worried expression on her mom's face, told her, "Would you rather have me drinking with some boy or my own mother. Come on how much trouble can I get in to. I wanna live a little with Grandma and Grandpa gone. I mean, Jesus, they don't let me do anything."
"Yeah, they are a bit overbearing at times," Kelly agreed with a wry smile as she settled in behind the wheel of her rented sedan. By the time they reached home the snow was coming down in large white waves much to Kelly's delight. She missed the snow living in sunny Los Angeles.
They spent the evening nestled together on the couch watching a movie while sipping on the white wine. Before too long, the youthful exuberance of Julie caused her to switch from sipping her wine to gulping it down.
By the end of the movie, Julie was passed out on the couch, pressed up against her mother. Kelly paid scant attention to the ending of the movie, instead she was solely focused on enjoying this rare chance to bond with her daughter.
Even though she was eighteen now, it gave Kelly some measure of comfort to think of Julie as "her baby." Sleeping like this, her daughter was a picture of youthful beauty and innocence.
A few minutes later, Julie awoke with a start. The living room was dark except for the soft glow of the TV. Rubbing her eyes she looked around realizing she was alone.
"Mom, where are you?"
"Right here hon." Kelly replied as she hurried down the stairs. She had left a few minutes ago, going to the upstairs' bathroom, to strip out of her jeans and blouse, and into her usual sleeping attire—a pair of shorts and a tank top.
"I was just upstairs getting ready for bed," Kelly answered plopping back down on the couch next to Julie.
"I guess I fell asleep, huh?"
"More like passed out, sweetie. If your grandmother finds out-"
"She won't." Julie said with a sheepish smile. "I guess I drank too fast."
"Yeah, I warned you not to gulp your wine down."
"And just like any good teenage daughter I did not listen."
"And now you are paying the price huh," Kelly pushed a strand of Julie's pretty blond hair out of her face.
"You were cuddling me for a long time right? Even after I passed out?"
"Yes, honey. I guess I was. Is that all right?"
"If that is the price I have to pay for passing out drunk, being cuddled by my mommy while I sleep, I will gladly pay it every night."
"Really, you have upgraded me to 'mommy status' now?"
"I can't help it. The way you were cuddling me so sweetly before I passed out reminded me of the way grandma used to cuddle me when I was a young girl . . . but only better."
"Better how?"
"Well, you smell better than Grandma for one, and second, Grandma never liked to cuddle for too long. Said it hurt her bones or something."
"At least I got that going for me. Strong bones and I don't smell like granny. Well, I think it's time for bed anyways. We are both tired."
"Can't we talk just for a few minutes before going to bed? Maybe start a fire and cuddle some more in front of the fireplace. I want to hear about California, about your life there. You never talk about it."
"For good reason since leaving you to go there was a mistake. Maybe that is why I haven't said much about it. Besides . . ." She stared at the old brick fireplace, sighing as the memory of a story her mother told her many years ago came back to haunt her. "I don't think I could bear to cuddle with you there in front of the fireplace."
"Mom, why?"
"Look let's just go to bed." Kelly replied maybe a little too sharply. She was not willing to share any secrets with her daughter. Not just yet anyways.
"OK." Julie answered suspecting whatever might be bothering her mother about cuddling in front of the fireplace will have to wait for another time.
Going up the stairs, holding hands, they paused after reaching the landing.
"So where are you going to sleep, Mom?"
"Well your grandma said I could sleep in their bed for the night, but I don't know. I think maybe the couch would be better."
"Too much like sleeping with the enemy if you sleep in their bedroom huh?"
Kelly laughed. Julie's sense of humor was much like hers- subtle and sarcastic. "I think it would be just weird, you know. I will just find some blankets and sleep on the couch."
"But only after making sure I get off to bed safely by tucking me in right, Mommy?" replied with a mischievous twinkle in her eyes that caught Kelly off guard.
"Really, you wanna be tucked in huh?"
"Don't all little girls want to be tucked in by their mommy's? Now come on." Julie grabbed Kelly's hand and pulled her down the hallway.
"So now you're my little girl huh and I'm your mommy?"
"Why not. This is our chance to make up for a life time of lost memories . . . Mommy."
There was that word again- Mommy. Hearing it again set Kelly's heart on fire. It was something she thought she would never hear anyone call her.
Reaching Julie's bedroom door, Kelly let out a small sigh of relief. For a moment she thought Julie was going to lead her down to her former bedroom, but instead she went breezing past it, and stopped at what was once the guest bedroom.
As Julie started to enter the bedroom, Kelly made an impulsive decision. She felt playful from the wine and decided to act upon the theme her daughter started. Making her voice stern she barked at Julie, "Little girl, aren't you forgetting something . . . like brushing your teeth before bed."
"Oops, sorry, Mommy. You're right." Julie did an about face and hurried down the hallway toward the bathroom, but not before stopping and giving her mother a quick hug while whispering in her ear, "I like we are doing this. Stick to your role, we both need this."
A minute later Julie was calling from the bathroom. "Mommy, my teeth are all brushed. Where are you?"
"Downstairs sweetie, preparing my bed. I am coming right up."
Kelly finished arranging the blankets on the couch and hurried upstairs where she found an impatient Julie tapping her hand on the railing.
"Come on," she whined, "I hope you didn't forget."
Forget what sweetie?" Kelly replied following her daughter down the hallway.
"You promised to brush my hair for me tonight before tucking me into bed."
"I did?"
Julie turned with a pouty look on her pretty face. "You are not backing out?"
"Of course not dear, of course not."
Once inside her bedroom, Kelly took a moment to look around and was hit with that singular pain that only the loss of youth can bring. Much of the furnishings in Julie's bedroom were hand me downs from her own bedroom. The night stand, the vanity table and mirror, the small dresser stuck in one corner; all were hers at one time long ago.
Her eyes landed on a framed photo on the nightstand next to Julie's bed. It's a picture of the two of them sharing a selfie shortly after she arrived from California.
Kelly remembered that afternoon well. It was the first time she felt the ice melting between them. She had been home for about two weeks, and thus far things between her and Julie had been awkward at best.
The afternoon of the photo was no different. Kelly and Julie were supposed to go out to lunch—just the two of them—and then her mother invited herself along. Towards the end of lunch, Melissa excused herself to use the bathroom, and as soon as she was out of sight, Julie quickly scooted around to Kelly's side of the table, pulled out her camera, and snapped the picture.
Kelly swiped a hand across her eyes fighting back the tears threatening to spill out just as Julie sat down on the bench in front of her vanity table. Kelly, sniffling, reached out and grabbed the lone brush off the table. The wine was making her emotional.
"Now do it nice and slow, just like I like, Mommy," Julie whispered to her.
Kelly started to stroke her daughter's hair. It was the color of sunshine on a bright day— a soft tumble of golden locks that was beauty personified. Just like her hair, everything about Julie was soft and full of beauty.
While running the brush through her hair Kelly looked at her daughter in the mirror. With her head back and eyes shut she was obviously enjoying the attentions of being pampered by her mommy.
She was beautiful- in that small town, vintage Midwest American way- just like her mother when she only eighteen. Her eyes, a misty blue, could melt the coldest of hearts. Her delicate ears, adorned by the pair of expensive diamond studded ear rings she talked Kelly into buying her several weeks ago, framed a cute button nose. A set of dazzling, angel-white teeth gleamed in perfection casting a spell whenever she smiled.
Her beauty was accented by a broad range of personalities ranging from bubbly to demure. She used each one to achieve whatever goal her headstrong mind set upon. And what she could not achieve by sheer force of personality, she would often then turn to her impish figure with its abundance of youthful, still developing curves. She was a born show off wearing her clothes in a chic and rebellious way that spelled sex and innocence all at the same time.
After a dozen or so long careful strokes of the brush Kelly paused. "You have gorgeous hair honey. Anyone ever tell you that?"
"No, Grandma or Grandpa, neither one of them are exactly full of praise. I am sure you know that." Julie opened her eyes and turned her face up to her mother. She batted those pretty blue eyes at her before saying softly, "This means a lot to me. The way we are playing mommy and her little girl . . . the way you are pampering me."
"Well, I think it's easy to pamper such a lovely princess like yourself pumpkin . . . and who says we are pretending. You are my little girl even if you are a bit grown up now and I will always be your mommy."
Kelly stroked the side of Julie's face and in that moment, for the first time in her life, she felt a real connection with her daughter.
"Pumpkin, I like that. Can that be your secret little nickname for me? And by the way I am not pretending either. I really am your little girl. That is the way I feel. What about you?"
"Of course, I feel the same. I am not pretending. I am your mommy silly. Now, it's late and time to get this adorable pumpkin off to beddy."
"OK, but first . . . Maybe you could help your little girl get undressed?"
"I think some little girl is really pushing it when it comes to being pampered honey. I think you are old enough to get undressed all by yourself."
"Maybe, it's just . . ." Julie stood up, turning around to face her mother. "It's just I have had a lot to drink tonight and my blouse has all these buttons and then there's the tie at the bottom."
Deciding to play along, Kelly started counting aloud. "My, let me see, one, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten. Ten buttons and a tie at the bottom. I guess you are right that is a whole lot of buttons for some little drunk girl to manage."
"It is Mommy," Julie giggled grabbing her mom's hand and dragging her across the bedroom to the bed. "Besides if you help me get undressed it's one more thing we can both cross off our list."
"Our list?"
Reaching the bed, Julie pushed her mom down into a sitting position. "The list of things we never got to do because you ran off and left me for the glitter of Hollywood."
"Ahh yes, guilt. A potent weapon indeed." Kelly whispered as Julie moved so she was standing right in front of her mother. Reaching up, her fingers trembling slightly, Kelly undid the first button on her daughter's blouse.
Kelly took her time, being patient-just like any good mother would be- in undoing her daughters pretty royal blue blouse.
After getting her blouse unbuttoned all the way, Kelly carefully worked on undoing the large knot at the bottom. Just as she got the knot undone, she paused to look up. "I suppose you will also need help getting out of those tight jeans of yours little girl?"
"Yes, if you don't mind, Mommy?"
"Of course not . . ." Kelly said as she reached up and slipped the blouse off Julie's shoulders. She was wearing a white lace bra underneath that clearly showed off her daughter's youthful tits. Kelly took a quick glance at them wondering just how many boys have had the pleasure of feeling up her daughter by now.
Kelly, her fingers this time trembling noticeably, started to undo her daughter's jeans. They were indeed tight.
"Jesus hon . . ." Kelly strained to pull the jeans down past Julie's hips. "Did you paint these things on?"
"No, of course not, Mommy. What . . . you think I don't look good in them or something?"
"It's not that . . ." Kelly said grunting as she finally managed to wrestle the jeans off her hips. "I am just wondering if I should maybe forbid my little girl from wearing such tight jeans."
"You should coz I bet your wore tight jeans when you were my age."
"Yeah, sometimes, if I was willing to incur the wrath of your grandparents."
"Ahh, their bark is worse than their bite when it comes to complaining about clothes."
"Yes, that is true . . . so now what do you sleep in?" Kelly asked as she stood up.
"A bed . . . duh."
"Hmm, a smart ass little girl. I like it. OK, if I must rephrase my question . . . what do you wear to bed?"
"What do you think?"
"Well, you are a cute little girl and most cute little girls wear jammies to bed I imagine. Now what drawer to keep them in honey."
Julie, trying to stifle a laugh, pointed to the lone dresser in her room.
"Fine, I suppose I have to get them for you."
"Of course, I want to be pampered completely tonight by my mommy."
Kelly pulled open the top drawer of the dresser and found only some neatly folded tee shirts and blouses. She was just shutting the drawer when suddenly Julie cried out, "Whatever you do, don't, ahh check my bottom drawer, Mommy."
"Really, little girl and what are you hiding down there . . . from your grandparents."
Julie giggled. "Nothing, I am a good little girl."
"Is it locked?"
"No. I don't need locks. Grandpa and Grandma may be overbearing sometimes but they do respect my privacy."
'Well, guess what . . . I am not them, but instead your mother so . . ."
Kelly reached for the bottom drawer while turning to gauge Julie's reaction. It looked like she was about to burst out in giggles.



She was surprised, at first, when she found nothing but a bunch of socks, and what looked to be a few old ratty sweatshirts. Then she got a major shock after reaching under the sweatshirts to feel around as her hand bumped up against something long and hard; sleek and smooth.
She pushed the old sweatshirts aside to find herself staring at a good sized vibrator. After pushing another sweater aside, she also found a decent sized flesh colored strap on dildo along with two sets of fur lined handcuffs.
Kelly slammed the door shut and turned to find Julie rolling on the bed in laughter.
"Not funny little girl." Kelly marched over to the bed; more amused than angry. "You had this planned all along I think!"
"Who me? Why I am just an innocent little girl, Mommy." Julie whispered sweetly.
"Of course you are pumpkin. Those sex toys probably aren't even yours."
"They are not mine . . . really, they are my best friend's. Her parents are lame and always searching her room so she stashes them here."
"Fine, if you say so. Now seriously where are your pajamas? You are making mommy very angry with your fooling around."
"Don't be mad, but I actually don't wear jammies to bed anymore. I sleep naked.
"Well that is one thing we have in common anyways."
"Really, I knew there was a reason why I sleep that way. Imitating my mother. So are you going to help me take off her bra and panties, Mommy?"
Kelly, once more, marveled just how full of mischief her daughter really was with the pertinent question being- should she continue to play along. Kelly's inner voice gave the answer. Of course you must . . . otherwise you risk upsetting things when they are going along so nicely.
"OK, turn around hon so I can undo your bra. I swear . . ." She reached down and carefully unhooked Julie's bra. "You are more spoiled than a princess."
After making short work of undoing the bra, Kelly reached up and gently slipped it off her shoulders. As the bra slid off her body Julie immediately reached up and crossed her arms over her chest shyly covering her small breasts.
Turning to her mother, Julie whispered. "And prettier than a princess too right, Mommy?"
"Hmm, a thousand times. Now stand up as I think you can take your own panties off sweetie."
Never uncrossing her arms, Julie slowly rose to her feet. "You do it Mommy. Please. I don't want to have to take my arms away from my chest."
"Well why not pumpkin are you cold or something?"
"Or something . . . yes." Julie answered quietly.
"You wanna tell me what that something is?" Kelly asked after she hooked a pair of fingers in the waistband of her daughter's innocent looking white panties.
"Its . . . I am embarrassed."
"Embarrassed? Why on earth would you be embarrassed?" Kelly leisurely pulled Julie's panties down past her luscious thighs knowing already what that "something" was. She remembered all too well how insecure she was about her breasts when she was her age.
"Come on, pumpkin. Don't you trust me?" Kelly was determined to get the truth out of her daughter, not wanting her to enter young womanhood being overly concerned about the size of her breasts.
"I am too shy to say." Julie responded in a small voice.
"OK. Tell you what, if I guess correctly will you let me know I am right?"
Julie nodded her head yes.
"I think you are embarrassed honey because your breasts are really . . . not that big yet . . . notice, I said yet."
Julie dropped her eyes to her mother's chest. "You mean I still have time for them to get big like yours."
"Mommy's aren't that big. I only wear a 36 D bra hon."
"Wow . . . I mean that is big to me. I only wear a 34B."
"And B is for beautiful hon. Remember that."
"Oh, you are just saying that. My breasts aren't beautiful at all." Julie coyly replied while moving a step closer to her mother. Her chest was mere inches from her mom's face.
"Actually I kind of am because," Kelly said, reaching out with both hands to take her daughter's hands, "some little girl is too shy to show Mommy her breasts."
Kelly, applying gentle pressure, started to pull Julie's arms away from her chest. Julie put up some resistance, before sighing, and allowing her mother to pull her arms down.
Tucking her hands behind her back, Julie offered her mother a slight smile as Kelly's eyes flickered over her daughters perk little tits. Her nipples were fully erect, maybe from the cold, or maybe from something else.
"So are my boobies at least a little bit nice, Mommy?"
"Oh sweetie you truly have an absolutely gorgeous pair of boobies."
Kelly, unthinking, extended her hand out, meaning to . . . what touch one of her daughter's deliciously erect nipples . . . but at the very last moment her hand breezed by, and instead, settled on stroking the side of her face.
"I think you are just saying that to make me feel better."
Julie covered herself with her arms once again.
"I think some little girl lacks confidence and needs a shot of self-esteem. Do you have a mirror here besides the one on your vanity?"
"Yes, on the back of my closet door. A full length one."
"Perfect. Come with me." Kelly felt dizzy as she took Julie by the hand and led her across the bedroom to the closet. She felt the way someone feels when venturing into uncharted territory knowing it might lead to disaster- or rich rewards.
'What are we doing, Mommy?" Julie asked allowing herself to be led across the room while keeping her arms clamped tightly around her chest.
"Just a little exercise in self-esteem that my grandmother, your great-grandmother, taught me. Now just be a good girl and indulge me on this for just a moment sweetie."
Kelly opened the closet door and then directed Julie so she was standing in front of the full length mirror while positioning herself directly behind her.
The taller Kelly leaned down, placing her hands on Julie's shoulders, before whispering in her ear, "Now just relax baby . . . close your eyes and lean your head back against Mommy."
Julie obeyed as Kelly's hands slid across her shoulders, and then on down past her arms, and onto her wrists. She again tried to pull her daughter's arms down, but this time Julie offered much greater resistance.
"Oh come on pumpkin, don't be like that. I promise this will help. Trust me and relax."
Julie let out a sigh and relaxed her arms allowing them to be pulled down to her side.
"Now open your eyes and tell yourself . . . whisper it aloud . . . my breasts are beautiful. Come on try it, please baby."
Julie opened her eyes; they flickered once before finding her mother's eyes in the mirror. And then, in a wavering voice barely rising loud enough to be called a whisper, Julie did as her mother instructed her. "My breasts are beautiful."
"Hmm, good, but louder this time because trust me honey"- Kelly nuzzled her mouth right up to Julie's ear whispering softly- "your tits are gorgeous."
This time Julie has the makings of a little smile on her face when she began to speak with greater confidence. "My breasts are beautiful."
"Much better pumpkin. Now once more."
This time with a shrewd smile and in a louder voice that wavered not at all, she spoke confidently, "My breasts are beautiful."
"That is perfect little girl. Now you do that, maybe every night before you go to bed, or often as you need to until you stop having those silly doubts. Do you understand me?" Kelly said, running her fingers through Julie's hair.
Julie, in one quick motion, turned around and hugged her mother tightly, before giving her a warm kiss on the cheek. "Thanks, Mommy."
Kelly took a step back, thrown off balance by this unexpected display of affection. "Your welcome hon. Now, let's get you off to bed."
"Mommy, can I ask you a question?"
"Of course, hon, but first I think we need to get you tucked into bed." Kelly took a couple steps, heading toward the bed, before she realized Julie wasn't following her.
When Kelly turned back around her daughter was still standing there; hands clasped behind her back with a pensive look on her face. "I want to ask my question . . . now."
"Of course baby, but you really should get into your bed." If for no other reason than to keep me from staring at those gorgeous little boobs of yours, Kelly thought to herself with some shame.
When still Julie didn't budge, Kelly knew, despite the little game they were playing of Julie pretending to be her sweet little girl, her daughter was, in fact, a stubborn teenager with no intention of bending to her mother's will.
"OK baby," Kelly replied with a sigh, before coming back to Julie and slipping behind her once more. "Ask your question."
"Why haven't you given me at least one kiss all day or even told me you loved me. I mean I can understand why you didn't before especially with Nana always hovering around you. But all day, and especially tonight, we have been alone and yet . . ."
Their eyes found each other's in the mirror. Kelly can tell by the way Julie was blinking her eyes rapidly she was on the verge of tears.
My fault, she silently chastised herself, I let her enjoy too much wine, and it has made her highly emotional . . . just like me when I drink.
Kelly needed to tread carefully here, or all the hard work she put in today getting close to her daughter could blow up in her face. She decided the best course of action was to simply tell the truth . . . coached in the sweetest of possible terms.
"Honey, trust me, I do love you, more than you could ever imagine." She paused and placed her hands on Julie's shoulders. "Honestly, I have been fighting the urge to shower you with kisses all night, especially tonight as I feel we are growing closer, but your mother . . . your mommy is scared. I know mommies aren't supposed to be scared, but the sad fact is, I am."
Julie turned to face her mother. "Why are you scared?"
The words came pouring out of Kelly without thinking- without reservation. "I am scared of showing you too much emotion, too soon, and scaring you off. It's only been a little while since I have been back in your life and tonight is the first time we have been really alone so I decided to just take things slow. That is the God's honest truth baby. Trust me . . . Mommy's love for you is boundless as is her desire to shower her most precious pumpkin with kisses."
Julie turned back around, wrapping her mother's hands in hers, before pushing them against her flat tummy. She stared at her seriously in the mirror and then began to speak the words that will set her mother's world on fire.
"Mommy, listen. I stand here before you . . . naked, cold and shivering . . . but will forever refuse my cozy bed so close by. Instead, I am waiting for my first warm kiss and soft whisper of love from a mommy that I have never known, but yet have always loved in my heart of hearts."
Now it was Kelly's turn to fight back the tears. She carefully turned her daughter around knowing what she must do. Leaning down, Kelly gave Julie a tender kiss on one cheek, and then the other. Pulling back, she raised her mouth up applying the lightest of kisses to her daughter's forehead as she whispered, "I love you so much sweetie." And then another light kiss on the forehead before she finished, "So very, very much."
Kelly started to pull away lacking the courage to push for more, but Julie stopped her, reaching up with both hands and drawing her face back down. "I love you too, Mommy . . . so . . . so . . . so . . . very much," she whispered.
A light smacking noise filled the room three times in succession as each "so" was accompanied by the lightest of kisses- each one lasting just a bit longer than the previous- directly on her mother's lips.
Julie, gripped her mother's hands tightly, leading her back toward the bed. In a daze, and on a pair of very shaky legs, Kelly followed as her eyes slipped down to her daughter's bare, perfectly, tanned ass.
Reaching the bed, Julie twisted around, tucking her hands behind her back, and brazenly thrust her small boobs out at her mother. "Now I am ready to be tucked in, Mommy."
Kelly eyes dart to her daughter's tits, which just like her ass, are perfectly tanned. There was something about this, both her ass and tits being so well tanned, that necessitated thinking about, something that just now hits her, but as a shiver came over her body, she knew it will have to wait.
"O-of course honey. Here let me pull the covers back for you, and then into bed with you baby girl."
Julie gave Kelly a disarming smile as she crawled into the bed helped by a hand on her back from her mother that came dangerously close to that sweet little ass of hers.
She had just scolded herself not to think about it, but the thought came anyway. Julie's tits and ass are perfectly tanned which means she must lie out in the sun nude to get such a tan; or maybe she was going to a tanning salon, lying in the tanning bed nude. Either way, or maybe both, it's not the behavior of someone shy and insecure about their body. Am I being played here?
Kelly tucked the covers around Julie's shoulders as she tried to regain her composure. Julie's kisses have left her shaken.
Sitting down on the edge of the bed, fiddling with the covers on the bed, Kelly takes a minute to compose herself. "Well, good night pumpkin."
"Good night mommy and don't forget my four kissy poo's."
"Four? Is that all you get baby girl?"
"Hmm, yeah. One here and here." Julie pointed in turn to both of her cheeks. "And one here." She now pointed to her forehead. "And save the best one for last." Finally, she pointed to her lips.
"Mommy would never forget her baby's good night kissy poo's."
Kelly leaned down and planted a kiss tenderly on Julie's forehead, before quickly placing two more on each of her cheeks. She pulled back slightly, and took another deep breath, telling herself to keep this final kiss on the lips brief.
She tried for briefness and failed. Miserably. Deliciously. Closing her eyes, she brushed her lips against Julie's as she breathed, "I love you."
She started to pull away, but Julie raised up refusing to let go so easily. Their final kiss lingered just long enough to, once again, set Kelly's heart ablaze with forbidden lust. When it was over, Kelly reached over and clicked off the bed side lamp, before heading for the door.
As her mother neared the door, Julie spoke up. "Mommy, can you turn the light on in the closet and leave the door open a bit. I don't like it totally dark."
"Of course, hon." As she walked slowly across the dark bedroom to the closet Kelly was almost disappointed. When Julie first called out to her, Kelly thought- just maybe- she was going to ask her something else—like "Mommy will you sleep with me."
Kelly opened the closet door and flicked the light on leaving the door slightly ajar. She paused giving Julie one last chance to extend the much anticipated invitation.
Silence. She started back across the room, her disappointment growing with every step. Just as she reached the bedroom door and was about to slip back out into the hallway, it came, like a midnight reprieve from the governor, floating across the darkness, her daughter's voice.
"Mommy?"
"Yes, pumpkin," Kelly answered trying to control the excitement in her voice.
"I was wondering if maybe you wanna sleep in my bed tonight, instead of downstairs on that uncomfortable old couch."
"Oh sweetie, that is a wonderful invitation." Kelly said crossing the room and sitting down on the bed. "Although you play the role of Mommy's innocent little girl so very wonderful . . . So wonderful, in fact, you could win an academy award for acting, and it really is a tempting offer, I think I should probably pass."
"Why?" Julie whined.
Kelly smiled in the semi- darkness. Julie's whine was not the whine of a little girl, but of a teenage girl who was used to getting what she wanted.
"I just think maybe you are a bit old to be sleeping with your mother is all." She started to rise from the bed hoping . . .
"Mom, forget my age!!" Julie responded harshly.
The anger, or was it hurt, probably both, was apparent in Julie's voice as Kelly sat back down on the bed, relieved Julie was not letting her go so easily.
"Forget your age? Easy to do when you are playing the role of my little girl so sweetly, but at some point reality has to come back into play baby an-"
"Don't call me baby!!" Julie interjected her anger now more than apparent.
"OK, well, Julie then . . . as I was saying at some point reality has to come back into play and you are eighteen." Kelly paused allowing a chance for a rebuttal.
"Mom, don't you get it?" an exasperated Julie argued. "This is about a mother and daughter reuniting after years of being separated, and sharing something special. My age doesn't matter!"
"We have already had quite the little bonding session tonight in your bedroom."
"Yes, and it has been so wonderful and that is why I don't want it to end." Julie grabbed her mother's hands and brought them to her lips kissing them lightly. "Please, I loved being cuddled by you downstairs on the couch earlier, and that was before."
"Before what hon?"
"Before you were pampering me so sweetly because I was pretending to be your little girl. Now I think you cuddling me now . . . cuddling your little girl would be so much better, especially up here in my nice comfortable bed, instead on the ratty old couch."
"I suppose you do have a point, but I am just wondering. You said, 'pretending to be your little girl'. Is that all it was to you just a big game of pretend?"
"Well, at first, yeah, maybe. I was just kind of fooling around, but as we kept going it just seemed so-"
"Natural." Kelly interjected.
"Exactly. I think the reality of what we were doing is something we both desperately missed."
"You are a very astute young lady. I will give you that. And for me the reality is this . . . I really felt my love blossom for you as I played my role of Mommy."
"So let it blossom some more. Join your little girl in bed."
"So we can bond some more pumpkin?"
"Yes, Mommy." Julie tilted her head while batting those misty blue eyes at her mother. "Please, pretty please . . . with sugar on top."
"You know," Kelly sighed, "Mommy can never deny her little girl anything, especially when she begs so desperately."
"So you will sleep with me then?"
"Of course. Was there ever any doubt?" Kelly replied laughing. "Now scoot over and give your mommy some room huh little girl. Don't be a bed hog."
Kelly started to pull back the covers, ready to crawl in bed with her daughter, when she is hit with one last surprise on this night of infinite surprises.
"Mommy, I thought you said you sleep naked . . . just like me."
"Oh, I do sweetie, but well, that is when I am alone. I just figured it would be maybe more comfortable for you if I wasn't, you know, naked."
"But I thought we were going to bond. Doesn't skin to skin contact promote bonding between mother and child? And remember you owe your baby girl some real bonding time and . . ." She slowly pulled down on the covers letting them fall from her naked breasts. "As you can see I am fully prepared to play my role."
"You're right pumpkin. Skin to skin contact is an important way for a mother and her baby to bond." Kelly stood up, daring not to think too much about what she was about to do. She curved her fingers around the bottom edge of her tank top before pausing just long enough to take a subtle peek at Julie. Much to her secret delight, she is watching-intently- as Kelly began to slowly pull the tank top up and off of her body.



Dropping her top on the floor, Kelly looked at her daughter. "I suppose you want me to take my shorts off also sweetie."
"Mommy . . . duh . . . if we are really going to share skin to skin bonding you should be completely naked just like me." The tone in her daughter's voice indicated it was a completely dumb question.
Kelly turned shyly away, before pulling down her shorts and panties together in one swift motion. She quickly hopped into the bed as Julie sat there with a triumphant little grin on her adorable face.
After snuggling down under the covers they both began to giggle-maybe to cover the nervousness they felt for being so close, and so very naked, right next to each other.
After their little giggling fit ended, Kelly whispered, "So does grandmother know you sleep naked pumpkin?"
"No, she doesn't come into my room hardly ever now that I'm older."
"What about when you were younger? I remember she never was one for tucking in or good night kisses . . . at least not with me."
"Me neither."
"One time though I had a really bad dream where I woke up screaming and she came into my room and held me and gave me Eskimo kisses until I fell back to sleep."
"Really, I feel deprived. I never got Eskimo kisses from her."
Kelly snuggled closer to her daughter under the covers. She leaned her head down so their foreheads were just touching. "Well I can give you Eskimo kisses baby. Like this."
Kelly rubbed her nose against her daughter's in the traditional fashion as Julie started to giggle. "Those are nice but I prefer the real thing, Mommy."
Kelly pursed her lips and gave Julie several small kisses on first her nose, and then her forehead, while Julie slipped her arms over her shoulders. "Not bad, but this is better."
Their lips come together gently as they share several unhurried kisses, sweet and delicate, before irrefutably they began to turn into something more serious. The kisses continued unabated as they slid deeper under the covers, and deeper into their love for one another. At the very last possible moment, sensing things were spinning out of control, Kelly pulled back.
"Time to go to sleep baby," she whispered.
"I suppose so . . ." Julie sighed turning her back on her mother.
With neither saying a word, it seemed to have come natural to them, they shifted their bodies into a spooning position. Both fell quickly asleep in each other's tight embrace. It was a fitting end to a night full of loving mischief.
As they slept peacefully it snowed; piling up a good ten to twelve inches by the dawn. The blanket of snow stretched from southern Ohio all the way down into Kentucky. Looking out the front window and seeing a lovely unbroken plain of snow, Kelly, had a sense of hope. Maybe her parents will get snowed in, and won't be able to make it home from Kentucky, giving her another night alone with Julie.
As she made breakfast, and listened to the weather forecast for the day, her hope grew. The forecast called for high winds and more snow, resulting in unsafe travel conditions. The snow might even last into the next day.
Around ten thirty, just after she finished up with the eggs and bacon her phone buzzed. It was her mom with the news they are going to be spending a second night in Kentucky.
Her mood brightened, Kelly decided to surprise her daughter by bringing her breakfast in bed. She prepared a tray while praying Julie didn't wake up and ruin her surprise.
Her prayers were answered when, after entering the bedroom, tray in hand, she observed Julie still sleeping peacefully. Not wanting her breakfast to get cold, Kelly sat the tray down on the nightstand, leaned over and gave Julie a small kiss on her forehead.
"Wake up sleepy head, your mom brought you breakfast in bed."
"No . . . more sleep," Julie grumbled trying to turn away.
"Uh-uh, it's already almost eleven, time for you to get up and face the day. Now don't be a grumble bunny and give me a hard time as I have good news."
Julie slowly sat up as Kelly handed her a tee shirt from the closet. "Here put this on. You maybe can sleep naked, but you can't eat your breakfast naked hon."
Julie smiled and pulled the tee shirt on over her head. "So what's the good news?"
"Your grandparents are going to be stuck in Kentucky for another day."
"That is good news, Mom!"
They decided to spend the day outside playing in the snow. First, they built a snowman, complete with carrot nose, and then engaged in a long running snowball fight, before finally taking a break for lunch. After lunch, they headed back outside for some sledding on the large hill that sloped down from the backyard.
It reminded Kelly of her childhood, but only better. She had been an only child with few friends to play with. Now, finally, she had someone to share in her snow play. Just as it started to get dark, they finally headed inside, tired and cold from playing in the snow the whole day.
Julie surprised her mother by insisting on making dinner. "Unlike you Mom," she teased, "I listened to Grandma when she gave me cooking tips."
"Well you got me there, sweetie. I never was one much for cooking. I suppose you wanna just slum it and sit in front of the TV like a couple of hobos while we eat dinner?"
"Actually, I was thinking, if I am going to go all out in cooking my specialty-"
"What is your specialty?"
"Secret . . . Anyways I am thinking quite the opposite would be nice. Instead of sitting in front of the TV why don't we . . ." She paused, breaking into a mischievous smile that Kelly has come to understand meant her daughter was cooking something up in that fledgling teenage brain of hers- besides what she was planning for dinner.
"Well, come on, don't keep me in suspense. Tell me."
"OK, how about we totally unplug for the night. Go old fashioned all the way."
"Sounds interesting. Do explain daughter."
"First, we both turn off our phones and put them out of sight. They don't exist. Second, no TV . . . in fact as soon as I am done cooking in the kitchen we kill the power throughout the whole house. We will turn off the breakers for everything except the fridge. Don't want to spoil the food."
"Hey that does sound interesting, but what are we going to do eat in the dark, and then spend the rest of the night stumbling around in it."
"Come on Mom, you know Grandma's motto . . . always be prepared."
"Oh, yes of course, candles. She used to always have plenty of candles on hand . . . just in case."
"Nothing has changed. Are you up for a candlelight dinner and then staying unplugged the rest of the night? I just think it would be really nice to share a quiet evening at home with my mother. No buzzing phones, no racket on the TV, no bright lights, just peace and quiet with you and me connecting on a human level without all the gadgets."
"Well-" Kelly was about to answer when a sudden loud racket rumbled throughout the old farmhouse. It was the furnace down in the basement kicking on. "That will be no good coming on and off all night for your idea of peace and quiet. Jesus, I thought they would have replaced that thing by now."
"They did replace it . . . like ten years ago. The new one, if you can call it that, is getting as bad as the old one they replaced. When we turn off the breakers we can kill the power to that dumb old thing."
"What and freeze to death in our dark home?" Kelly said with a laugh.
"Oh Mother, don't be so dramatic. We have blankets to keep warm, a fireplace, and best of all . . . each other."
"You make it sound so tempting how can I say no? Can we at least keep the furnace on until dinner so I can enjoy whatever secret dish you plan on preparing in relative warmth?"
"I guess so." Julie replied heading back into the kitchen while reminding her mother she was not allowed there. Kelly agreed once again marveling at her daughter's sense of drama.
Kelly took her time upstairs; putting on makeup and fixing up her hair nicely before slipping back into her only pair of jeans and putting on the nicer of the two spare sweaters she packed for her overnight trip.
Going back downstairs, the first thing that hit her was the enticing aroma of baked chicken coming from the kitchen. Approaching the entrance, she paused and called out, "How much longer hon? And it smells delicious by the way."
"Just finished. Hey, can you go down to the basement and kill the power."
"Sure," Kelly answered before heading to the basement.
Ten minutes later, they were sitting across from each other at the candle lit dining room table enjoying Julie's special dinner: baked chicken, with homemade mashed potatoes.
With dinner out of the way, there was nothing left to do but allow the quiet ambiance of the silent house, flickering candles, and maybe most of all, the delicious red wine, to weave a spell around both of their hearts.
During the meal, Kelly consumed roughly a glass and half of the red wine, while Julie was only about half way through her first glass. At the consistent urging of her mother to "not drink too much, too fast, like last night," Julie was carefully pacing herself.
After dinner, still sitting relaxed at the table, they made small talk before Julie, now picking up the pace and sipping her wine faster, started to tease her mother.
"You know it would only be fair if you got really wasted like me last night, Mom, so why don't you stop nursing that wine and start drinking. I am catching up you know."
Kelly, responding to her daughter's challenge, took a large drink of her wine, polishing off the last bit of it. "Why would it be fair?"
Julie quickly refilled both their glasses from the bottle sitting between them. "It's simple. Last night you got to see me drunk while you barely had anything to drink."
"Hey, I had enough to where I was not exactly sober."
"But you weren't smashed like me either."
"True."
"So tonight, how about you drink enough to let me see how you act when you're drunk. It will be fun."
"Maybe. I mean I haven't been drunk in a long time, but sweetie, your mother . . . ahh, tends to get really emotional when drunk. Maybe you don't want to see that."
"Yes I do," Julie snapped right back, "please, do it for me so you can start spilling all your secrets about California and other stuff."
Kelly knew if she allowed herself to get drunk, like her daughter obviously wanted, she probably would spill all her secrets. Kelly sighed, tipping the glass back, and draining the balance of her wine in three quick swallows.
The full glass of wine, her third, left Kelly feeling dizzy, but more importantly, it left her wanting more as they retired to the family room.
Together they managed to get a nice fire going, before settling down next to each other on the sofa. "So what secrets do you want to hear first?" Kelly asked her.
"Tell me about your life in exotic California."
Kelly smiled to herself at Julie calling California "exotic". She remembered, being eighteen and thinking of California in exactly the same manner. Maybe it's natural for all juvenile girls from small Midwestern towns to think of life in sunny California as being exotic.
While sipping on her wine almost continuously, Kelly told Julie all about her life there. By the time she was done answering all of Julie's breathless questions the temperature inside the house had dropped to the point where sitting on the sofa across the room from the fire was not keeping them warm.
"Mom, I am cold." Julie complained after sitting her empty wine glass down on the coffee table. She was, just like her mother, dressed in a sweater and pair of jeans.
"Yeah, me too. Maybe it time we thought about going to bed, but not naked like last night honey. I hope you agree that is probably much too cold for that."
"Yeah, especially without the furnace on the bedrooms upstairs will be really cold."
"We could always turn it back on."
"No way! It will ruin our peace and quiet. Besides, I have a better idea," Julie whispered to her mother.
"I'm all e-ears," Kelly said, suppressing a burp as her speech was starting to slur. She had polished off, by her last count, four glasses of wine which was about one past her normal limit.
"Well I was thinking we could sleep cuddled together down here in front of the fire. I could bring down some blankets and pillows and we could make a nice little sleeping area right in front of the fireplace."
"I'm not sure about that, hon. Maybe I will let you sleep here with a couple blankets and I will be OK over on the couch."
"Mom," Kelly reached out touching her arm lightly. "I know there is something bothering you about . . . you know, cuddling with me in front of the old fireplace. I was not so drunk last night that I didn't catch that."
"Oh honey . . . I'm not-"
"Don't you trust me?"
"Of course, but what is really bothering me. It's embarrassing and could be hurtful to you."
"Listen, I am going upstairs for a minute to grab the blankets and change into my jammies since Mommy told her little girl we can't sleep naked tonight."
"Oh Christ Julie, that again . . . more role playing."
"Well if you don't want to fine." Julie retorted quickly. "I will be back in a minute then . . . Mother." She headed off toward the stairs, stomping, before Kelly decided she better not let her leave mad.
"Honey, wait. I didn't mean to hurt your feelings. It's jus-"
Julie reached the stairs then whirled on her mother. "Mom, you hurt me by keeping secrets and not trusting me."
"Actually, you are right . . . if I can't trust my little girl who can I trust? You go upstairs and put your jammies on and grab some blankets while I freshen up the fire and then get ready for bed myself and then we can talk."
"Cuddled in front of the fireplace, Mommy?"
"Yes little girl, cuddled in front of the fireplace."
Kelly went to the downstairs bathroom after grabbing her small overnight suitcase. Inside the bathroom, she pinned her pretty blond hair up, stripped off her Levi's and sweater, and threw on her favorite powder blue UCLA sweatshirt.
Coming back out to the couch, she refilled her wine glass, figuring one more glass should do the trick making her just drunk enough to confess everything.
Julie paused at the bottom of the stairs just in time to watch her mother finish off the last of her wine. She grinned to herself, knowing her mother drinking more when she has obviously already had enough, can only mean one thing—she planned on making a full confession. She took a deep breath ready to reprise her role from last night as "mommy's little girl".
"Mommy, is getting really drunk I see." Julie announced as she bounded into the room carrying a load of blankets. She put a couple down on the couch, before dropping the rest on the floor in front of the fireplace.
"Y-yes s-she is . . . and you should be warned I am feeling really vulnerable so you should be extra nice to me."
Being careful to use her sweetest "little girl" voice, Julie replied. "Of course, Mommy." She began to spread the blankets out on the rug in front of the dancing fire.
Kelly watched her a moment. "Those are some jammies honey. Maybe not the best ones for a cold night."
"Lucky then I have you to keep me warm during the night," Julie answered straightening back up and turning to her mother with a bright smile on her face.
"And lucky I have some cute little kitty to keep me warm also." Kelly replied with a smirk making an obvious reference to her daughter's sexy attire. The little white half tee shirt she was wearing, along with the matching white panties with pink piping, were adorned with the whimsical Hello Kitty logo.
As Julie stood there, hands clasped behind her back, Kelly noticed how her daughter's half tee shirt was easily short enough, coming down to just barely below her tits, to leave her perfectly flat teenage tummy uncovered, while also tight enough to make the fact she wasn't wearing a bra blatantly obvious.
I guess she is in a mood to show off so my talking to her last night about having beautiful breasts must have went straight to her head, Kelly mused before reaching out and grabbing one of the blankets off the couch. She carefully wrapped it around herself before plopping down on the couch.
Patting the couch, she invited Julie to sit down. Julie accepted happily nestling her head on her mother's shoulder as Kelly adjusted the blanket so it covered the both of them.
Kelly took a deep breath preparing to spill her guts. She decided she must talk slowly, carefully so as to not slur her words. The last thing she wanted was for her confession to sound like the ramblings of some drunk person.
"It was such a romantic dream at first . . . me and Tommy, high school sweethearts. He was so perfect that even your grandparents could not find fault with him. After I got pregnant, the plan was for him to move in with us after we got married."
"Wait, you mean he didn't leave right away after he found out you were pregnant."
"No, at first he seemed fine with it. He would have graduated by the time the baby came and your grandfather was going to get him a job at the plant over in South Millington. Me . . . silly me . . . my only concern was finding a dress for the wedding and decorating what was going to be your room. Once I found out I was having a girl I started imaging what your room would look like."
Kelly paused turning to Julie. "Do I have to tell you everything, pumpkin?"
Julie smiled, grabbing the bottle of wine, she filled up the empty wine glass sitting nearby on the coffee table. She took a big swallow of it, draining half the glass, before offering it to her mother.
"Hon, I have had enough."
"It will make it easier. Please I need to hear everything."
Kelly sighed, knowing she was already way past her limit, but took the glass anyways taking a pair of large swallows.
"Fine, here is the rest of the sad story." Kelly pulled the blanket around them tighter. "I was about eight months pregnant looking as big as a house and feeling totally unattractive when Tommy told me he wasn't ready for a baby or ready to be married."
"What an asshole. I am glad he is not in my life or I would smack him."
"You and me both, sweetie. Anyways, I freaked out. God this is embarrassing, but I even talked about getting an abortion. Sorry honey, but you wanted to hear everything."
Julie squeezed her hand. "It's OK. A good friend of mine got knocked up her junior year in high school and she had one. I talked to her and I think I understand why."
"So you can forgive me?"
"Only if you promise to make it up to me tonight."
"I promise. I swear honey you are the bes-"
"Shh save it for later, Mommy. For when we are curled up under the blankets in each other arms, but for now just tell me the rest."
"The rest . . ." Kelly snorted, "all makes me look like crap. Your grandmother would hear nothing of me having an abortion. No matter though as it was only a passing thing for me. I mean if I really wanted one I would have done it anyways. Like you I was a headstrong teenager back then. We came to an agreement after I started planning to go to California. I would have the baby and then sign all parental rights over to them and . . . well, that is what happened."
"You gave me up and went to California? By yourself? You didn't run off with another man or anything?"
"No, there was never another man. I just seen my life as a single mother all laid out. No college, a job as an office worker at the plant, trying to find a man to accept me and my new born baby. Hmm, good luck with that is this little shit town. I had hopes and dreams of something better than being a mommy I guess. Looking at you now and knowing what I missed I see how wrong I was to go running off."



"Is that all?
"Isn't it enough already."
"I think you are leaving one thing out," Julie said quietly.
"Tell me what you think I am leaving out."
"Last night I wanted us to cuddle in front of the fireplace and you got kind of teary eyed . . ." Julie pulled back looking at her mother sharply before going on. "You said, I remember it well . . .'I can't bear to cuddle with you, especially here in front of the fireplace.' Mom, there was something about the way you almost cried, staring at the fireplace and the way you didn't want to talk about it anymore."
Julie paused, pointing at the fireplace before finishing, "It got me thinking. Maybe something traumatic happened to you there? I wanna know what. You promised to tell me everything."
"I guess I have to, although I was really hoping you would not have brought that up."
"Well, I didn't forget so tell me."
"OK, I was like, six months pregnant. Everything was still perfect at that point. Me and Mom had went shopping for baby clothes while Dad and Tommy went up north to Michigan to go fishing. After we got home, she had a glass of wine or two and was feeling a little talkative and friendly."
"Yeah I seen her like that. Not very often but, it's funny."
"Yeah, she is funny when she gets a little wine in her. Anyways, it was a cold night in late November I think . . . maybe even early December and after shopping me and Mom were sitting in front of the fireplace, like we are now, talking. I think it was snowing and she was holding me tight. She started telling me about a family tradition and it really touched my heart." Kelly paused-trying not to cry. It worked, but just barely.
"I am sure you know this house has been in our family forever and ever. Mom told me going back at least three generations mothers have nursed their babies in front of this old brick fireplace. Your grandmother, feeling nostalgic probably because of the wine started remembering how it was nursing me. She said I was especially fond of waking around midnight and wanting to be fed. She called it our special "midnight feeding" time together."
Kelly took her daughter's hands into her own and squeezed them tight. Julie can see the tears forming in her mother's eyes. The moment of truth was near.
"After that I was so . . . so very much looking forward to continuing that tradition. To nursing my little girl in front of a warm fire on a cold night . . ." Now the tears did flow. Julie hugged her mother tight as she finished up. "I never got the chance coz I'm so stupid and ran off. Worse even, I guess you should know this too, shortly after moving to California I was in a bad car accident. The accident left me unable to have children. You, honey, are it. My one and only and I blew it so bad. No more second chances for me."
"You didn't blow it. You were just scared, Mommy, and that is why you ran off."
"More stupid than scared, I think."
"So you wanna make it up to me?"
"Yes, of course. I would do anything."
"Then come, over by the fire, on the floor, let's snuggle under the blankets and you can hold me." It was obvious, to someone even as young as Julie, how hurt her mother was by never getting a chance to carry on with the family tradition.
Kelly, leaning on her daughter for support, allowed herself to be pulled off the couch, and over to the fireplace. Under the blankets, Julie tenderly kissed her mother's tears away so sweetly that it caused Kelly to cry even more. It was to those sweet kisses that she passed out to as they snuggled tight under the blankets.
A couple hours later, Kelly came awake with a start feeling scared and disjointed. She was suffering from the aftereffects of a horrific dream.
"Mom, are you alright?" Julie whispered waking up next to her.
"I don't think so. Look at me, I'm shaking."
"Are you cold? I'll put some more logs on the fire." Julie crawled out from under the blankets feeding several more logs and some kindling into the dying fire. The fire blazed back to life as she sat back down next to her mother.
"Better?"
"Not really, actually now I'm too warm. I was shaking from . . . nerves I think. From the dream I just had."
"First, it's no wonder you are warm . . . being under the blankets with your sweatshirt on. You should take it off."
Kelly sighed. "You are probably right." She peeled her UCLA sweatshirt off and laid back down.
"That is better," Julie announced eyeing her mother's matching turquoise bra and panties. "Mommy, that is a very pretty bra and panties you are wearing. You know turquoise is my favorite color?"
"Yes, I remember you mentioning that to me over lunch one day."
Kelly wondered, as she crawled back under the blankets next to Julie, if it was just a coincidence, or something deeper, that caused her to buy the bra and panty set she was now wearing in her daughter's favorite color. She had purchased them the very day after her daughter causally mentioned turquoise being her favorite color.
Julie, glanced back at the ancient grandfather clock stuck in the near corner next to the fireplace; she noticed it was almost midnight.
"Mom, you are still trembling. You need to tell me about your bad dream."
"Honey, no . . . it's maybe better not to talk abo-"
Kelly stopped abruptly knowing by the pouty look on her daughter's face she was not going to get away with keeping her dream a secret.
"OK, OK. I will tell you. What I can remember anyways. You were leaving me. I was like chasing you . . . trying to prevent you from leaving me." '
"Where we in a house . . . was it this one?"
"I think so, but anyways, no matter how hard I tried to catch you I couldn't. You were laughing at me, teasing me as I chased you around. It was horrible." Kelly twisted the blankets in her hands nervously as she paused. "Finally, I caught you at the front door, but you slipped out of my grasp and slammed the door in my face. I yanked open the door but there was nothing there . . . just darkness and gloom . . . and your echoing laughter dying away. I just knew you were gone forever."
Julie got out from under the blankets, and finding one of the empty wine glasses on the coffee table, she refilled it with the last of the wine. "Take a drink and relax Mom. I am right here. You don't have to chase me."
Kelly, her hand still visibly trembling, took the glass from her daughter and swallowed it down quickly. The wine seemed to calm her shattered nerves just as the grandfather clock in the corner started to strike midnight.
"Mom, I would never leave you. Ever."
"Promise baby?" Kelly whispered.
The clock struck a second and a third time as Julie answered, "I will do more than promise, Mommy. I will show you." She grabbed a couple of large throw pillows off the couch
Julie pushed Kelly back gently against the throw pillows after carefully arranging them behind her. "Close your eyes and relax . . . let go of your dream." The clock chimed a fourth time.
Kelly felt the brush of her daughter's lips against her own. "I love you so much, Mommy."
Julie's kisses slipped down onto Kelly's throat as Julie fingers started to undo her mother's bra. The bra unhooked in the front making the job easy for Julie.
Two more chimes, the fifth and sixth passed, as the first two hooks quickly came undone. "What are you doing little girl?" Kelly whispered raising up on her elbows.
"I'm hungry, Mommy." One hook to go. The clock struck a seventh time.
"I'm . . . not . . . sure-" Kelly's pulse was racing as Julie's actions- her words- struck home.
The clock tolled an eighth time. "Shh, I want this, but you need this. It's our family bonding tradition." Kelly's lovely turquoise bra came undone.
Julie gazed at her mother's heaving chest. Her perfectly formed tear shaped breasts were magnificent to behold as the clock tolled for a ninth time.
Julie stretched her hands out, brushing her fingertips lightly across her mother's ripe nipples. They came fully erect almost instantly.
"God you have such beautiful tits, Mommy and I am so . . ." Julie lowered her mouth kissing her mother tenderly on the flat area of her chest just above her boobs. "So . . . very . . ." Julie accented each spoken word with tender kisses that slipped down onto the rounded part of her mom's boobs as the clock chimed a tenth time, and then an eleventh time, "Hungry."
Just as the clock sounded for the final time, Kelly let out a soft sigh as her daughter's tongue circled around her nipple. Julie, her confidence growing, opened her mouth, drawing Kelly's sweet tasting nipple deep into her mouth.
Kelly squirmed, wrapping one hand around the back of Julie's head as she sunk back against the throw pillows. She was in paradise feeling the tender love flow from her daughter's lips onto her breasts.
Julie raised up, momentarily breaking contact with her mother's tits. Their eyes met. "I am truly your baby girl now huh, Mommy?" Julie whispered.
"Oh, pumpkin you are. Please don't . . . don't stop," Kelly begged as she watched Julie lower her mouth to her other nipple.
"Oh God baby that feels so good." Like a love starved hungry little kitten, Julie suckled on her mother's tits, moving her mouth carefully between them as their little bonding session kicked into high gear.
For the next few rapturous moments, the light smacking of young lips suckling so hungrily can be heard over the gentle crackle of the fire. Finally, Julie lifted her mouth up as her fingers circumnavigated their way around her mother's tummy, tracing small lines here and there. "I want to go home, Mommy."
Kelly opened her eyes. She wondered for a moment if this all but a dream, but looking down at her nipples, jutting out, covered with her daughter's saliva, she realized what is happening was a blissful reality. "But you are home pumpkin." Kelly told her daughter.
"No, Mommy, my first home. I wanna touch it." Her hand glided lower.
Kelly realized too late what Julie was referring to in saying she wanted to go home. Her hand, slipping under her mom's turquoise panty and into her wetness, was already there.
Julie's inexperienced fingers twisted and circled, seeking her mother's secret spot. Kelly writhed all over the rug before -losing all sense of decorum- she hissed at her daughter, "Take Mommy's panties off of her baby . . . Hurry!!"
Julie, giggling, raised up, hooking a pair of fingers on the sides of the panties, and pulled them down. She held them up for a brief moment, like some kind of trophy, before tossing them unceremoniously aside.
She moved slowly, carefully, like a cat stalking its prey; using both hands, she gently parted her mother's thighs, before positioning herself in between them. Kelly's only response was a deep sigh as she watched her daughter staring down at her wet pussy.
"Mommy, can I kiss you in that special spot I came from eighteen years ago."
Not waiting for an answer, Julie leaned forward bringing her mouth down to one of her mother's muscular thighs. She lapped at it teasingly in soft semi circles drawing ever nearer to the dripping treasure trove that was her mommy's pussy.
The teasing, to a desperate Kelly anyways, seemed to last forever. Julie carefully painted one inner thigh, and then the other, with her tongue as Kelly twitched in mad anticipation for what must come next.
She was soon reduced to begging. "Please pumpkin . . . stop teasing Mommy and kiss me there."
"Hmm, beg some more and I might," Julie replied lifting up. She smiled demurely at her mother before stretching one finger out, gently stroking the soft tufts of dark hair surrounding Kelly's vagina.
"Nice kitty cat," Julie purred before breaking out in giggles.
"That is not funny little girl." Kelly breathed as she lifted her head up and stared harshly at Julie.
"Lay back down or I won't wanna play anymore, Mommy," Julie snapped at her mother letting her know who was in control.
Kelly briefly considered disobeying, but her curiosity got the better of her. She settled back down anxious to see where this delightful little bonding session will ultimately take them.
"As I was saying, nice kitty cat . . ." Julie caressed Kelly's pubic hair again tenderly before she carefully pushed one finger deep inside of her mother making her hiss.
Wriggling her finger around, Julie decided to experiment. She brought her thumb around exerting soft pressure on her mommy's clit making her first fidget, and then moan loudly, as she circled her secret spot with increasing pressure.
"Oh God, honey that's it. You found my weak spot . . . Ohh . . ."
Kelly surrendered praying Julie didn't stop.
In and out, faster, and then slower, Julie worked her fingers inside her mother's cunt. When she sensed her mother was near to coming she abruptly stopped.
"OH CHRIST LITTLE GIRL . . . WHY DID YOU STOP?!" Kelly panted.
"Because I want to be nearer when I send you over the edge. Like this."
Julie lowered her mouth to one of her mom's trembling thighs.
"Please no more teasing baby."
But, of course, teasing was exactly what Julie specialized in and exactly what she did to her mom over the course of the next few glorious minutes.
Julie's sweet little kisses, soft little licks, and tender little nibbling came ever so closer and closer- without ever quite getting there. She skipped from one of her mom's inner thighs to the next; she paused in between her mother's wide open thighs and gently blew a soft stream of air through her pursed lips onto Kelly's wet, aching pussy.
Kelly bit her lip, not wanting to beg, but she couldn't help herself as once again Julie stopped just short of the Promised Land. "Please baby, stop teasing your mother."
Julie responded to the begging by moving her face closer to Kelly's quivering pussy; her lips were mere inches from the moistness when her tongue finally snaked out tasting the forbidden fruit for just the briefest of moments.
Again and again she employed this tactic until finally Kelly, unable to help herself, reached down and snarled her fingers through her daughter's golden locks, shoving her face down, as she thrusted her hips upwards- almost violently.
The teasing came to an abrupt end as Julie's face was buried in between her mother's thighs. She responded by twisting her tongue all around—trying her best to imitate the girl on girl porn she was fond of watching- her mother's pussy. Remembering more of what she learned from watching porn, she added a finger to the mix, working it in and out faster and then slower and then faster once more.
It seemed to work. Kelly was moaning loudly before she began to shake just as Julie's tongue lapped urgently at her clit. "OH GOD BABY . . . I AM CUMMING."
Julie redoubled her efforts; her eager tongue flew all around as her fingers pumped in and out. Kelly tipped over the edge experiencing one of the most delicious orgasms she ever experienced in her life.
Afterwards, they clung to each other under the blankets where, most appropriately, Julie actually fell asleep suckling on her mother's boobs while Kelly stroked her hair offering soft encouragement.
As sleep over took her, Kelly prayed-please let it snow some more- just one more night to keep her parents stuck in Kentucky
They slept until late in the morning, awakening to find nearly another three inches of fresh snow on the ground. Kelly dug her phone out of her purse hoping to find a message from her parents.
She smiled. Good news-they would be staying yet another night in Kentucky as the roads were still a mess. Over a late breakfast, so late it might have actually been an early lunch, both Kelly and Julie were quiet with neither bringing up the prior events of the past night.
Later that afternoon, as Kelly was downstairs in the kitchen washing the dishes, Julie came sneaking up behind her mother. She wrapped her arms around her mom giving her several light kisses on the neck.
Kelly turned smiling brightly at her loving daughter. "Ahh, finally you came to help me finish up the dishes?"
"No, ahh, I came for something else," Julie whispered slyly staring at her mother's chest. She was wearing a simple button up blouse. "I am hungry again."
"Well let me check the fridge-"
"What I want is not in the fridge . . . Mommy." Julie took a small step forward looking up into her mother's eyes. "It's right here." She slowly reached out and started to unbutton her mother's blouse.
"Honey . . . no . . . you can't," Kelly whined.
Julie ignored her, continuing to undo the buttons on her mom's blouse. After the fourth button came undone, Julie looked up at her mother again. "Hmm, no bra. I guess you knew your little girl would be hungry for more this morning and wanted to make it easy for me."
"Or . . ." Kelly shot back, "I only brought two bras and they both are in the wash."
"I like my version better." Julie grasped her mother by the hands and led her over to the small kitchen table. A few assorted empty dishes from their late breakfast still were scattered about the table.
Turning her around so she was backed against the table, Julie pulled her mother's unbuttoned blouse out from her jeans. Patiently, she brought her hands up massaging her mother's bare breasts.
Kelly closed her eyes and leaned back against the table, prepared to allow her daughter full access once again. Julie immediately dropped her mouth to her mom's chest and began to suckle on her tits.
Her hands floated down, clawing at the front of her mother's jeans. "Let's get these off of you, Mom," Julie cried in a voice hoarse with shameless passion. Kelly's jeans, along with her panties, ended up in a heap on the kitchen floor. "Here climb up on the table. It will make it easier."
Kelly jumped, butt first, onto the table leaning back on her arms, thrusting her tits out for her daughter to enjoy. Julie nibbled on her mother's delicious boobs for a quick moment before licking her way down making a bee line for her pussy. There would be no gentle teasing this afternoon.
Burying her face between her mom's legs, Julie slipped her tongue out lashing forcefully at Kelly's swollen clit while gradually inserting a finger deep inside her mother's moist cunt.
Having her daughter's finger deep inside her pussy while she nibbled on her clit, caused Kelly to wriggle all over the table. It appeared as if a mid- winter earthquake-with all the dishes clattering and shaking on the table- had suddenly struck in southern Ohio.
Kelly's quivering body was already rushing toward an intense orgasm even as Julie decelerated her tongue play down just enough to delay things. Expertly, licking up and down carefully along the folds of her mother's luscious pussy lips caused Kelly to consider the fact her daughter appeared to be developing a real taste for carpet munching. This was indeed an undeniable fact Kelly was enjoying to the utmost as she squirmed all over the table.
Kelly usually didn't come this quick, but the sudden lustful attentions of her daughter was like a violent summer storm that simply could not be denied.
As she felt Julie's tongue dart back into her wet hole, once again circling her clit, her whole body started to shake. Thrashing her arms out, she knocked a coffee cup, along with two small plates onto the kitchen floor. The dishes shattered on the hard tile floor just as Kelly was rocked by a tumultuous orgasm.
Lifting her head up from between her mom's legs, a whimsical Julie commented, "I guess some orgasms instead of being earth shattering like you read about in those trashy romance novels are . . ." She paused, glancing at the mess on the floor, "dish shattering."
"Hey, I like those trashy romantic novels little girl," Kelly replied as she lifted her naked body off the kitchen table.



"You would, Mom." Julie bent over helping her mother pick up her clothes off the floor.
The rest of the day, compared to the after breakfast hijinks, was boring. After watching a thoroughly uninspiring movie on Netflix, Kelly suggested it was time for bed.
Deciding to sleep in the master bedroom with its king sized bed, they headed up the stairs.
After reaching the landing, Julie paused. "Mommy, the movie . . . your movie was boring. I think you owe your little girl an exciting bedtime story to make up for it."
"Yeah, I suppose, it was a bit slow hon. So does my little pumpkin have a favorite book of bedtime stories that maybe we can find for mommy to read from?"
"No, I think Nana has all my books locked away in the attic. You are going to have to make up a story. Didn't you say you took creative writing or something when you went off to that big college in California?"
"I did, I did. Mommy was quite the inspiring writer at one time."
Heading into the master bedroom Julie turned saying, "Hey I have a good idea . . . make me up a story, Mommy. A good one . . . a naughty one!"
"Tell you a made up story. Hmm, that is interesting but I'm not really sure if I could make one up out of the blue just like that baby. I do better with pen and paper so I can, you know, make a broad outline of my story."
"So let's find you some paper and a pen," Julie stated eagerly with a mischievous grin. By now, Kelly knew that look well- it meant her little girl was cooking something naughty up in that teenage brain of hers.
Julie headed to her bedroom to grab a notebook and pen while Kelly started thinking about just what kind of impending naughty story to cook up for her daughter.
Coming back into the bedroom Julie was in high spirits. "I was thinking-"
"That is dangerous." Kelly replied smiling at her daughter as they relaxed on the bed next to each other.
"Funny . . . anyways I think the story should have me as the star, the heroine in distress, and you as the villain."
"Sure why not," Kelly answered quietly while musing how this might turn out to be a fun night after all. "And maybe you can help me write the story as it goes hon."
"Ahh, I don't do the writing stuff actually very well. I am no good at those English thingy's and grammar and stuff. Maybe I can be . . . what do you call it . . . your muse or something like that?"
"Muse, yes, perfect. You be my muse and your job is to help inspire me with an idea or two. Give me a good start and let's make it maybe a little scary for our pretty heroine. Something realistic though that will capture your attention right away and then I will go from there."
Kelly jotted down three words: naughty, scary and exciting on the notepad.
"OK, how about this? A pretty young teenage girl is all alone on a cold December night . . . it's kinda of late and she is taking a bath when suddenly somewhere downstairs in the old farmhouse where she lives with her grandparents . . . hmm they are away . . . I guess it doesn't matter where?"
"No, not really, as long as there is no chance of them coming home soon and spoiling whatever danger our little teenage heroine might find herself in."
"No, no, they are gone for the night. Maybe visiting a sick relative out of state."
"That will work even if it does sound a bit familiar," Kelly said scratching a few notes down on the notepad.
"You know what they say art imitates life . . . or is it the other way around."
"I think it can work both ways hon. Go on with your story. You are getting my creative juices flowing."
"Fine, fine. OK so she hears this noise a thud . . . or a banging . . . as she is taking her bath. It's coming from downstairs and it scares her enough to where she decided to stop her playtime, you know what I mean, in the bathtub." Julie paused giving Kelly a chance to intervene.
"Too bad because I think she was . . . just . . . about . . . there when she heard this noise. Scared, the girl grabs a towel and hurriedly dries off her beautiful young body. Coming out of the bathroom she pauses in the middle of the bedroom . . . straining to hear if there is any more noises coming from the darkness downstairs."
"This is good. Go on add some more and then next time you stop it will be my turn."
"Fine, so standing still in the middle of the bedroom she has just finished drying off. So far she has heard nothing further and is just starting to relax when all of a sudden the lights in the bedroom go off. Frantic, she stumbles over to the lamp . . . clicks it several times . . . nothing . . . stumbles over to the bathroom . . . tries that light . . . again nothing. The intruder downstairs had heard someone walking around upstairs and found the fuse box killing the lights in the house."
Kelly paused, using shorthand to make her notes for the story quickly. Julie decided the pause was her cue to pick up on the story.
"Alone in the dark and scared the teenage girl stumbles back to the bed where she stripped off her clothes earlier prior to her bath. She manages to find her bra and panties and her blouse fairly easily, but her jeans she can't seem to locate in the dark. Hearing more banging coming from downstairs . . . maybe purposefully by the intruder to lure her downstairs she hurriedly slips back on her underwear and blouse deciding she doesn't have time to waste looking for her jeans in the dark."
Julie paused and stared at her mom; she was writing furiously on the notepad. "Your turn, Mom, come on you are the creative one."
"You are doing quite well yourself baby. I am proud of you."
"Really? But it's still your turn so come on put me in some danger from my intruder downstairs. Remember you are the villain so the burglar should be a woman . . . blond and pretty like you."
"And just barely old enough to be your mother maybe?"
"Yeah, with a real nice body . . . and kind of big tits . . . And she should be mean, yet nice, all at once. Can we do that?"
"It's a story baby, we can do anything. Here let me show you. So the young lady creeps down the stairs in the dark. Shaking from fear. Her plan is to get to the kitchen, maybe to the knife drawer, get a weapon, or at the very least a candle or two, but just as she is passing through the dining room getting ready to enter the kitchen a shape comes at her out of the darkness-"
"My turn," Julie interjected. "I think they should have a struggle . . . but the intruder is strong and has a knife and as soon as the poor girl feels the cold steel blade against her throat she gives up crying out 'Please, sir, don't hurt me.' The intruder quickly growls 'relax honey, stop fighting and you won't get hurt.'"
Julie paused making Kelly think it was her turn. "And then-"
"No wait, Mom, I'm not done yet. I was just thinking. The feminine voice surprised our heroine so she cried out, 'you're a woman' to which the intruder replies by giving her a hard stinging slap across the face barking, 'Yeah I am, but I'm not going to be soft with you. If you think so remember that slap.' Or something like that . . . anyways the slap is important as it lets me know things are serious. Now it's your turn."
"The burglar drags the scared teen girl upstairs asking which one is her bedroom saying something mean and tough like, 'I know a rich little bitch like you must be spoiled. I bet you have lots of jewelry and other nice stuff. Show me.' And then after they are inside her bedroom-"
"Mom, wait . . . don't tell me anymore. Let's me and you just kind of improvise the rest."
"Improvise the rest hon? Really . . . Hmm, that could be fun."
"Well, I am a real good actor and I bet you are too so . . . let act it out."
"Yes you are a good actor baby. I found out that out two nights ago remember . . . little girl."
"Mom, I am serious. I am in the drama club and have been the female lead in all the big plays we did all through high school. I even got a couple really good write ups in the local newspaper."
"Wow, that is great honey," Kelly said with a painful smile as the regret of not seeing her darling daughter be the lead in her high school play was one of those lost moments one can never get back. "I starred in a couple play myself you know."
"See . . . so you know how to act also. So what do you think? Can we turn this story into our own little two character play? Me as the young teenage girl."
"And me as the intruder." Kelly said with a grin already warming to the thought of being an intruder with bad intent.
"Exactly. We will do things like just like we have talked about so far. You know, I will take my bath, and you stay downstairs and after a few minutes make some noises and that will be my cue."
"You are serious about this, hon?"
"Yeah, come on, it will be fun."
"Probably it might, but how does it end? I mean what direction do you want to take this? You stopped me just as the intruder was taking the girl upstairs demanding to know where the jewelry and the other nice stuff was."
"Yes, but . . . but . . . give me a minute, I'm thinking."
"Take your time hon. I am going to run to the bathroom really quick."
Kelly crossed the room to her parents attached bathroom and was just finishing up when Julie called out. "Hey Mom, I got it. Start running the tub with hot water OK."
"Sure," Kelly called back. She hurried over to the tub twisting the knob for the hot water. A sense of excitement was growing inside of her as she kept thinking of how Julie wanted the story to be . . . naughty. She can't help but to think nothing has changed on that account and now . . . now my God they are going to be acting the story out!!
Kelly emerged from the bathroom to find her daughter was no longer sitting; instead she was pacing the bedroom floor. "So let me hear what you got."
"Alright, well, I am thinking so far the story is exciting, and scary like I wanted but not very naughty. I think we need to improvise things so the rest of the story is really, really, naughty."
"I see. Come over here baby . . . sit down . . . tell me exactly what you mean by naughty?"
Julie came back over and sat down on the bed next to her mother. "Just that I want our play acting to become naughty at some point after you drag me upstairs. But I don't want you to tell me any details. Surprise me. Remember you have the knife and I am just a helpless little teenage girl so I will be at your mercy. I guess you could maybe do anything you want to me at this point."
"Anything?"
"Yeah, anything! I think this is where the story should turn . . . naughty."
"A little or a lot naughty hon?"
Julie picked up her mother's hand and stroked it softly. "I guess that will be up to you. Like I said, you are the strong intruder with the knife . . . You are in control . . . total control as I am just a helpless . . . young . . . scared . . . teenage girl . . . eighteen years old but still sexually naive and very much a virgin."
"Is that the truth honey? Or are you just saying that for the sake of our story."
"Both actually. Last night, and this afternoon were my first, you know, sexual experiences, Mom. You know how strict Grandpa and Grandma are . . . I mean especially Grandma. She barely lets me date."
"Let me guess, she told you, 'I don't want you to end up like your mother'."
"Exactly, anyways we gotta hurry the water is running remember?"
"Oh yeah, so I guess if I am understanding you correctly since I am the intruder I get to pick how the story ends . . . a little naughty or a lot naughty . . . or even, I suppose, not naughty at all."
"Right, but I hope you don't chose not naughty as that would be boring."
Kelly squeezed Julie's hand. "We will see. I guess you will just have to be surprised baby girl. Now go hop into your bath while I go try and find something that a female burglar might wear to a break in."
"So we are really going to do this then?" Julie exclaimed, beaming as she jumped to her feet.
"Yes. Remember our little improv doesn't start until we get upstairs hon, before that we should follow the script and if we are going to really do this we should both take it seriously-"
"I will mother, and you had better too . . . please."
"I will, if you will."
"I promise. Once you go downstairs, as far as I am concerned, I will be all alone in the house, until I hear noises. And then when I go downstairs to investigate the prowler who attacks me is not my mother . . . No not my mother at all, but a total stranger . . . maybe bent on doing me harm."
"Or something else," Kelly added with a twinkle in her eye.
"Or yes, something else, which means you should not hold back at all when you attack me."
"I won't hold back as long as I know you are not holding back in defending yourself."
"Oh I won't. Promise."
"Good, then go take your bath . . . Ms. Young Teenage Girl all alone in the house."
Kelly headed to her mom's closet to find some "burglar" clothes. She ended up putting on a pair of dark sweatpants and a matching navy blue sweatshirt before heading downstairs.
She went to the kitchen and selected a steak knife as her weapon, and then grabbed a small flashlight from the kitchen drawer. Back in the living room, she stuffed the knife and flashlight into her small overnight back before retiring to the couch to wait.
Kelly, after waiting a few minutes, dropped a pair of large books from the bookcase onto the floor causing a pair of loud thuds. Julie, relaxing in the tub, playing with herself, getting herself all worked up, heard the thuds.
She scrambled out of the tub imaging just how she would feel if she truly was home alone and heard those ominous noises. Back in the bedroom, she took her time drying off, reminding herself over and over to stay in character after their drama started. A minute later, when the lights suddenly go out she knew there was no turning back . . . it was game on.
Julie left the bedroom wearing just what they discussed while making up the story: a blouse, no pants, pink panties and a white bra.
The house was pitch black as she navigated the stairs slowly reminding herself I am a young teenage girl, alone and scared. I think there is maybe a prowler in the house. My nerves are on edge.
Julie keep repeating this mantra to herself as she made her way tentatively down the stairs feeling her way along the wall. She had just moved off the last step when, out of the darkness, the "prowler" attacked, catching her off guard. While she knew her mother was going to attack- at some point- she thought it would not be until she was near the kitchen.
Julie fought back, swinging one arm out wildly, both feeling, and hearing, the satisfying smack of her open hand against the prowler's face.
The grip around her loosened as she continued to fight back hard holding nothing back, hoping it will help her remain in character. In her mind, she refused to acknowledge the prowler was her mother, allowing her the freedom to react violently to her attacker.
"Why you little bitch," the prowler hissed as she grabbed the girl by the arm. Kelly, staying in character, repeated to herself silently how this was just some girl, a total stranger, and meant nothing to her. She twisted the girl's arm behind her back smiling when she heard her yelp.
"Ow, you're hurting me!" Julie whined.
"Relax or I will break it," the prowler whispered in her ear. "Or maybe you would prefer to feel my knife in your ribs little girl." The harshness of her mother's voice, along with the way she was twisting her arm behind her back, caught Julie off guard.
Christ, Mom was taking her role very seriously! Julie had time to think just as she felt the business end of the aforementioned knife poking her in the ribs causing her to go limp in the prowler's arms.
"That is better. Now hold still while I turn on my flashlight and get a look at you."
Kelly loosened her grip, reaching down into the sweatpants pocket where she had moved the flashlight prior to her attack. This turned out to be a mistake.
As soon as she felt the prowler's grip loosen, Julie violently twisted out of her grasp. Her eyes, now adjusted to the darkness allowed her to easily spot the dark outline of the kitchen doorway as she went dashing toward it.
Kelly quickly gave chase. Catching her as they passed through the living room, the two of them end up sprawled on the couch pulling and tugging at each other. The prowler, upset by her quarry's escape attempt, quickly overcame her victim's struggles.
Yanking her onto her feet the prowler barked, "Do that again and I will use the knife."
"You are stronger and quicker than I expected," Julie honestly replied. "I will be good now as I see escape is really not an option."
"Good girl. You learn quickly. I guess you're smart." Kelly replied reaching into her pocket, carefully this time, to pull out the flashlight. She played the light over Julie before stepping back. "And pretty also. Come on show me your bedroom as I bet a pretty young girl like you has some nice jewelry."
Kelly prodded her daughter up the stairs, relishing the idea more and more of playing her role of prowler the longer they continued this drama.
Upon reaching her bedroom Julie turned to the burglar. "Hey lady, if you are looking for nice jewelry I really don't have any."
Playing the light around the room, Kelly replied. "No jewelry. Well, what about some cash."
"A little. Like thirty dollars maybe. In the top dresser drawer. Over there." Julie gestured to her dresser.
Kelly handed a small gym bag she found in the downstairs closet to Julie. "Put whatever cash you have in here."
Julie stuffed three tens and two ones into the bag and then turned to the prowler. "Thirty two dollars."
"What else you got valuable in that drawer. You sure you don't have any jewelry?"
"Look if you wanna search be my guest. I only have some old clothes and . . ." Julie paused waiting for her mom to push the subject. They both knew what was in the bottom drawer.
"And what. Look if I have to, I will tear apart your room. I think it's obvious you are hiding something."
"Be my guest," Julie said a bit sarcastically.
"Fine. Come here and sit on the bed. Don't move." Kelly hurried across the room to the dresser drawer.
Aiming the beam of the flashlight at the dresser, she quickly checked the first three drawers, her excitement growing. She yanked open the bottom drawer and smiled as she turned to Julie.
"So this is what you were hiding huh. Naughty, naughty, little girl."
"They aren't mine."
"Of course they aren't . . . probably a friend's. Well, no matter, throw me my bag, they are mine now." Kelly scooped the sex toys, along with the two sets of handcuffs and keys, into her bag before announcing, "Now let's go to your parent's room. I am thinking your mom must have some nice jewelry."
Inside the master bedroom, Julie prompted the thief to check the bottom drawer of the five drawer dresser saying, "My parents keep some extra cash down there I think."
Kelly, hoping to invite an attack, purposefully turned away from Julie, ignoring her as she pawed through an assortment of her dad's socks and tee shirts.
The attack soon came just as suspected. Julie rushed over knocking the prowler to the ground with a solid two handed shove, and then made for the door. Kelly somersaulted to her feet, the flashlight rolling away, and then dashed to her left, cutting off the girl's pathway to the bedroom door.
After a mad chap chase in the darkness of the bedroom- both of them suppressing the urge to giggle out loud- they ended up on the four poster king sized bed in a heap. Julie made it a point, as they wrestled around on the bed, to grab a cheap feel on her mom's boobs, before she gave in allowing herself to be pinned to the bed.



"Now stay there. I am done fooling around with you." Kelly slowly got off the bed keeping one eye on Julie's dark shape while she went to retrieve the flashlight. Fortunately, it had not clicked off as it rolled across the carpeted bedroom floor.
She picked up the flashlight, playing it around until she found her gym bag. Shining the light into the bag as she moved toward the bed, Kelly fished the handcuffs out and tossed them to Julie.
"Secure yourself to one of those posts. You are not to be trusted."
Julie snapped the cuffs around her wrist trying to squash a smile as she attached herself to the nearest post at the foot of the bed.
"W-what are you going to do to me," Julie said in a scared little voice.
"Teach you a lesson little girl, but first I need some light. I am tired of fooling around with this flashlight."
"Why don't you just go back downstairs and turn the power back on?"
"Right and then I will have to drag you all the way down to the basement with me?"
"You could leave me here."
"Alone? Not hardly. Does your parents keep candles in their room?"
"I think my mom keeps some tea light candles, and maybe some pillar candles in her nightstand drawer."
A minute later the bedroom was awash in soft candle light. Kelly, after finding the small key to the handcuffs in the bottom of the gym bag, released her daughter. The final act of their drama was about to begin.
"On your feet," Kelly snapped.
Julie hopped to her feet and stood next to the bed as her mother slowly approached her with a wicked smile.
"Now hands behind your back. Do it quickly unless you want to feel my knife."
"No, no I will be good from now on. Please, knives scare me . . . bad." Julie cried as she immediately put her hands behind her back.
"Oh do they? Kelly replied quietly to herself. A deliciously evil idea was beginning to form in the back of her mind.
Kelly secured her daughter's hands behind her back before turning away. She moved across the room to the small globe mini bar in the corner of the bedroom. She filled two shot glasses not quite full with whiskey, and brought them back over to the bed.
"Sit down."
Julie obeyed without comment.
"I think if I get you a little drunk maybe you will be a bit more cooperative. Here drink this." Kelly held the shot glass to Julie's lips. "Down it in one gulp."
Julie did as she was told downing the shot of Jim Beam in one quick gulp. She had snuck a few drinks of her parent's whiskey over the past summer so she was able to handle this first shot fairly well.
Kelly, after downing her own shot, headed back to the bar. She again filled the shot glasses up, this time all the way, and brought them back over to the bed.
"You downed that first one so nicely you deserve a second."
"You are going to get me drunk lady. I don't drink whiskey . . . much."
"Yeah, well, as I said, if you are drunk maybe you will be a bit more cooperative."
Kelly again held the full shot glass up to Julie's lips. She took a deep breath before downing it again. The full shot burned its way down her throat immediately making her feel lighted head. She looked at her mother, dumping her own shot down her throat, just knowing the story they were playing out was about to get a whiskey fueled naughty ending.
Kelly turned to her daughter as she began to speak. "Now let's see if the whiskey has made you cooperative like I was hoping. Come here and stand in front of me."
Julie moved slowly over to the prowler reminding herself to stay in character. Yes this stranger, this prowler, who is in a position to do God knows what to me. The thought caused Julie's heart to race.
"Now I think you owe me an apology."
"Apology for what?" Julie replied sweetly. She would be meek and docile from now on allowing her beautiful captor to do whatever she pleased to her . . . as if- considering she was handcuffed and quite helpless by now- she had a choice.
"For giving me a hard time, making me chase you, wrestle you."
"Oh, yeah, I am sorry. I didn't mean to give you a hard time, Ms. Prowler Lady."
"Hmm, just like you didn't mean to grab my tits when we were wrestling I suppose."
Julie started to stammer out a denial, "I didn-"
"Silence!" Kelly moved closer, staring down at her helpless daughter. She slowly used one finger to turn Julie's face up toward her. "Did I say I minded you feeling me up?"
Their eyes locked for a brief moment as something deep passed between them. They both knew they were about to once again explore forbidden frontiers.
"You didn't mind?" Julie whispered as she batted her pretty eyes up at her mother.
"No," Kelly breathed as she closed her eyes and leaned down. Their lips came slowly together again and again.
Kelly pulled back, whispering, "Not bad, but I think you are holding out on me little girl. Come on, don't be shy . . . give me a real kiss this time."
Julie stabbed her tongue deep in her mother's mouth swirling it around as Kelly's pulled her daughter closer. They now engaged in a series of inflamed kisses before Kelly stepped back sinking down on the edge of the bed.
Reaching out, she pulled Julie closer to her. "That was nice . . . almost as nice as what I think you might be hiding under this little blouse of yours."
Julie watched as her mother begin to slowly unbutton her blouse. Being sure to make her voice small and frightened she whispered, "A-are you going to rape me prowler lady."
"Rape? I don't hear you protesting? Besides somehow, I suspect, even if you didn't have the cuffs on honey you would let me unbutton your blouse."
The last of her buttons came undone as Julie whispered sweetly, "Maybe I am not protesting coz I do kind of like you."
The prowler carefully slipped the blouse off her victim's shoulders pulling it down until it reached the handcuffs. She leaned back, admiring the cute little pink panties and innocent looking white bra her victim was wearing.
The prowler pulled out the knife from the nearby bag preparing to scare the girl just a bit before rewarding her. She thinks the fear will increase the pleasure of the coming reward immensely as she carefully scraped the flat side of the cold knife along Julie's tummy.
"Please, lady . . . I . . . I'll do a-anything you want," Julie cried making her voice tremble just as the knife ascended, bit by bit, toward her quivering boobs.
"Shh," Kelly touched her daughter's lips with one finger as she turned the sharp edge of the knife against the thin ribbon strap of Julie's bra.
Using a quick sawing motion, Kelly cut through the strap in the center of the bra, smirking as it fell open.
"Hmm, nice tits young lady . . . very nice," Kelly whispered as she stared at Julie's chest. "Now be very still as I would not want to have an accident."
Julie took a deep breath, making sure to remain perfectly still, as her mother dragged the sharp point of the knife carefully across the small rise of her left breast, and then watched as the pointy end of the knife-it was cold- began to delicately play with her nipples.
Although she understood perfectly she was in no real danger from the "prowler", still the implied danger-along with the growing sexual tension and her innate fear of knives- made the experience exhilarating.
Kelly alternated the sharp end of the knife with the flat side to meticulously tweak both of her daughter's nipples until they were fully erect.
Kelly pulled back analyzing her handiwork; she stared admiring the way her daughter's gorgeous nipples appear to be dreadfully erect. A wicked desire coursed through her body just as Julie started to whine. "Please lady, no more, the knife is . . . cold. My poor nipples are sensitive you know."
"Yes I see that and I have one question and you had better tell me the truth."
"OK, I will, I promise."
Kelly waved the knife in front of Julie's face. "Tell me, are those gorgeous little tits of yours . . . are they virgins."
"Yes, no one has ever touched them."
"Good, so I will give you a choice now. You can have more of the cold knife . . . or my warm mouth on those beautiful little boobs of yours."
Julie hesitated briefly before answering in a whisper, "Your warm mouth . . . please."
The knife fell to the floor forgotten as Kelly encircled Julie's cold nipple in her mouth causing her daughter to let out a gentle sigh of contentment.
"Oh God, that feels so good, lady . . . please don't stop," Julie whimpered as Kelly's tongue lathered her daughter's tender young nipples with loving strokes.
After a moment, Kelly pulled back bringing her hands up to carefully knead Julie's tits as their lips came together. They shared several wild kisses with Kelly's hands roaming all over her daughter's body.
Kelly showered the upper half of Julie's naked body with a rain of tender kisses that patiently slipped downward. Dropping to her knees, she looped a pair of excited fingers under the waistband of the girl's innocent looking pink panties.
"Let's get these off of you, honey."
"P-please lady, I am an innocent virgin. I have never been touched there."
"Well, I think it's time you lost some of that innocence," Kelly replied her voice husky with pent up desire. The panties joined the knife on the floor.
Julie looked down as her mother's fingers traced small circles gliding over her thighs before stealing around to her backside. Her mom's fingertips coasting tenderly over her bare ass made Julie squirm.
"Here," Kelly whispered, "sit down on the bed little girl." Kelly directed her captive to the edge of the bed pushing her down onto it softly.
Turning to face her, Kelly was still crouched on her knees, running her fingers up Julie's thighs in a teasing manner as the raw sexual tension between them grew to nearly unbearable levels.
"What . . . what are you going to do to me lady?" Kelly noted the fright in her daughter's voice causing her to wonder if maybe Julie was the one who belonged out in Hollywood considering her acting abilities.
"Are you scared? Don't be . . . pretend I am somebody you know." A sudden inspiration came over Kelly-a way to turn this game they are playing full circle. "Like your mommy maybe. Surely," Kelly reached up, tenderly stroking the side of Julie's face, "you trust your mommy right little girl."
"Yes, you . . . you kind of remind me of her . . . in a way." Julie replied easily picking up on this new twist in their game.
"Good, then come on spread your legs for me honey . . . let her see that pretty little virgin cunt of yours."
"Oh . . . OK . . . I guess I can show my mommy my little pussy huh. I guess that would be OK," Julie replied softly as she ever so slowly spread her legs.
Kelly ran her fingers lightly along Julie's parting thighs before letting out a soft hiss as the moist folds of her daughter's juicy young snatch was revealed to her.
"Hmm, nice . . . can Mommy touch it baby. Can Mommy play with her little girl's pussy?"
"You are silly Mommy, you can do anything you want to me. Remember I am your captive."
"And what a sweet little," Kelly carefully pushed one finger inside of her daughter's pussy, "captive you are my dear." She pulled her finger out, bringing up to her lips, before licking it clean. "Hmm, and tasty too."
Kelly reached back down parting Julie's thighs wider before shoving her index finger deep inside her daughter and wriggling it around just a bit.
"Oh God Mommy, what are you doing to me?" Julie panted. "Please, don't stop."
"Well," Kelly jumped to her feet, pulling her finger out, remembering the teasing Julie gave her just the other night. "I am afraid that is all you get for now young lady. If you want more you have to earn it."
"Earn it how?"
"By pleasing me."
Kelly proceeded to slowly strip off the sweatpants and dark sweater revealing her naked body to her panting captive.
Slipping a hand around the back of her daughter's head, Kelly took a step forward bringing her boobs in line with Julie's eager mouth.
"Now suck on them you naughty little girl. Suck on kidnapper's big boobies. Do it now!" the prowler growled at her captive.
Julie buried her face between her mom's tits and began to suck on them with such a fierce passion that it momentarily caught Kelly off guard. She looked down, smiling at her daughter's unbridled passion.
The whole scene seemed surreal to Kelly. Her daughter's wrists tightly clasped behind her back, her pretty face snuggled between her twin peaks, her mouth flying back and forth between her ripe nipples suckling on them as if her very life depended on it.
Kelly took another step back breaking contact. "Now that was nice young lady and my, my you are the eager one aren't you? Now let's see how eager you are to eat my pussy."
"No, please, lady I can't do that. It's too much."
"Nonsense," Kelly said grabbing her daughter roughly by the arm and pulling her to her feet. "You will eat my pussy and that is final. Now drop to your knees and face the bed."
Julie obeyed as she dropped to her knees facing her mom who was perched on the edge of the bed with her legs spread wide.
"Please I can't do this . . . don't make me," Julie pleaded.
The prowler said nothing; instead, she rudely tangled her fingers deep in the girl's hair forcing her face between her legs. Having the added twist of being "forced" to eat her mom's pussy turned Julie into nothing short of a wanton little wildcat as she enthusiastically attacked her mom's pussy with a voracious appetite.
This was the third time Julie had her face buried in between her mom's legs in order to snack on some moist mommy cunt making her somewhat of an expert in the matter.
After finding her clit, Julie started with a series of slow, hard strokes while gradually increasing her speed, before she lifted her mouth up, staring up at her mother.
"Am, I doing OK, lady?"
"Just fine sweetie . . . please keep going . . . please!" Kelly found herself once again on the cusp of begging her daughter to eat her pussy. Grabbing a handful of her hair, Kelly shoved her daughter's face back in between her legs.
Indeed the third time was the charm with Julie's mouth expertly assailing Kelly's clit with a lapping, darting tongue. Kelly was soon moaning loudly bucking her hips as her daughter's tongue went to town on her pussy.
Kelly's whole body began to shudder as it headed to yet another intense orgasm courtesy of her daughter. She moaned loudly, bucking her hips upward as Julie furiously lapped at her clit.
"OH GOD, OH GOD, OH GOD," Kelly moaned as the orgasm washed over her and then slowly began to fade.
Getting to her feet, Kelly looked down at Julie sitting on her knees, smacking her lips, wondering if they should continue with their role playing.
Julie made the decision easy for her as she jumped to her feet whispering, "It's my turn."
"Your turn to be pleased you mean."
"Yes."
Kelly again remembered just how Julie teased her something awful the other night and decided she would now have her full revenge. She uncuffed Julie before pushing her rudely onto the bed.
As Julie tumbled onto her back her mother barked at her. "Now spread your arms out toward the upper posts. Do it now!"
After cuffing each of her wrists to the upper posts, Kelly looked down at the now thoroughly helpless daughter. The power she possessed to do anything to this girl caused a soft shiver of excitement to go crawling up her spine. Bringing her bag over to the bed she announced loudly, "I should leave your cunt licking little ass just like this for your mom and dad to find."
"Please no . . . I will do anything you want." Julie cried after suppressing an urge to laugh as she pictured the reaction her grandparents might have if they really were to find her like this.
Deciding one more thing was needed, Kelly rummaged around her mom's room until she found a dark stocking.
She carefully wrapped it around Julie's head, securing the stocking directly over her eyes, cutting off her vision.
"Now you are truly helpless young lady."
Julie imagined just how scared, and excited, she would be if this was an unknown stranger who had her in this position. She does her best to make believe this was truly the case.
Settling down on the bed next to her hostage, Kelly experienced the high that comes with power- she has complete domination over this young lady. Even better, she was supposed to be bad, very bad, in her role of prowler lady. With this thought squarely in mind she goes to work being just that-bad.
The prowler spent an inordinate amount of time carefully massaging nearly every inch of her captive's naked body with a pair of soft probing hands. Her long fingernails, stroking tenderly, caused small goosebumps to breakout all over the girl's body.
Julie squirmed as she heard the hum of the vibrator start up. After applying a generous amount of the lube to the vibrator, Kelly dragged the humming toy across her daughter's tummy letting her feel the steady hum of vibrations; Julie's whole body began to twitch in anticipation of having that humming monster invade her pussy. She had never been able to work up the courage- although she had dreamed about it often- to actually try using the toy on herself.
Kelly worked the vibrator slowly across Julie's quivering thighs just as she leaned down and began to shower her daughter's lovely little boobs with the tender kisses. Her tongue rotated lovingly over Julie's nipples just as she pushed the vibrator up and in between her thighs.
Julie let out a soft moan as the humming toy pulsated against her clit. Kelly clicked the speed button from low to medium. The vibrator hummed louder while slipping up and inside Julie's wet cunt.
"Oh God, Mommy that feels so good. Don't stop!" Kelly pushed the vibrator deeper inside once or twice before pulling it out. She rotated it against Julie's clit making her squirm and cry out with greater urgency.
Please, I . . . I'm going to come, Mommy. Oh God . . . Yes!!"
Kelly yanked the toy out making an impulsive decision. "W-what did you stop for? I was almost there."
"Exactly, honey," Kelly replied reaching up to untie the stocking around her daughter's head. "Mommy doesn't want this stupid toy to have the honor of being the first to make her pretty young daughter come. She wants that honor."
Julie blinked her eyes staring up at her mother. "Really I-"
Kelly touched a finger to Julie's lips whispering. "Shh, baby . . . first, no more role playing pumpkin. OK?"
"OK, Mommy."
"Second, now just watch."
Julie obeyed, watching her mother pull the strap on dildo out of the nearby bag. Smiling at her, she carefully strapped the dildo in place. As she approached the bed, Julie's eyes became transfixed by the dildo knowing it was meant for her. She was about to lose her virginity—to her mother.
Kelly released Julie from the handcuffs. "Mommy is going to make love to her little girl."
They tumbled into each other's arms rolling around on the large bed exchanging a series of fervent kisses.
Time seemed to slow down as Kelly carefully positioned Julie on her back. She parted her daughter's thighs as Julie stared up at her, watching her apply lube to the dildo.
Kelly, hovering just over Julie's outstretched body, used one hand to guide the dildo to the very edge of her daughter's wet opening. Julie panted as her mother moved closer.
"Please Mommy, I want you inside of me so bad."
Kelly replied gently, whispering in Julie's ear, before slipping the dildo inside. "I love you pumpkin."
Kelly slowly moved her hips up and down breaking her daughter in nice and slow as their mouths found each other's again. Their kisses, imitating their lovemaking, were slow and sweet.



Arching her hips upward, Julie accepted her mother's cock with increasingly pleasure. They clung desperately to each other while Kelly increased the speed pushing herself deeper inside Julie making her beg for more.
"Oh God . . . that's it Mommy . . . I am going to come. Don't stop."
Kelly looked down at her baby. Her beautiful golden blonde hair was a mess; her face a mask of forbidden pleasure, she bucked her hips pushing the dildo in harder and faster.
Julie's whole body began to quiver and then shake violently as the dildo rocked inside of her again and again. Three last pushes, nice and slow and deep this time, brought about the desired resulted as Julie tipped over the edge crying out as a luscious beautiful orgasm carried her away.
They clung to each other for several long moments before Julie pushed her mother away. She had a corrupt look on her face.
"Oh no, what are you thinking young lady."
"About our story and the sweet way it ended."
"That was sweet huh," Kelly replied.
"What if it had a different ending though," Julie whispered. "Like somehow the prowler lady let her guard down and the young girl pounced on the opportunity."
"A turning of the tables so to speak," Kelly said unbuckling the harness of the strap on dildo. "I guess I won't be needing this anymore huh?"
"No, not you," Julie said with a smile taking it from her mother.
"You huh, and now I suppose you want me in the cuffs with the poor burglar now finding herself in a most vulnerable position?"
"Exactly . . ." Julie replied her voice trembling with excitement. She was thrilled her mother still wanted to play. "I don't want you on your back though. Here . . . turn around and face the headboard."
Kelly obeyed positioning herself just as Julie wanted. A minute later she rested on her knees facing the headboard, her lovely ass stuck up in the air as her outstretched hands were cuffed by the wrists to the upper posts of the bed.
Kelly turned her head around as Julie got off the bed. She fully expected to see her daughter strapping on the dildo she just used on her, but instead Julie was heading for the door.
"Where are you going? Aren't you going to put it on and . . . you know?"
Julie stopped, halfway across the bedroom, placing her hands on her hips, she smiled innocently at her mother saying nothing for a long moment. Kelly thought her daughter looked like a beautiful little angel standing there; her youthful naked body seemed to shimmer in the candle light. The only thing missing was a glowing halo over her head. Then she began to speak and the angel's words were decidedly - evil.
"Listen you burglar bitch. You came into my home, took my virginity and now I shall have my revenge."
Kelly's heart jumped. The predator was now the prey. "Look honey you are a sweet little girl and I . . ." Kelly paused collecting her thoughts.
"Go on, try and talk you way out of this. I will give you one chance."
"I was seduced by your beauty so yes I took your virginity sweetheart. Can you forgive me please and let me go."
"I don't think so. The prowler lady is going to get what is coming to her now."
"Which is?"
"A good hard fucking."
"But . . . I mean you are leaving. Heading for the door. The . . . the thing is right there on the bed." Kelly gestured with her head toward the strap on dildo still sitting on the bed where Julie dropped it earlier.
"Oh, I am not going to use that one. That one is much too small for you. I have another one, stashed in my closet. Be right back." Julie turned and started to skip out of the room before having a sudden thought.
Julie grabbed the same black stocking that her mother used on her earlier and carefully wrapped it around her mom's head cutting off her vision just as it had been done to her earlier.
Much too small? Kelly's mind whirled with the implications. While the strap on toy she just used on her daughter was not big by any means neither was it small. If she had to guess she would say it was a good five to six inches. Now Julie left, obviously to go get a bigger one, leaving Kelly to wonder - just how much bigger?
Kelly heard her daughter enter the bedroom and then felt the bed move. Julie snuggled up next to her mother whispering in her ear, "I will show you some mercy by giving you a little foreplay Ms. Bugler Bitch . . . before I give you the good fucking you deserve."
"How very generous of you little girl," Kelly replied letting her sarcasm show. She would not let her daughter see any fear.
Wrapping a hand around the back of her mother's head, Julie twisted her face to her. They kissed. Roughly. Tongues darted and swirled around as Julie reached under and started to fondle her mother's hanging breasts.
Julie's kisses slipped off her mother's mouth and around to her neck. She found her mom's sensitive spot and attacked it with reckless abandon with a series of rough kisses mixed with several playful bites while she gently cupped her mom's tits bouncing them in her hands tenderly.
"Oh God, little girl you are turning me on so much."
"Hmm, am I? Enough where you feel ready to handle my cock you bitch?"
Kelly, fully immersing herself in their new game, spat the words out at her daughter. "Stick it in me you little fucking cunt. I have handled bigger."
Kelly was taunting her daughter to see how she would react knowing more than likely it would get the desired reaction.
"Are you sure." Julie answered softly as she squirted a generous amount of lube on her big fake cock. "Here," Julie reached up and untied the stocking letting it fall to the bed, "I had better let you see what you claim to be ready for."
Kelly turned her head around and . . . Oh My God.
Swinging ominously from Julie's crotch was a thick nine inch flesh colored strap on dildo. Kelly swallowed hard as she watched Julie position herself slowly behind her.
"No . . . please honey . . . it's . . . too big." Kelly voice quaked with fear . . . and desire as she decided maybe it had not been such a good idea tuanting her daughter.
"Please no bab-" Julie rammed the nine inches inside her mother- hard- cutting off her final plea.
Showing some semblance of mercy, Julie went slow at first, allowing her mother to adjust to the toy's size. Gripping her mom's hips, she slowly pushed the strap on in and out several times, before giving her a quick taste of what was to come ramming the dildo in fast and hard forcing a loud grunt out of her mother before slowing down once again.
"My cock feel good bitch? But oh yeah, you've handled bigger though slut." Julie drove the dildo in harder and harder making the bed shake and her mom quiver with each of her cock's hammer blows.
Kelly gripped the headboard trying her best to take the heavy pounding from her daughter without crying out . . . but in the end it was just too much. "No . . . I please . . . too hard," she panted.
Julie slackened the pace-not from her mother's pleas but only to catch her breath. This allowed Kelly to concentrate on what this good hard fucking was doing to her. She had not been fucked this hard- ever- and it caused an odd mixture of both pleasure and pain all at once.
Struggling against the cuffs, she twisted her head around, her eyes pleading for mercy from her captor. It was a mistake. Her mom's show of weakness only served to fuel Julie's savage impulse to fuck her mom harder.
She started a fresh series of hammer blows rocking the fake cock into her mother with such force that the bed itself seemed on the verge of collapsing. Scared she was actually going to break the damn bed, Julie relented just a bit. She slowed down driving her cock into her mother at a more measured pace.
Kelly responded with a loud series of moans as she was now enjoying the slackened pace. Mother and daughter fell into a nice rhythm both losing themselves in the moment.
Julie reached over and scooped up the keys to the cuffs off the bed. The initial wanton need of wanting to fuck her mother was beginning to ebb being replaced by something deeper. She now was feeling an urgent need to simply make love to her mommy.
Kelly, released from her bondage, toppled into her daughter's loving arms. Mother and daughter became one being connected by the love toy as it tenderly entered the mom's aching pussy.
Julie showered her mother's lovely face with dozens of soft kisses as Kelly arched her back accepting all of her daughter. They whispered quiet words of love and affection for one another as Julie pushed her cock deep inside her mom.
The love soon began to turn to lust as they clawed at each other when Julie pushed the dildo in her mother's wet cunt harder and faster.
"Oh that is it baby . . . fuck me. Oh Jesus . . . I . . . I am going to come."
Julie raised up, pumping her hips forward, staring down at her mother. She wanted to watch her reach orgasm. A pair of final deep thrusts sent Kelly rocketing over the edge. Her whole body began to first quiver, and then shake, as a powerful orgasm swept her away.
Julie collapsed down into her mother's waiting arms knowing their relationship was truly on hallowed ground now. Somehow she sensed her mother would not be heading back to California anytime soon.
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In the small town of Sutter's Corner, Oklahoma, population 5,459, the young and glamorous Sung Li was a hot item. The wife of the town's wealthiest resident, a natural flirt and showoff, she blossomed in her new hometown.
Being a forgotten middle child in a large family, the fifth oldest out of eleven children, Sung relished her new found celebratory status after her marriage to Phil Stone brought her from a small village in South Korea to America at a young age.
Things were basically good, except for one little blot on Sung's happiness. The delivery of her first child, William, caused such severe complications the doctor recommended she not give birth again. Sung had desired a big family, but now she was forced to make due with just the single child. Her response, not surprisingly, was to spoil little Billy with all sorts of extra attention.
As Billy grew older, Sung's marriage took a downward turn. Between caring for his sick, elderly parents and running the family business, Phil found it impossible to give his young wife the attention her narcissistic personality required, leaving it to Billy to try and fill the void created by his absence.
Still, even though she was lonely, Sung Li would never cheat on her husband no matter how bad it got. Although she dearly loved having sex, in fact she was a bit of a freak, a fanatic even, cheating for sex was just not her style. Nor would she cheat for love, as she had plenty of that in her life, if only in the form of the sweet innocent love a boy gives his mother.
As Billy got older he began to realize his mother was special in the looks department. She was both much younger and much prettier than all of his friends' moms. With her flawless olive colored skin, beautiful dark hair that flowed to her shoulders, combined with a pair of pretty green eyes that one simply got lost in, Sung was exotic beauty personified.
Trying to add to her already striking looks, shortly after arriving in America, and comparing herself to other women, Sung Li really "got American" by talking her husband into getting her a boob job. Phil agreed for at this point in their young marriage Phil was still spoiling her rotten.
He took her to the best plastic surgeon in nearby Oklahoma City. Sung Li now possessed a pair of fantastic looking 34 DD breasts. On her trim 5' 6" inch, 115 pound frame her new tits looked bigger and nicer than ever.
As Billy got older, he often, shamefully, took notice of his mom's killer body featuring that great set of tits. It was pretty easy as Sung stood out like a sparkling diamond in the rough in Sutter's Corner. Billy friends all seemed to have mom's that were a pale and sickly white, with drab hair, lifeless features, and most especially-old looking.
When Billy was in his teens, Sung was still only in her early thirties. Since they were the richest family in town, many of Billy's friends, meeting his mom for the first time, mistook the youthful looking Sung Li as his nanny. Little things like that made Billy proud.
Billy loved his mother with a fierce determination that bordered on obsession. He had always been insanely jealous over her, even in regards to his father, so although he loved his grandparents, he was not so sad when they both took ill forcing his father to spend a lot of time away from home looking after them.
He knew this was selfish, but his intense feelings for his mother just could not be denied. Finally, Billy's grandparents took a turn for the worse forcing both be placed in a nursing home.
His father was now home more and underfoot again. Billy did note with a slight touch of glee that somehow his parent's relationship had soured to the point where they seemed distance to each other.
The sourness deepened as his Dad moved out of the house a few days after his seventeenth birthday. Knowing the only thing that mattered to Sung Li was Billy, Phil offered full custody to her with the attached condition she accept the terms of the divorce settlement laid out by his high priced lawyer.
His terms were simple: she would leave the marriage with full custody of Billy and little else. He would give her just enough money to move out and find a new place for her and Billy to live. She gladly accepted looking forward to starting a new life with just the two of them.
In the end, Sung Li left just not Sutter's Corner, but Oklahoma altogether. They moved to Topeka, Kansas, home to her mom's sister, her Aunt Taki, or as Sung Li called her, simply Auntie T.
"Sungy" was Aunt Taki's favorite niece and she was delighted to have her living nearby. She immediately helped her get a job, as a cocktail server in a nightclub, and rented one of the five houses she owned with her boyfriend, to Sung.
The house was nice, as it had a backyard pool surrounded by a large grassy backyard, but its best feature, which Sung truly adored, was its huge master bedroom, with its attached bathroom and sunken tub, along with a real fireplace and its own little mini-bar.
For the most part, things were good for the two of them, except Sung Li was beginning to hate her job at the club. The manager was a real jerk. He was constantly hitting on her, and when she did not respond to his flirtations, he started messing with her hours and shorting her pay.
Over lunch one day, Sung confided to her Auntie T. how miserable she was at her job, and her aunt, always so willing to help, arranged another job interview for her. At first, Sung Li considered not going as it was an interview for a dancer's position at a nearby small strip club downtown. She was concerned what Billy would think of her being a stripper, but after she talked with her aunt her fears were relieved.
Her aunt's advice was simple and straightforward. "Just tell him your problems at the nightclub and how miserable you are. Ask him his feelings about you dancing. Tell him, it's only temporary."
After sitting Billy down and explaining things to him Sung found him to be strangely silent about the whole situation. She took this as a good sign, but as it turned out she couldn't have been more wrong.
The job interview went well and after the manager suggested how much Sung Li could expect to make with her exotic good looks, she accepted the position.
Things settled into a boring routine for the two of them over the course of the next six months until shortly before Billy's eighteen birthday a tragedy of the worst kind struck. Billy had been feeling progressively worse over the course of the summer, so finally Sung Li took him to a doctor. After a series of tests it was determined Billy had a rare form of cancer.
The doctor's started a series of treatments, but things were not looking good at all. The cancer simply had too much of a head start and was rapidly spreading with little hope of a cure.
Sung Li was devastated, while Billy handled the bad news with his usual modest dignity. The doctors gave him a broad range on how long he might live: could be as little as two months, or maybe as much as six to eight months, or if he was really lucky, a year.
Billy made his intentions clear to his mom after receiving the diagnosis. He insisted he would live out the rest of his brief life at home, as opposed to being surrounded in a sterile hospital environment by nurses and doctors who only pretended to care about him. After a brief argument, Sung Li concurred.
While at lunch one day with her Aunt, shortly after the horrible news, as they discussed what to do to make Billy's short time left as pleasant as possible, Aunt Taki brought up a topic that nearly caused Sung Li to choke on her food.
"Has he been laid Sungy?"
"Jesus, Auntie T. what kinda question is that?"
"A valid one I would think as his time is limited."
"I guess you're right, maybe it is a valid question," Sung Li replied as she picked distractedly at her food.
"Well, has he? You're his mother and the two of you have no secrets . . . at least that is what you always tell me."
"I don't think so."
"Are you sure?"
"Pretty sure. I mean he is a bit shy around girls."
"He's what, eighteen now?"
"Almost, his birthday is next week . . . Saturday."
"Sad if he was to . . . well, you know, while never having experienced the joys of being with a woman."
"Oh Jesus, you had to bring this up to me. Just another thing to worry about."
"Well than do something about it."
"He doesn't have a girlfriend, or any prospects for one for that matter. So what? Hire some cheap hooker."
"No, I was thinking more along the lines of throwing a small birthday party for him. Maybe you could invite one of your friends from the club, maybe they could do you a favor."
"Really I would ask them to-"
"Not ask, just merely suggest. Tell them how you are worried, sad, that he-" Aunt T. let the thought dangle trying to gauge if she should continue.
Sung finished for her. "He will die a virgin. I get it."
"Strippers have heart Sungy, some of them anyways. I'm sure one of them would like to hook up with a handsome boy like your son and relieve him of his virginity."
"I do have one friend there. April, a gorgeous blond with a real nice body, and warm personality. We are getting pretty close and actually she has been over to the house a few times and even met Billy."
"And what does Billy think of her."
"When I introduced them she was wearing a super sexy string bikini. We were spending the afternoon out by the pool sipping Mia Tia's and sunning ourselves, and Billy's eyes, Jesus, I thought they would fall out of his head he was staring at her so hard."
"I bet."
"Did they hit it off?"
"No, I mean Billy fled to his room after a minute or two. But come to think of it, April did mention he was real cute."
"There you go. Have a little talk with her and set things up."
Sung Li only committed to thinking about it, but the more she thought about it the more the idea appealed to her. A few days later she had a long talk with April, and somehow managed to steer the conversation in the direction of maybe April doing her a huge favor.
Much to her surprise, April was eager to take on the task, although the thought of April fucking her son, and she had quite the reputation for fucking, surprisingly caused Sung to have some feelings of jealousy.
The day of the party came. Sung Li decided it best to make it a pool party, giving April an excuse to wear the same sexy bikini that so enthralled her son once before.
She would make it a fairly big party, inviting enough people hopefully to allow Billy and April the freedom to escape upstairs to his bedroom unnoticed and take care of business.
Everything was going perfectly. Billy really seemed to be eating up April, in her pink string bikini, flirting with him so outrageously. This left Sung with mixed emotions. For the party, she went out and bought herself a new white bikini, and so far, Billy had paid scant attention to her.
Sung Li had at least hoped Billy would maybe casually come by and mention how hot she looked in her new bikini. When they were alone he was prone to giving her flattery in spades, especially if she wore something a bit revealing.
Sung simply wasn't used to competing for her son's attentions, and it caused an intense feeling of jealousy to invade her heart like an unwanted guest. Said jealousy was being much fueled by the Mia Tia's she had been sipping on all afternoon, and when Sung got drunk she got emotional and most especially- horny. The thought of Billy going upstairs and fucking April was becoming something she could barely think about.
Around four, Sung spied April leading Billy upstairs. About twenty minutes later, as Sung sat out by the pool in a corner, ignoring the rest of the guests, the jealousy/curiosity, was he really going to fuck her, finally became too much. She calmly made her way upstairs, and then down the hallway to her son's room. The door was shut tight.
Afraid that she might chicken out if she considered her options, she impulsively pushed on the door and entered the room. April was sitting on the bed, holding a softly crying Billy.
"Jesus what is wrong?" she exclaimed rushing over to the bed.
"Mom, we were just talking," Billy answered quickly after wiping a hand across his face. He didn't want his mom to know he had been crying.
"What is going on? Why is so upset?" Sung demanded.
April hopped up from the bed, and swiftly led Sung out of the room. Billy fell back on the bed, suspecting his mother knew he was crying. He prayed April could keep a secret as he shut his eyes trying not to think too much.
Alone in her bedroom now, the impatient Sung wanted answers. "What the hell happened?" Sung snapped maybe a little too harshly.
"Nothing actually, Sung."
"You didn't fuck him." The alcohol was making the usual taciturn Sung get straight to the point.
"No," April sighed, "look I'm not supposed to say anything. I promised him."
"But you are going to anyways right? I mean after I put myself out there and talked you into trying to . . . not let my son die a virgin and then I walk in to find him crying."
"Yes, of course, no secrets, but if Billy finds out I told you he will hate me."
"I promise I won't let that happen April. Now tell me."
"Billy doesn't want to be fucked . . . by me anyways."
"Wait, wait you . . . you're not suggesting he doesn't like girls?"
"Oh no, it's not that at all. He likes girls all right. One in particular, but just not me. I mean he likes me . . . thinks I am hot, but he . . . well he wants his first and only to be someone else."
"Really, I am supposed to believe that! What with the way you two flirted with each other all afternoon and then went running off to his bedroom. I mean why would he take you up there if not to fuck you?"
"It was all just a ploy to make someone jealous."
"Oh come on, really? Who? There is no one else at this party I would guess he might be interested in. You are really the only good looking women I invited. I mean look around you, the rest of the guests are all friends of my Aunt, a couple of his school classmates and their not so attractive mom's," Sung exclaimed throwing her hands up exasperated.
"OK Sung, brace yourself. I am just going to come out and say this . . . you."
"Me?"
"Yes. It's all he could talk about when he got me alone. His mom this, his mom that, how jealous he is of you taking off your clothes for strangers. How jealous he has been of his hot young mom flirting with his friends all the time whenever they come over."
"Oh, that's not true. I don't flirt. I'm just friendly is all."
"Well, he sees it differently. He sees you differently, much differently than you could ever imagine Sung. Do you understand what I am saying?"
"What else did he say?"
"He was upset."
"Upset with me? Why?"
"Yeah, I think so. He seen past your little scheme to have me seduce him. He said he doesn't want to lose his virginity to someone that doesn't truly love him and then he got really angry for a minute and said he didn't need anybody giving him a . . . what did he call it? Oh yeah . . . a 'mercy fuck'."
"But doesn't he understand. He doesn't have time to find true love. Can't he see that?"
"I think he can. And that is what makes him so sad. He is a sweet romantic boy Sungy. He wants someone to make love to him, not fuck him. Plus, he wants to earn it, not have it given to him out of mercy."
"Is there more?"
"Yes, but maybe I shouldn't say . . . maybe I said too much already." April reached out and grasped Sung's hands in hers. "I don't want to ruin our friendship. Really it means a lot to me. I don't want to lose it by sticking my nose in where it doesn't belong."
"April, you are my dearest and best friend. I have been meaning to tell you that for a while. Remember it was me that put you in this spot by suggesting, no begging, that you help him."
April reached out and hugged her, bringing her mouth to Sung's ear. "Thanks for telling me I'm your best friend because I feel the same about you. I really like you Sung and that is why I don't want to screw things up between us."
"You couldn't. You . . . can't." Sung told her as they broke apart. "But I need to hear the truth. I think you are holding something back."
"Well it's just my opinion though. Not gospel truth."
"So tell me. Please if it concerns Billy I need to know."
"It concerns the both of you."
"Tell me please."
"Well, the way he talked about you, just leads me to believe it's you, and only you that could . . . Could do what you wanted me to do."
"What? You can't be serious. He . . . with me . . . No."
"Yes, Sung. He said flat out he would only give his virginity to someone who truly loved him. So who might that be, if not you?"
"How could he be attracted to me? I'm his mother. It would be so wrong."
'Wrong?" April scoffed, "fact check time, Sung. Him having cancer is wrong. You and him being together so he doesn't die a virgin is not so very wrong I would think in comparison anyways."
Sung was still trying to come to grips with this new unbelievable truth as she muttered under her breath. "Oh Jesus you must be mistaken. He can't want me."
"Really, why not? You are pretty, have a great body, and I noticed, even if you didn't, how all afternoon he keep looking past me to stare at you."
"Really?"
"The boy loves you deeply, Sung. Fiercely even, and yes, I truly think in that way."
"He told you this?"
"In so many words, yes, and then he broke down and started crying because he thought I would think him awful for being attracted so deeply to his mother. But I think he was crying for maybe a deeper reason . . . like his dream of being with you will never be fulfilled."
Lost in thought, Sung didn't reply.
"I have one more thing Sung. If you care to hear it, but it's only what I think . . . it's not gospel truth."
"Tell me . . . speculate if you need to."
"OK, well, I think he would have much preferred instead of this big birthday party, Billy would have preferred a very private party, just the two of you, where you were the one that tried to seduce him, Sung."
"Jesus." It's all Sung can think to say as her poor mind was whirling with all this incredible new information.
"Look I have to go, gotta work my shift tonight. I hope you aren't mad."
"Mad, no, but can I ask you something. Will you be honest?"
"Of course, you can ask me anything."
"If you were in my shoes, what would you do?"
"If I was in your shoes and I had such a sweet, kind, loving son like you have in Billy and he was dying I think I would do most anything . . . including, yes seducing him, if I thought it would help ease his pain."
"But isn't it so wrong."
"Wrong, right, again with that nonsense!!" April replied as she got to her feet. "Look Sung, the cancer . . . that is wrong, but what you do with Billy to make his last days on this earth as best as possible, as long as it's done with love, there is no way that could ever be wrong."
They hugged goodbye as Sung thanked April profusely for telling her the truth. After walking April out to her car, Sung hurried upstairs to check on Billy.
He was sleeping soundly. Her mind still spinning, she went to the guests, one by one, telling them Billy wasn't feeling well. Less than ten minutes later, everyone had cleared out, and Sung began to clean up.
After cleaning up, she went to her room to slip a robe on over her bikini, and then headed down the hall. Taking a deep breath, she slipped into his room. His back was to her as she entered the room.
Moving silently, she sat down on the edge of the bed. Billy moved slightly, mumbling something unintelligible, before turning to face her.



"I sent everyone home. April told me you weren't feeling well. Should I leave you alone and let you sleep."
"No, I dozed off for a bit . . . feeling better now."
"Good. Well, now that we are alone, I was wondering if maybe you would still be in a bit of a party mood. Maybe we could finish celebrating your birthday just the two of us. I guess the party idea was not so hot."
"No, Mom. You meant well. I'm just not much of a party guy. Boring I guess."
"I don't think so. So what about it, you wanna come downstairs. I could maybe make you something to eat. Are you hungry?"
"Sure I could go for a bite," Billy replied hopping out of the bed trying to hide his nervousness as wondered if April had keep his secret.
Downstairs in the kitchen, Sung prepared him a sandwich and some potato salad. She noticed how his eyes tracked her every movement, causing her to consider seriously what April told her of his alleged attraction toward his mother. Maybe it was true after all.
They sat at the table while he ate making small talk. She was still unsure of what to do -if anything at all.
Finally, Billy surprised her after finishing the last bite of his sandwich by looking at her directly and announcing with no preamble, "She told you something huh? I can tell. It's written all over your face, Mom."
When she said nothing, stunned that he could read her so well, he took her silence as a confession of April's broken promise and jumped to his feet. Scooping up his plate, he tossed it angrily into the kitchen sink muttering, "Jesus I can't believe she told you."
"Billy, don't be mad. I dragged it out of her. She is my best friend and we can't have secrets. It's . . . well, it's a girl thing. Besides all she told me was nothing really happened between you two."
"Nothing else. She didn't tell you anything else?"
"No honey," Sung replied looking away finding it hard to lie to her son.
He didn't bother to reply, instead he left the kitchen, heading toward the stairs. "Look, I'm still a bit tired. I am going to go lay back down."
Sung followed him up the stairs, suggesting they talk further, but he brushed her off.
Finally, just as he reached his room and was about to disappear inside, most likely for the night ending any chance they would have to talk, Sung made one final plea.
"Look, Billy, you have nothing to be ashamed of. If nothing happened . . . nothing happened."
Billy, his hand on the doorknob, looked away embarrassed, but didn't flee into his bedroom which Sung took as a good sign.
"You know, you should not be mad at me because I asked April to do that little favor for me."
"Little favor! You mean trying to get me laid by your best friend is a little favor? Is that it?" He turned and now tried to escape into the bedroom, but Sung stepped into the doorway, preventing him from slamming the door shut.
"Wait, honey, just let me finish. Please." Maybe it was the anxious way she was tugging at his arm, or maybe it was the look of abject pity on her pretty face, but either way he relented.
"Fine," he exhaled, "explain to me why I should not be mad over what you asked April to do?"
"I was just, well, you know, trying to let you experience something before it was too late."
Billy was silent for a moment. Sung was just about to plead for forgiveness again when Billy told her something that nearly caused her knees to buckle.
"If you were so worried about me getting laid, then why didn't you do something about it yourself? Or maybe you are just too busy throwing yourself at strange man after you take your fucking clothes off for them huh!"
Sung, a little drunk and feeling emotional already, was sent reeling by her son's angry outburst. At least, finally, he laid his cards on the table.
So he was jealous- very jealous apparently- over her stripping. But moreover the statement why didn't you do something about it yourself? Could that actually mean what it sounded like?
Deciding to ignore his outburst for the moment, she made an impetuous decision. Taking him by the arm, she steered him out of his room and down to her bedroom.
"You are not going to bed mad at me. It's still your birthday and we are still going to celebrate. Just you and me like it should have been all along honey."
He tried to pull away from her as she dragged him down the hallway, but his efforts were half-hearted at best. Once inside her room, she announced, after sitting him down on the edge of her bed, "I was thinking to start our celebration we could share a nice birthday slow dance. Sound good?"
Not waiting for an answer, Sung hurried out of the room, heading downstairs. Their little birthday celebration would need some fuel. Billy followed her out of the room just a minute later wanting to use the bathroom to freshen up a bit especially if they were going to be slow dancing.
In the kitchen, Sung grabbed the bottle of champagne she was saving for a special occasion. After hustling back to the bedroom, glad he was not there still, Sung hurriedly prepared things.
She began by arranging a mixture of small tea light candles, and some larger pillar candles, throughout the bedroom, causing the room to be bathed in a romantic glow.
To add to the atmosphere, she started a nice fire in the large brick fireplace that took up the entirety of one whole wall. She then pulled a large round pillow chair out of her spacious walk in closet, placing it on the immense sheepskin rug that stretched out in front of the fireplace.
Now all she needed to do was change out of her robe and bikini. She took a moment thinking of just the perfect outfit to throw on before finally settling on something casual on the outside, but sexy underneath.
The casual part was easy. She slipped on a simple white blouse along with a pair of tight jeans. The sexy part was more of a challenge as it was not so much she didn't have anything sexy to wear, but the opposite. Simply put, she had such a vast array of sexy underthings she could put on that narrowing it down to one choice wasn't easy.
Sung decided after a moment to go with one of her favorite bra and panty sets, wondering if she was doing this with the intention of maybe allowing her son a chance to see how she looked in them later on during the evening.
The bra was a light purple color with the large cups being made of a light mesh style, causing her ample breasts and big round nipples to be on full display.
In between the cups on the lower edge of this incredibly sexy bra was the final touch: the material of the bra formed a sizable butterfly studded with small silver flakes. The matching material of the thong panties in the front also formed a butterfly, while the back featured little coverage- just a single slim line of purple material leaving her nice ass virtually uncovered.
After putting on her blouse and jeans, she added the final touch-a pair of slutty five inch spike black and silver high heels. She was now ready for his birthday celebration—and maybe a whole lot more.
She waited nervously for him at the small mini bar in the corner sipping on champagne while trying to work up her courage to confront the hidden sexual demons her young son possessed for her.
A minute later there was a knock on the door. "Come in honey," she called across the darkened room.
He slowly entered his mom's bedroom, his heart racing in anticipation of their pending birthday dance. When he saw her sitting over at the bar, wearing a simple white blouse and a pair of jeans, he was at first a bit disappointed. He had been hoping she would be wearing something a bit sexier - that is a bit more revealing.
They shared a glass of champagne, sitting at the bar talking, before she escorted him out onto the large open space in the middle of the bedroom that would serve as their improvised dance floor.
Billy was not particularly tall, allowing Sung Li, in her five inch heels, to tower over him as they came together ready to share their dance. Swaying to the gentle flow of the music, snuggled comfortably in his mother's arms, Billy mused, maybe he had already died and was in heaven— dancing with a most beautiful angel.
They circled round and round the small dance floor, shuffling their feet slowly, his hands sliding around to her back side. Sung took her own hands, lifting his face up to hers, staring at her son. Her alluring green eyes seemed to sparkle in the faint light as they penetrated deep into his soul, touching his heart.
Giving him a light kiss on the lips, she whispered, "Now our birthday dance is official as I have sealed it with a kiss."
The song was almost over as they continued to sway gently in one another arms. The final lyrics to the song do a number on Sung Li's heart leaving her close to crying.
Un-break my heart oh baby
Come back and say you love me
Un-break my heart
Sweet darlin'
Without you I just can't go on
Can't go on...
All she can think about as the song ended was his leaving her for a cruel, cold death. Without you I just can't go on, Can't go on... She started to cry as those final haunting words filled her heart with an incurable sadness.
Billy steered her over to the bed as the tears ran down her cheeks.
"Mom, what is wrong. Are you OK?" He remembered how fragile she would get when drinking.
"Jesus, no honey, I'm not. I don't want you to leave me baby. I don't want you to-"
"Shh, don't say it, don't think it. Here sit down on the bed." He pushed her gently down before sitting next to her.
"Ignoring it won't make it go away," she replied struggling to get her tears under control.
"And neither will crying."
"You are right hon we need to change the subject. C'mon over to the fireplace and talk to me a minute. There is something important I need to ask you."
He took a detour to refill their champagne glasses—at her request—while she went over and turned down the music. The sound of the fire crackling now could be heard adding to the hushed ambience that seemed to be leading them somewhere.
"Billy, honey, be honest with me. Promise." She gripped his hands tightly and with an intense, worried look on her face she pulled him down to the rug.
"Of course." The intense worried look on his mom's face was beginning to scare Billy just a bit. Attempting to lighten the mood he added, "I'm always honest with my mommy. You taught me that."
"Yes I did, so it's important to remember that now." Ironically, just as she was imploring him to be truthful with her, she was planning on telling him a bit of a white lie. She took a long sip of her champagne before starting to talk.
"This afternoon I seen you head upstairs with April after watching you two spend the whole party flirting with each other. You think I arranged that whole thing, but the truth is I merely told April you were feeling a bit down and depressed."
She paused a moment to fight the feelings of guilt for lying to her son, before remembering it was for the greater good. "Just so you know, April has quite the reputation for going after cute young guys, cute young vulnerable guys like you Billy."
"Then why did you invite her to the party?"
Deciding one little white lie deserved another, Sung replied casually, "Actually I did not invite her. She sorta of invited herself."
"Oh. Well, I already told you nothing-"
"Shh, you don't have to tell me what happened, or what didn't happen. I mean it's none of my business, but I know she really likes you Billy, and I think that is why she was so anxious to come to the party."
"Yeah maybe," he replied playing coy. To his pleasant surprise, his mother seemed almost a jealous.
There was a moment of silence as Sung Li looked down, nervously twisting her hands together. She had April's side of the story and now she wanted his version of what happened while they were alone in his bedroom.
"Billy, I was wondering if you could tell me . . . are you still a virgin?"
"Shit Mom-"
"You are right, I have no business asking that. I am just really curious I guess. Sorry baby, you don't have to answer that."
"I know, but I will. Yes, Mom, I'm still a virgin."
"You mean nothing really happened between you and April."
"Nothing."
"Nothing as in . . . nothing. You didn't even kiss her."
"No, but now it's your turn to be honest. I think you maybe told her about my condition."
"I might have mentioned it. She's my best friend hon, you know we share everything as I told you earlier."
"I figured as much. Figured she was just, you know feeling sorry for me. I don't want no sympathy lay Mom. That is not the way I want to lose it. You understand what I am saying?"
"You were always a hopeless romantic baby. That is one of the things I have always admired about you. So do you mind me asking? I mean if you don't want a sympathy lay, then what do you want? I mean, April, she is beautiful and has a great body and for you to say no says a lot."
"Yeah she is and I really like her, but . . ." His voice trailed off as he stared off into the distance.
"But?"
"But I only want to give my virginity to someone that I know really loves me, beyond a doubt."
Well there it was, she told herself, he just laid his cards on the table, now it's your turn Sungy. Hmm, not quite yet," she replied back to herself. Best not to be too hasty.
"That is admirable baby. Anyone you have special in mind. Maybe some secret girlfriend at school that you forgot to tell me about."
"Secret is the key word."
"Oh, I see, so you aren't going to tell me?"
"Nope."
"Fine, well I have something to tell you anyway. I was really jealous when I saw you disappear upstairs with April. I imagined all kind of things happening between the two of you."
"I figured you would and since we are being so honest now I sorta of did it on purpose."
"Tried to make me jealous?"
"Yes."
"Why honey?"
"Payback."
"For?" she asked moving closer to him sensing this was going exactly in the direction she wanted it to go.
"For you and your stupid job making me jealous. You know, for you taking your clothes off in front of a bunch of strange men. For you giving lap dances to those idiots."
"Jesus honey, I never knew you cared."
"Well, I do."
Sung Li knew it was now or never. She drained the last of her champagne loving the warm fuzzy feeling it gave her. A warm fuzzy feeling that gave her the courage to do or say almost anything.
She stood up, extending her hand to him. "Come on Billy, stand up it's time to put that jealous heart of yours to rest."
"Really, how?" he replied while getting slowly to his feet.
"Follow me." She took his hand and led him over to the bed. "Sit down. I think maybe your poor little heart won't be so filled with jealousy if I do a very special birthday striptease for you."
"Mom! Really. Are you serious? It's late and I'm tired and in no mood for jokes."
"Watch just how serious I am, unless you tell me no."
"I . . . ahh . . . geez Mom." His mind was whirling. Should he tell her no, better yet, do I even possess the will power to say no?
"I will take your inability to speak as my cue to move forward with your striptease honey?"
He nodded his head in dull amazement.
She took his hands and pulled him so he was perched on the very edge of the bed. Moving her hand up, she brushed her fingers along his cheek lightly, as her eyes began to sparkle with excitement.
"You do find your mother attractive? Tell the truth."
"God, yes I find you attractive. You are so beautiful that sometimes it hurts my heart to gaze upon such beauty."
"That is sweet baby and I know that it takes a lot of courage for an eighteen year old boy to say that to his mother. Such heartfelt honesty should be rewarded."
Their eyes met as her hands slowly slipped down to the front of her white blouse. She took a small step forward. "So tell me Billy, have you ever had fantasies about watching me get undressed."
Billy, even shocking himself, replied almost immediately. "Yes." Normally such a question would leave him stammering like an idiot—if he even thought of telling the truth.
He gazed at his mom's chest with rapt attention as she began to slowly undo the buttons of her blouse. She isn't stopping Billy realized with utter delight as inch by inch of his mom's beautiful dark skin was revealed to his wide staring eyes.
Billy took a deep breath as her simple white blouse slowly parted revealing a sexy see through purple bra. Purple was his favorite color plus; then there was this to consider- for as long as he could remember, he had an intense all-consuming bra fetish. Now as his mother slowly stripped off her jeans he barely noticed as he intently stared at his mom's big beautiful tits showcased so nicely in that gorgeous purple bra.
As Billy finally dragged his eyes off of her tits and downward he saw with rapturous wonder the matching butterfly panties and somehow his poor cock managed to grow even harder.
Her clothes, now in a heap at her feet, were kicked aside. She smiled before whispering, "See honey, your mother can take her clothes off for you too. Be still thy jealous heart."
His heart was anything but still as she held out a hand, and without saying a word led him over to the rug in front of the fire.
Reaching the rug she turned to him. "I was thinking maybe we could share another glass of champagne together baby?"
"Yes," he said eagerly.
"Should I put my clothes back on?"
"No . . . I mean unless you want to."
"Do you want me to?" she asked sweetly already knowing the answer.
"No."
"I thought as much," she replied with a knowing smile as she strutted over to the mini bar his eyes following her ass.
Relaxing in front of the fire, the whole thing seemed so fucking unreal; sharing champagne with his mother as they sat in front of a romantic fire. But maybe the craziest thing was the way she was sitting there sipping on her champagne in her goddamn underwear like it was perfectly normal thing to do with her newly turned eighteen year old son- that was dying.
The champagne was helping Billy feel confident and horny. He was finding it nearly impossible to keep his eyes off of his mother's luscious body, in particular those substantial tits of hers.
Sung happily noticed his eyes all over his chest and smiled inwardly liking the way he was gazing at her with a dreamy look.
"You know honey," she said "I am thinking we should discuss these jealousy issues you have over your mother in a bit more depth."
"What about them?"
"Well, like how jealous are you when you picture me giving lap dances to my customers?"
"Quite a bit I guess."
"You guess, as in maybe?"
"No, I am fucking jealous OK," he replied sharply.
"That is all I needed to hear," she said getting up and walking over to the CD player, her high heels clicking seductively on the hardwood floor.
She replaced the compact disc filled with romantic ballads on it with something a little more appropriate for what she was about to do. She smiled at him as she turned back around; the sound of Whitesnake's "Here I Go Again" filled the bedroom.
"Come sit on the edge of the bed and I will give my favorite man in the world a very special birthday lap dance."
Billy walked over to the bed feeling like he has been dropped in some wild forbidden dream. He settled himself onto the edge of the bed, and watched as his mother began to move her body in a rhythmic fashion to the pulsating beat of the music.
His eyes became trapped by the sight of his mother's immense tits bouncing up and down in that tight sexy see through purple bra of hers. She flung her body back and forth, twirling and twisting to the beat of the music coming ever closer to him.



She slinked up to him, running her fingers through his dark hair, before slowly beginning to unbutton his shirt. The slowness only lasted for a minute; after undoing the second button he heard her whisper, to herself, or to him, he wasn't sure which, "This is taking way too fucking long." Without warning she ripped his shirt downward violently. The rest of the buttons went flying as Sung laughed.
He is too stunned to even respond as she slowly dragged her long fingernails down his bare chest before turning and shaking her ass in front of his face. His eyes fell to her beautiful well-tanned ass cheeks shaking back and forth as his cock became stiff.
Turning, she did the unexpected once again throwing herself on top of him; he fell back onto the bed as she shoved her tits firmly up against his bare chest. She used her breasts, rubbing them in a small semi-circles all around his chest, as his cock jumped from being merely stiff to excruciating hard in a matter of mere seconds.
Sung propelled herself backward deftly landing on her feet, while pulling him up into a sitting position. She leaned forward, shoving her tits in his face. Her hands snaked around the back of his head, forcing his face deeper into her cleavage as she began to shake her chest while giggling.
"I bet you like that baby boy . . . Mommy's big tits all in your face. Yeah, I just bet you do," she whispered to him.
Laughing, she released her hold on him. He leaned back trying to catch his breath. He was shocked at the seriously R-rated lap dance she was giving him.
She twisted around now, and slowly lowered herself down onto his lap. She flung one arm around his neck as she started to playfully bounce up and down on his lap.
Jesus, he is so hard down there, like fucking concrete," Sung mused as she quickly discovered something else which caused her growing desire to spin out of control- unlike his father, her son was very, very big down there.
She pulled her arm from around his neck, and taking both of his hands she guided them to her tummy just as she turned in his lap so her back was to him.
She moved slowly up and down, rubbing against his big hard cock like a cat in heat. She then played her trump card, pushing his hands up and onto her tits.
Leaning back and whispering in his ear, she told him, "Go on sweetie you can feel them if you want."
It's an offer he cannot refuse. He kneaded her breasts through the soft material of her bra while she grinded her butt against his crotch, enjoying the way his hardness felt against her now very wet pussy.
Their lips found each other; exchanging several kisses, his hands continued to fondle her boobs with a growing urgency. She increased the pressure on him; pushing her ass harder against his crotch. He felt it building- his very first orgasm with a woman.
He tried to fight it, not wanting to come in his pants, but she was not letting up. Nor can he let up. Asking him to remove his hands from her tits, would be like asking a fish to give up water.
Finally, when he felt her tongue circling in his mouth, flickering back and forth, experiencing his first real French kiss, it all became too much.
His whole body started to shake as she kissed him deeper, and then suddenly he let out a little yelp before he ejaculated inside his jeans.
Deciding to tease him a bit, she jumped up, exclaiming in mock horror, "Billy! You bad little boy did you just make a mess in your pants?"
"I got to get out of here," he mumbled ready to die from embarrassment. He prayed she was joking with him, in pretending to be mad, but that changed precious little. Nothing could change the fact he just came in his pants.
He pushed her away and headed for the door ignoring her pleas to stay. Just as he reached the door and was getting ready to yank it open, Sung came rushing up to him. "Don't go baby. I'm sorry, this is all my fault. Please don't be embarrassed . . . it happens. It's not your fault and I'm really not mad. I was just playing."
"Who's at fault then-?"
She cut him off with a finger to his lips. "Shhh, let me talk to you first before you decide if you wanna stay or go."
"I should go." He turned to the door once more.
"No, you should come over here," Sung demanded pulling him away from the door.
They sat at the mini bar as she shoved another glass of champagne in front of him. "Drink this down quickly. Nothing kills embarrassment like alcohol. You need to hear the truth son. I would have been really disappointed if you had not . . . you know in your pants."
"Really?"
"Yes, really. What you did tells me one thing and one thing only."
"What is that?" he said finishing his glass of champagne. She was right. The warm fuzzy feeling the champagne gave him dulled the feelings of embarrassment.
"Just that you really, really liked your mom's lap dance."
"I did. You are a fantastic dancer, Mom, but I should leave and, you know, get cleaned up."
"Hmm, yes and no."
"What does that mean?"
"Give me a minute and I will explain." Sung jumped to her feet and disappeared inside her bathroom. She must act quickly on her sudden impulse before she thinks too much about it.
She hurried over to her immense sunken bath tub, twisting the handle on the tap to warm. The tub began to fill with warm water as she grabbed her bubble bath, dumping some into the tub, before completing the final steps in her preparation for what she hoped will not be the biggest mistake of her life.
Heading back out to the bedroom, she found Billy fidgeting uncomfortably at the bar.
"Mom, I really should go to my room and change."
"Remember, I told you yes and no when you said that earlier?"
"Yeah, then you left without telling me what it meant."
"I will tell you now. It simply means, yes you should get cleaned up, but no, not in your room. I have a better idea. How about . . ."
Her smile was sly, her voice quiet and seductive as she reached out a hand to him. "You let your Mommy give her baby boy a nice little birthday bath. Hmm, would you like that? We used to take baths all the time before and as I recall you always, always enjoyed bath time with your mother."
Once again she has rendered him speechless. Inside the bathroom he saw his mother's propensity for candles was once again on display. Inside her large bathroom was no less than a dozen small candles placed strategically throughout the bathroom.
"Here let me help you with those jeans while you get out of that ripped shirt of yours," she told him softly as she started to undo his pants.
"Oh my, you do have quite the mess in here," she exclaimed as she yanked down his boxers. "Come on now, hurry and into the tub with you."
He got into the tub, sinking under the protective layer of bubbles eager to hide his flaccid cock. He watched as she straightened up saying, "I think maybe it would be easier if I was to get in the tub with you and help you wash up."
Billy decided to call her bluff. "Yeah it probably would be easier if you were in here with me."
His once flaccid dick started to come alive again as she slowly reached around and undid her bra. She took her time, loving the way he was so intently focused on watching her remove her bra as ever so slowly it slipped down, and then—just as it was about to slip off her twin peaks revealing her tits to his hungry eyes, she suddenly barked at him.
"Billy . . . you shouldn't be staring at your mother as she gets undressed. It's rude. Now turn your face away, while I get in the tub."
He found it ironic that just a few minutes ago she was giving him a half-naked first class lap dance, and now she was scolding him for staring as she took off her bra.
But as she continued to glare at him, he quickly realized it would be in his best interests to play along. He almost laughed, marveling at his mother's sudden mood change, while suspecting it was all part of some bigger game.
Averting his gaze, he stammered out an apology. "S-sorry Mom, I didn't mean to be rude."
"That's better," she replied smugly.
He was left to only wonder. Wonder what it would be like to see her big boobs finally revealed to him as she slowly removed her bra; wonder how delicious her ass might look as she slipped out of her panties. But instead he found himself staring at the tile wall of the tub.
Sung carefully lowered herself behind him into the tub, sinking under the protective covering of the bubbles. Once she got settled down behind him, Sung Li used a sponge to carefully wash his neck and shoulders, and then his upper arms. Leaning forward to wash down his back, she growled at him, "Now don't let me catch you trying to take sneaky peeks at my naked body Billy!"
"Yeah, sure, no problem," he mumbled with some apprehension. Trying to keep his eyes off her mother's gorgeous naked body would be asking the impossible; furthermore, he understood that she understood what she was asking was impossible.
She was taking her time purposefully, allowing him time to recover- down there. With his backside done, she pulled him back against her. She took her time reaching forward and washing each of his forearms in turn as she leaned forward enough allowing her boobs to brush up against his back.
She paused in mid-stroke and then whispered in his ear, "It's been a long time since you shared a bath with your mommy huh, Billy?"
"Yes."
"Do you miss taking baths with me sweetheart?"
"Oh yes, very much so."
She smiled, appreciating the way he was being a sport and playing along with this new little game. If only he will continue to play along this could be the perfect setting for him to lose his virginity," Sung Li mused knowing that was the ultimate end game.
She slyly let the sponge slip out of her hand, watching it sink under the bubbles before declaring, "How would my birthday boy like a nice little massage right here in the tub?"
"That would be nice," he told her as she started to knead the muscles in his neck and shoulders expertly. Billy leaned back against his mother closing his eyes placing himself totally in her loving hands.
As her hands glided skillfully across his shoulders, she leaned in and whispered in his ear, "So you liked your birthday party today hon."
"Oh yes it was very nice."
"Just like my new bikini? I kind of noticed you had a hard time taking your eyes off me this afternoon as I ran around in it honey."
"I was just admiring how good you looked in it Mom. I guess I just couldn't help myself."
"So what do you think my skimpy little bikini showed off best . . . your mom's tits or ass?"
When he did not respond right away, she reached around and used her hand to turn his face around towards her.
"You better answer your mother's question right now son before she gets mad and slaps that cute little face of yours . . . and you had best be honest with me."
He somehow found the courage to answer with little hesitation. "Your tits."
She smiled at him, their faces mere inches apart. Running her fingers through his hair she whispered, "Why coz they are so big?"
He looked away shyly before answering in a hoarse whisper, "Yes."
"So that is why you couldn't keep your eyes off your Mom coz her tits are so big and she was showing them off huh? I had been wondering why you kept staring at me." She let his face slip out of her hands as he turned back around.
"Now that that is settled I can continue with your nice massage."
"You're not mad coz of what I just said Mom?"
"No, I don't think so. Actually I am glad you had the courage to tell your mother you noticed her big tits. I like it when you are brave and honest with me sweetheart."
Her hands skated around to the upper part of his back, before settling on his neck again. Rubbing it gently she was ready for the next act in their bathtub drama.
"There done now," she announced pulling her hands back. "Now where is my sponge?" she asked pretending she didn't remember letting it slide earlier under the bubbles. The lost sponge was all part of her grand scheme.
"I bet you hid it on me you little stinker as I know you would much rather play in the tub then get washed up . . . isn't that right?"
"Y-yes I guess so, but really Mommy I didn't hide it."
"Oh you didn't. Well, maybe I will believe you for now anyway and besides I guess you deserve a little play time as it is your birthday and all."
Billy wondered just what play time in the tub with her could mean while also speculating why she was treating him like a child. Maybe she was revisiting the past as a way to avoid the harsh future she faced without him. Everyone has a different way of processing heartache and tragedy and maybe this was just her way. He quickly decided to play along not wanting to spoil things for her.
She circled out from behind him around to his side all the while making sure she stayed under the protective screen of bubbles. She noticed Billy casting several furtive glances her way. She imagined he was greatly disappointed at not catching at least a quick glimpse of her tits.
"Oh shoot I just forgot. Maybe you won't get play time after all."
"Why?"
"I forgot your two favorite bath toys honey."
Billy has a vague recollection of the bath toys she was referring to. He once had a little red tug boat and a green rubber frog that he would never take a bath without.
The memory made him laugh. Curious to see how she would react he decided to take a chance and see if she was really serious about this whole playtime in the tub thing.
Making his voice whiny he responded, "Really, Mommy, you forgot my toys. Mr. Froggy and Mr. Tuggy?"
"Yes, I am afraid so hon."
"Well go get them," he demanded doing his best not to laugh at their silly little game.
"Sweetheart, I think they are downstairs in the other bathroom."
"So go get them," he again commanded her.
"Come on sweetie, Mommy is nice and comfortable here in the tub with you. I don't want to have to get out, dry off, and then go downstairs and try and find your stupid toys."
"So what am I going to play with Mommy if I don't have my toys?" He looked down feigning extreme disappointment.
Finally, it was time for the great unveiling. Things had played out nearly perfect to this point.
"Sweetie, Mommy knows how much you love playing in the tub, but maybe?" She paused; raising up onto her knees, her big, beautiful boobs finally emerged from under the bubbles. He stared at her tits in revered awe. They had small clumps of bubbles clinging to them here and there. "Maybe we can find you something other to play with besides that stupid old frog and that silly little tug boat."
In the glow of the candles her tits shined with an unearthly beauty. He was sure, as he stared at them open mouthed, he had never set eyes upon anything as beautiful as his mommy's big, wet, shiny tits. Indeed, they glistened with a beauty that he has been dreaming about for as long as he could remember. Watching her chest rise and fall, his cock was fully hard once more.
She inched closer to him, tilting her head to one side seductively, her voice coming out in a honeyed purr she whispered, "So do you see something sweetie you wanna play with . . . something really big and bouncy? Go on baby, be a big boy and tell Mommy."
She moved within reach of him. This was his first time ever seeing a woman's bare breasts, other than in the movies or magazines.
Sung, ever the show off, first shook her boobs back and forth, before reaching out and grabbing his hands when he continued to do nothing more than stare. She paused a moment, allowing the tension to build, before placing his hands against her smooth tummy.
"You know baby, the way you have been staring at my boobies makes me believe you might be thinking they would be really, really fun to play with."
She brought her hands up to his face, touching both of his cheeks lightly; she felt his hands slip away from her body; apparently on their own his hands lacked the confidence to keep touching her.
That was just fine as she will use his innate shyness to her advantage. She gently tilted his face upwards so they were staring at each other. "Go on sweetheart you can play with your mommy's boobs if you want."
He tried to respond but all that came out was a small unintelligible sound. She smiled at him removing her hands from his face. "I think Mommy better help her shy little boy reach the Promised Land."
She took his hands into hers placing them on her tummy once again. Ever so carefully she pushed them north toward her beckoning wet hills; this time there will be no stopping.
Billy's cock twitched with incredible hardness under the bubbles as his hands slipped up and over his mom's tits.
With the help of her hands as a sort of de facto tour guide, he skimmed his hands all over the slippery softness of her succulent breasts.
"Mommy's tits feel nice huh?"
He finally managed to find his tongue. "Y-yes Mommy, real nice." Feeling he needed to say more, he added enthusiastically, "And you were right! These are much funner to play with than those other stupid toys."
She let her hands slip away, confident he needed no more help. Turning, she grabbed a nearby towel telling Billy, "Mommy wants to relax while you play with your new toys baby."
Positioning the towel against the back tile wall of the tub, Sung leaned back against it closing her eyes. She arched her chest upwards allowing her son full unfettered access to her tits as she let out a long sigh.
Billy observed with curious delight now that his mother's chest was out of the warm water and exposed to the cool night air how her nipples were standing up fully erect. He stared at them, licking his lips, with a burning infatuation.
Billy eagerly moved around so he was now sitting on his knees right in front of her. He began to jiggle her tits around in his hands, loving the way they felt.
The longer he played with his mom's tits the harder it became to maintain the subtle balancing act between his boyish curiosity and his manly desires. With his cock throbbing with what was fast becoming a nearly unbearable hardness he found the scales tilting toward desire.
With a great effort, somehow he managed to check those desires. He sensed if he let go and gave in to his manly desires and tried to push things too fast, this little fantasy world they were both living in would collapse. For the time being, his curiosity would stay in control as he continued to fondle her tits as sweetly and innocently as possible.
Remembering to stay curious, and maybe more importantly naive, he flicked his fingers across her erect nipples causing her indescribable pleasure. Acting totally gullible about what he just did, he immediately yanked his hands away exclaiming, "Geez Mommy, I'm sorry I didn't mean to hurt you."
She lifted her head up, and stared at him. She saw the sly startled look on his face and immediately sensed what he was up to. He, of course, could not be that naive about a woman's body, but then again, he was wholly inexperienced. Regardless she would play along.
"Oh sweetie, you didn't hurt Mommy. Why do you think that?"
"Well, you moaned a bit, you know when I touched your nipples."
"I did?" She reached out touching his face lightly. "You see your mommy has really sensitive nipples and when someone plays with them it makes her feel real good, sometimes so good that it makes her moan."
Maintaining his illusion of innocence, Billy replied with a heavy dose of boyish enthusiasm, "Oh really, wow!"
Fully immersed in their not so innocent drama now, he brought both hands up to her tits, and began to rub them all over in a circular motion, faster than slower, while adding several velvety flickers of his fingers along her ripe nipples.



He truly loved the way his mom's titties were so nice and slippery from the soapy bubble bath clinging to them. He started to squeeze them lightly, and then a bit harder, testing their firmness. Sung Li, enjoying his loving attentions, arched her back trying to make her big tits look as inviting as possible to her young son.
It worked. He flickered his fingers slowly, one by one, over each nipple, and then both of them at the same time listening carefully to hear if this would elicit a moan from her again.
He was not disappointed as Sung exhaled noisily and began to squirm as his fingers danced over her nipples. Liking the way he seemed to be in control, Billy took his thumb and forefinger and rolled her big erect nipples around between them. Squeezing them harder seemed to make her squirm all the more he discovered happily.
When he got carried away and pinched them too hard, Sung Li admonished him gently whispering, "You know, too much of a good thing can be bad hon . . . not too hard OK."
Knowing his limits now, he went back to work, eagerly juggling her tits in his hands while using his fingers to stroke her nipples.
"Ohh, that's it baby, you are doing such a good job little boy making mommy feel good," she whispered before lifting her head up. Opening her eyes, she saw poor Billy was squirming something awful sitting there on his knees. She knew why: that big cock of his must be real, real hard once again.
Sung Li, using that keen intuition that all mothers seem to possess, sensed the time was right to pull back and let both of their forbidden desires simmer just a bit more.
She raised up saying, "You know baby boy I think you better take a short break from playing with your new toys, and come snuggle up next to Mommy and tell her how much you love her."
She pulled him into her arms snuggling him softly as she whispered in his ear, "You know baby boy, me letting you play with my boobies, proves what I have always known."
"What's that?"
"Just what a special loving relationship we have. You know it's not every mother that would let their eighteen year old son play with their tits."
"I know Mom and I love you so much for letting me."
Snaking one hand around the back of his head, she drew his mouth to hers. They started kissing deeply like long lost lovers. His hands glided up to her tits and he started to fondle them in such a ferocious manner indicating to Sung he was on the verge of losing control.
It was still too soon Sung Li sensed. She broke off the kiss announcing, "Baby your kisses are warm and sweet, but I think play time is over." Like a master chef she wanted things to simmer just a bit more before allowing them to boil over.
"Really, already?" His voice was full of genuine disappointment.
She reached behind her and retrieved a washcloth while giving him a stern look. "Yes, I need to finish washing you and then off to bed you go."
Sung Li, knowing a sudden change of her becoming Ms. Prim and Proper Mother would throw him for a loop, had, with no warning, changed gears. She ordered him not to look at her naked body as she moved around the tub preparing to wash him once more. She wondered if her good cop, bad cop, routine would bear the expected forbidden fruit in the end. She could only hope.
"OK Billy, let me finish washing you up, no screwing around this time. It's been a long day and I'm tired."
Sung Li's voice was strict and totally devoid of its former sweetness. Billy was left to speculate if his mother was really serious or just teasing him for some reason as he let out a heavy sigh of disappointment.
Sung, noticing his heavy sigh, hopped on it. "And don't try to sway me with your sad little sighs or those cute puppy dog looks you're so fond of hitting me with. It's simply not going to work tonight," she said harshly running the washcloth roughly over his chest.
Noticing how he seemed to be having a hard time taking his eyes off her tits she smiled inwardly. This was just what she wanted.
She flipped the washcloth up from his chest, flinging it rudely in his face. "I said play time was over William, and that includes you staring at your mother's boobs."
"S-sorry mother. I won't do it again," he replied quickly looking away. He noted how she called him William. She only did that when he was in real trouble. It's almost like she was now a completely different person. In spite of her sudden change of character, he was determined to play along and hope for the best.
"Yeah well you better not. It's been a long day and I've worked hard tonight throwing this party for you so I'm a bit irritable so just lean back against the towel and don't give me a hard time as I wash you up."
Sung Li sat up her knees, applying a generous amount of liquid soap to the washcloth. Taking a quick peek at him, she perceived he was taking her reprimand seriously—his eyes are shut as he relaxed back against the towel. Maybe he did perfectly understand his role in this latest aspect of the game they are playing.
An extremely naughty plan was taking shape in her mind, and if she could perform the perfect balancing act between playing the roles of "strict mother and naughty mommy," just maybe she could pull it off.
"So did you have a good time at your party tonight, Billy," she asked relaxing her voice a bit.
"Sure, it was nice. I mean I had fun."
"I bet you did, especially with the way you were carrying on with that little April girl." Without warning, she took the washcloth and slapped it hard across his chest. His eyes flew open as she yelled, "Look at your mother when she is talking to you son."
His mind whirled in confusion. Look at me, don't look at me. If he dared to look at her his gaze would most likely fall downwards to her chest and he would be in trouble again, but on the other hand, apparently not looking at her was no good either. Honestly, he didn't know what to do, before quickly deciding to follow her latest orders.
When he opened his eyes and looked at her she smiled and started to speak again.
"So this April, you like her."
"Yeah,she is nice."
Sung moved the washcloth down across his chest in a slow steady manner as Billy concentrated hard on trying to look at her without staring at her damn tits.
"I guess I'm jealous of that little bitch and the way she was pawing all over you, maybe that's why I'm so irritable. Maybe it is best we don't talk and I just concentrate on washing you up."
Sung Li's moved the wash cloth in a circular pattern with each circle slipping lower and lower with no signs of stopping. As the washcloth crossed onto his tummy. Billy wondered if she planned on washing him "down there".
What would happen if the Prim and Proper Mother found him with an erection down there? He could only imagine the fireworks that would cause!
She took her time on his stomach, allowing the tension to build, before finally, allowing the washcloth to dip under the water. Scrapping it slowly across his upper thighs, she frowned at him as she noticed his eyes flickering downward to her chest.
She used her free hand to slap him unexpectedly hard on the stomach, "Stop staring at my damn tits boy and lift your leg up so I can wash it."
Billy jumped, before averting his eyes as he lifted his right leg up and out of the water. Sung Li- almost seductively- ran the washcloth up and down first one leg and then the other.
"Now all I have left to do is wash that little dicky of yours and we will be done."
He swallowed hard unable to speak.
Changing her voice so it dripped with utter sweetness she said, "You don't mind if I wash you down there do you sweetie." She stroked the side of his face, lifting his chin up so he was forced to stare at her just as she inched closer while arching her back and thrusting her tits out at him.
"N-no," he whispered praying that "nice" Mommy was back.
"Good, so lay back against the towel and think happy thoughts as Mommy washes you down there."
Her hand slipped under the water. Sung, smiling sweetly at her son, began to rub the cloth in a circular pattern along his inner thigh. Billy took a deep breath as each of his mom's carefully constructed circles were coming closer and closer to his cock.
Billy opened his eyes and found his mother staring down into the water with a look of intense concentration. His cock was growing hard in anticipation of what was about to happen as his eyes focused on his mom's soap covered tits. She was making no attempts to hide them whatsoever so it was little wonder that his cock was once again getting hard.
Shutting his eyes, he laid his head back, just as he felt her brush the wash cloth up against the sensitive underside of his penis. His cock jerked to the delicate touch of the washcloth reaching new heights of hardness.
"Oh, that's it baby show me what a big boy you are."
Her free hand stole under the water cupping his balls just as she wrapped the washcloth fully around his throbbing member. Her hand holding the washcloth started to move up and down causing poor Billy to squirm.
Billy opened his eyes again, wanting to make sure he wasn't dreaming as his mother really began to go to work "washing" his cock. Like some kind of sea monster rising up from the soapy depths the head of his cock was now sticking up out of the water as Sung Li looked down in awe at the immense size of her son's cock.
Jesus he must be eight inches down there, maybe even nine, she exclaimed to herself as forbidden desire gripped her heart.
She jiggled his balls while stroking faster hoping he didn't ruin the final part of her plan by climaxing too soon.
"Billy, sweetheart, you don't mind Mommy taking her time washing that big, hard cock of yours do you hon?" she whispered in a voice cloaked with motherly kindness.
"N-no Mommy," he replied in a hoarse whisper. He was near to blowing his top when Sung Li, once again using her sixth sense, stopped suddenly.
She pulled her hands out of the water, and turned away reaching for the bottle of liquid soap. She gave him a nice smile before saying, "Just a minute sweetheart, you are such a big boy now down there now that Mommy didn't have enough soap to finish."
She squirted a generous amount of lotion all over the wash cloth and then rubbed the excess onto her chest. She noticed the head of his cock slipping back under the water which was her cue to finish part one of her wicked little plan.
"OK, let's finish this up . . . quickly now," she told him brusquely.
Billy noted the change of tone in her voice and shuddered; she was once again turning serious on him.
Sung Li reached under the water going straight for his cock. While it had relaxed some it was still quite firm. She gave it a hard squeeze causing Billy to jump. He was about to ask what the hell she was doing but before he could get a word out she was yelling at him.
"William! What are you doing with that big hard thing under the water? Jesus, can't I even take a damn bath with you, without you going and getting all hard on me. Now you had better relax while I finish washing you up down there."
"O-OK, Mommy." He was now in a near panic thinking how it might not be so easy to relax down there.
She gave him a piercing stare just as she started to carefully rub the wash cloth back and forth stroking the underside of his cock. Despite his best efforts his poor cock was getting harder- much to her delight. She continued to rub softly on it for a few seconds longer before blowing up.
"Jesus, William, this is ridiculous. Stand up!"
He hastily jumped to his feet with his hard cock jutting out like a tent pole at her. "Look at that disgusting big thing. And all because I just tried to wash you a little bit down there. I warned you what would happen if you pulled this crap on me young man. Now turn around!"
His mind was reeling. Just what the hell was she going to do? Cautiously, he turned around facing the wall.
"Put your hands up on the wall as I see I'm going to have to spank that hardness out of you."
Resting on her knees, facing her son's cute ass, Sung twirled the wet washcloth around in her hand thinking of what she was about to do. Before she can change her mind, she wiped the washcloth forward slapping his bare behind with sufficient enough force to make him wince.
She flicked the washcloth around three more times in quick succession making his ass twitch with each wet blow. Deciding if her plan was to work at all she must not hold back she whipped the washcloth forward again a fourth time harder than ever.
Billy let out a small yelp- as much from surprise as anything. After another three, increasingly harder, slaps Billy found himself in the midst of changing his mind.
His plan, at first, was to take his little spanking in sullen silence, but now his was not so sure. Maybe she wants me to whine and cry like a little baby?? It was worth a try anyways he decided.
So after the latest and hardest slap yet, he turned around crying out, "Mommy, please no more. Y-y-you are hurting me. I will be good. I won't get hard anymore." He added a fake sniffle or two for effect pretending he was on the verge of tears.
She pounced now. The end game was upon them. "Oh honey, Mommy didn't mean to hurt you. I just got carried away I guess. Come here baby."
She turned him around, noting that his cock, although it had shrank a bit from the spanking, was still quite firm. This so happened to be just about perfect for what she was now plotting.
She reached up, pulling Billy into her arms. "I am so sorry baby. I just got mad and real jealous thinking about you being alone with April." She paused, leaning forward and positioning her body just right.
With Sung Li still on her knees and Billy standing before her things were nearly at the perfect angle. Her mouth hovered inches away from his bare tummy. Patiently she began to shower it with soft kisses as she reached around to his back with both arms pulling him flush against her body.
"Mommy, forget April, I love you and only you," he declared snuggling up against her. Sung turned her eyes up to him just as she raised her chest up enough so his now growing erection was snuggled firmly up into her warm soapy bosom. Moving her upper body forward she trapped his cock in between her tits.
She began to move her chest up and down slowly like a train pulling out of a station. Billy never knew anything could feel as good as having his fully erect cock snuggled in between his mom's huge tits. And when she started to move up and down, teasingly slow at first, he responded involuntarily by pumping his hips up and down, up and down, matching her movements.
All pretense of innocence was now lost. Sung brought her hands up, using them to squeeze her tits together forming a tunnel of beautiful tit flesh for him to slam up and into, harder and harder with each thrust.
His cock was overcome with such exquisite pleasure as he commenced to fuck his mommy's boobies with childish delight.
"Oh that's it baby, fuck your mommy's tits. Show her how much you love them. Please baby, harder," she whimpered while gazing adorably up at him. Her wide innocent eyes, her sweet smile, stood in direct contrast to what they were doing.
As she moved her chest up and down his hard pole, Billy began to moan. He was thankful now for blowing a load in his pants earlier . . . otherwise, yeah, he would have already blown a massive load on those beautiful tits of hers.
He closed his eyes, placing his hands on her shoulders for support as his hips jerked forward up and down again and again. His orgasm was drawing closer helped by his mother's constant pleas to fuck her tits harder and harder.
"Oh come on baby, cum all over my tits. Please sweetie. For me. Show me what a big boy you are and cum for Mommy. Please baby!" She felt him jerking harder against her, and sensing he was near, increased the speed of moving her tits up and down his big hard shaft.
Finally, he let out a loud wail as he was sent careening over the edge "GOD MOMMY I'M. . ." He couldn't finish as a massive orgasm caused his knees to buckle. He slumped back against the wall; his whole body shaking as he sunk down into the warm water.
Sung looked down just in time to see his magnificently large penis spear up between her tits once more before the head of it exploded in an outpouring of sticky white cum.
She smiled at him sweetly as she wiped the sticky cum off her chest with the same washcloth that just moments before she had used to spank him.
Neither of them spoke as she slipped out of the tub; wrapping a towel around her body, she disappeared from the bathroom. She planned on giving him a moment or two to collect his thoughts and regain his composure while she put on her "pajamas" and prepared for the next act of tonight's drama.
After a minute, Billy slowly got out of the tub, dried himself off and put on the clean pair of boxers and gym shorts she just tossed onto the bathroom counter.
A minute later there was a low knock on the door. "Billy, honey, are you OK?"
"Yeah sure," he said wondering if she had abandoned their earlier role playing game.
"Good, join me by the fire out here when you are ready. I have a fresh glass of champagne for you."
She was waiting for him with a smile, resting on the rug. Her body was wrapped in a beautiful white satin robe causing him to ponder of what, if anything, she might be wearing underneath her pretty robe as he sipped on a fresh glass of champagne.
There was no hint she was in a mood to continue "role playing" so things apparently were back to normal between them as they talked quietly and sipped on their champagne. After finishing off her champagne, Sung crossed over to CD player, her heels again clicking seductively on the hardwood floor.
The bedroom was filled with low romantic music. She suggested another slow dance. They came together, circling the floor twice, before the urge to do what came natural between two people so deeply in love overtook them. Their lips pressed together while whispering breathless exclamations of undying love for one another.
At the beginning of the second song, Sung broke off their kisses, took a step back, and as their eyes locked, she slowly started to strip off her robe. It fluttered to the floor softly, revealing an angelic outfit of such beauty underneath with the only thing missing being a pair of heavenly wings.
Sung was wearing a white, nearly transparent lingerie bra top, strapless, that clung to her large tits. Her matching panties were equally transparent allowing Billy to catch just the barest look at the buried treasure between her lovely thighs.
As they came together once more, a faint stirring was making itself known deep inside of him. Despite the fact he had came twice already, all indications were- given the time and the proper motivation- he would be ready for a third trip to the magical land of incest in the not so distant future.
As they held each other tight, it suddenly occurred to him he was yet to satisfy her. A feeling of guilt started to take hold of him just as she pulled him tighter against her. It was almost as if she read his mind. "You were so sweet earlier, playing your role perfectly as my baby boy, but now your mother needs a man. A big, strong man to pleasure her and take control."
Determined to remedy the situation and give his mother exactly what she wanted he drew her tighter against his body. His hands slipped down, the last glass of champagne, along with her words, made his former boyish shyness a thing of the past.
He started to knead her beautifully sculptured ass, loving the smooth feel of her silky panties in his hands, just as he brought his mouth to her lips. No sweet kisses are exchanged this time, but instead, they attacked each other with kisses full of reckless passion. They circled the bedroom, lips locked, his hands all over her ass, her hands slipping down and beginning to rub on his crotch making his cock go from soft to firm.



The pretense of dancing now gone, they end up over by the Sung's small vanity table. She leaned back against the table as his mouth pounced on the silky smooth skin of her neck and throat making her sigh with contentment just as his hands came up assaulting her tits.
Her little see through bra top was turning him on to such a degree so when she whispered to him, "Remember earlier when I told you I needed a big strong man to take control . . . now is the time. Show your mother such untamed desire that it will take my breath away honey. Now!"
He pulled back for a moment, staring at his mother's delicious tits with only the scant little transparent bra top to protect them. Her look was that of a fawn—wide eyed and innocent- which only served to increase his lustful urges.
His heart, filled with raging ardor, commanded his actions. Billy picked his mother up placing her on the small table. He took a long moment to savor the look of her heaving chest; those big beautiful tits falling up and down, so perfectly on display under her transparent bra top. His eyes focus on her dark round nipples, fully erect, standing out in direct contrast to her white top.
An untamed yearning took over. Billy's hands came up viciously yanking the delicate bra top down. As her large tits came spilling out, he immediately pounced on them savagely.
Sung let out a surprised little yelp as he treated her chest to a storm of adoring kisses that quickly turned into a desperate wild suckling feast that took her breath away.
Sung was thrilled at her son's all-consuming desire to suck on her tits. She had never enjoyed having a man lose such control over her tits as her son was now doing. Looking down at him, his mouth flying from one heaving mound to the other, he was suckling on them as if his very life depended on it.
She leaned her head back, her pretty hair falling onto the table, and arched her back, allowing him total access to her tits. Billy brought his hands up into the fray pawing at her tits like some kind of wild animal as he sucked on them with an urgent need that bordered on insanity.
"Oh that's it baby. Lose control. Let yourself go," she urgently whispered to him as she wrapped a hand around the back of his head shoving his face deeper into her bosom.
As the desperate wrestling match between her tits and his mouth continued Sung dropped a hand down inside his shorts, grabbing his cock, exhilarated to find it hard once again.
"God honey you are so big and hard. Your mother needs you inside of her now!" Much to her utter delight, her desperate plea sent Billy over the edge.
He leaned back, grabbing her roughly, and pulled her down onto her feet, before, just as roughly, twisting her around. He used his feet, kicking at her ankles. "Spread your legs!" His voice was husky with desire as she leaned on the table spreading her legs wide for him.
Without warning, he ripped the tantalizing lace panties off her body, before pausing to admire the scene. His mother, in her slutty heels, leaning forward on the table, naked, legs spread wide, her beautifully tanned ass upturned and waiting. He wanted to ensure this vision would be seared into his brain for the remainder of the short time he had left on this earth.
Sung turned around during the long pause wondering what Billy was waiting for. She caught one final glimpse, seeing the biggest, hardest cock she had ever laid eyes on just before it was to impale her.
Billy grunted driving his hips forward ramming his full eight and one half inches into her in one swift motion. Sung closed her eyes, letting out a small yelp as his cock drove deep inside of her somehow- maybe from pure luck, maybe from undeniable fate- finding its mark the first time.
He was out of control from the very beginning. Encouraged by her loud yelps, he drove into her- thrusting faster and harder- showing no regard for delicacy, he pounded his mother like she was some sort of cheap hooker. The little vanity table filled with small bottles of perfume and make up began to shake, rattle and roll as if it was the epoch center of a small earthquake.
"Oh God baby that's it. Fuck me, harder sweetie, harder," Sung cried out in anguished passion urging her son to greater heights of debauchery.
He complied and was soon ramming his eight inches into her with such fierce determination that he almost- quite literally- was lifting the little one hundred and fifteen pound Sung up and off her feet.
"Oh God honey, Mommy is going to come . . . yeah fuck me harder son. Harder . . . make me come."
She spread her hands on the table, parting her legs even more, encouraging him to give it his all, as her cries of pleasure filled the room. Like a runaway freight train her orgasm was rushing home, but then, much to her anguished disappointment, it came to a screaming halt.
Billy swept away by a fanatical champagne fueled lust paused. A depraved thought had taken hold of his heart and would not let go.
His sweet mother, legs spread wide, leaning against the vanity table, her ass thrust out, with her high heels on, appeared to be nothing more than the cheapest, sluttiest, little Korean whore in the world.
He imaged himself as a sailor in Seoul picking her up for twenty bucks maybe, and taking her into some dark back alley to have his way with her. Somehow the image of this caused his craving for her, already at near boiling, to bubble over.
So caught up in this little fantasy, words began to spill from his mouth he never imagined saying to his mother.
"God Damn Chink whore. I know you want my big American cock inside of you . . . don't you . . . You fucking slut. I bet you just like fucking young sailors like me huh!"
He pulled his cock out, letting it rest on the cusp of her wet opening. He reached around and began to knead her tits roughly as he leaned in to whisper in her ear. "Beg for it you chink bitch."
"Oh God . . . yes. Shove it in. Please honey. Me love you long time. Me so horny. You so handsome." Sung replied without missing a beat slipping into her role as a cheap Korean streetwalker, using her native accent to increase the realism.
She figured it's the least she can do considering she owed him from earlier when he played his role as her sweet little baby boy perfectly for her.
Encouraged that she seemed comfortable with this new role playing game, Billy decided to prolong things a bit. "Yeah, I bet you just wanna be fucked by my big American cock so badly huh you little whore. Come on beg for it some more."
She turned to look at him and their eyes locked. Something deep and mysterious passed between them. Something that said tonight, there was no limits. "Yes, shove it in my hole baby. Pleeeeease."
She reached back and stroked the side of his face whispering, "You so young, so handsome, so big and strong." And then looking down, "So nice and hard."
"Yes I am. Just for you . . . you fucking whore."
"Yes, me your whore, now fuck me please. I need it sooooo baadddd!!"
Billy could resist no longer as he propelled his cock into her with such force causing her to let out a loud shriek that reverberated around the bedroom. Her shriek broke down into a series of gasping whimpers as Billy, gripping her hips, pounded into her.
Fucking her with such reckless abandonment Billy had to bite his lip—hard—to keep from coming. His relentless pounding was again nearly lifting her off her feet. Sung's whimpering from being impaled by her son's huge cock only caused Billy's heart to be filled with raving need to fuck her harder and harder still.
"Yes, fuck me, harder sailor boy . . . fuck me so hard and long . . . Please I want it so baaadly," she begged him as once again her orgasm was rushing home.
Her anguished moans, along with a pair of loud lustful screams, only fueled his need to come inside his little chink whore.
Finally, Sung Li let out a loud wail that filled the bedroom announcing to the world she was coming.
"Oh God I . . . am . . . cumming. Don't stop . . . Please, that's it . . . ahhhhhh."
She fell limp crashing down against the vanity table as Billy promptly pulled out of her. They stood there—both spent—for a quiet moment before Billy took control.
Pulling his panting mother into his arms, he guided her over to the large rug in front of the fireplace. Sung seemed to be on the verge of tears as she allowed herself to be carried over to the rug.
"Oh God what have I done? What do you think of me son?" Her lustful forbidden urges had given way to guilt and was speaking loudly.
"Shh, Mom. Please it's OK. Really." He placed her on the rug gently before retrieving her robe and handing it to her.
"I'm a horrible mother for doing this to you. Getting us drunk, the game playing and Jesus letting you fuck me like I am some kind of-"
Her voice trailed off as Billy draped the robe around her naked body. He wrapped her in his arms before soothing her hair as he began to whisper in her ear.
"Mother, listen, I am the one who should feel ashamed. Calling you all those dirty names."
"No, no honey, that was OK . . . it was fun. We was just role playing, like in the tub."
"Yes, well, if you want me to be fine with it then you stop worrying about being a bad mom and accept what we just did was out of desperate love."
"Desperate love, I like that."
"So let's both agree not to let guilt ruin my birthday. In fact, we should maybe have a bit more champagne to celebrate and to calm your nerves."
"I think you are right baby," Sung answered calmly as she lifted her head up and stared at her son. His hair was a tangled mess much like her heart.
He crossed the room after throwing on his boxers and poured them both a fresh glass of champagne. After a few sips she asked him a simple question. A question prompted by the bulge she spied in his boxers. She wondered so she asked.
"You fucked me so good and hard honey, but I don't think my little sailor boy came?"
"Ahh, no, but it's all right. I mean I came twice already."
"So you did, but as they say, the third time is the charm."
"Yes I suppose they do say that," he replied hopefully. Could he be so lucky as she was ready and willing to give him more?
She drained the last of her champagne telling him she will be right back before disappearing into the closet.
He used the break to go down the hallway to the bathroom and splash some cold water on his face while marveling at the night's events. He made a quick pit stop at his room to splash on a bit of cologne before heading back down to her bedroom.
Entering the room, he took two steps before coming to an abrupt halt as she emerged from the closet. Another costume changes has left him breathless. Once again, she was a vision of unearthly beauty wearing a white satin corset, along with matching white stockings. Her hair was pulled up into a pretty little pony tail. She looked beautifully sweet and delicious- like an angel.
"So how do I look baby? Seeing me like this does it make you wanna call me a chink whore and fuck the shit out of me again."
"M-mom . . . I'm . . . no." He stopped caught off guard. Shame started to fill his heart for all the nasty things he said to her earlier. He wondered if bringing it back up meant he had hurt her feelings after all.
She crossed the room stopping in front of him. He felt she was waiting for him to say something more as she stood staring at him.
He reached out tenderly, using one finger, to stroke the side of her face. "Mom, you look like the world's most beautiful angel," he whispered faintly as his gaze fell upon her white corset. The corset pushed her tits up making them look fucking huge.
She took him by the hand, leading him toward the rug. Halfway there she paused, feeling his eyes on her ass, which was on full display underneath the barely there, crotch-less white panties she was wearing. She turned to him whispering, "So you think your mother looks like an angel and is maybe fit for the attentions of her sweet little boy and not some rough sailor?"
He swallowed hard before answering, "Yes."
"You promise to treat this angel with sweet tenderness and soft love, while honoring her heavenly body with passionate adoration. Please tell me baby, shall you truly worship my body honey with a soft gentle tenderness born in boyish innocence now that fucking me has calmed your beastly heart?"
"Yes, Mommy. I will be your sweet little boy once more." A memory of something sweet he once read came to mind. He memorized it in hopes of using it on a girl one day never dreaming that "girl" would be his mother. He was sure it would knock his mother's socks off—if he could just remember how it went.
They reached the rug, and after adding some more logs and kindling, the fire roared back to life as they sunk down, hand in hand, onto the rug. Squeezing her hands tight, he thinks he has the passage down cold, and well, if he forgets a little here or there, he would just have to ad lib a bit.
"By that Heaven that binds us, your beauty commands me mother. By that God we both adore, tell Him with sorrow that he can never create anything as beautiful and as sweet as your love for me or my love for you. Tell me . . . shall you allow my sorrow laden soul escape from the tortured prison your beauty traps it in and allow it free reign to clasp this lovely sainted maiden known simply as Mom, who be blessed with the beauty of a thousand angels . . . and make love to it."
"Oh God Billy, that was so sweet." She kissed him lightly on the lips. He responded with extreme delicacy wanting to show her he would be just as gentle and sweet this time as he had been rough and passionate the last time.
Mother and son exchange kiss after blissful kiss, falling back onto the thick rug. The dancing flames and the quiet crackling of the fire serve as reminders that this time it will be slow and sweet.
The green-eyed angel, his mother, falls as docile as a lamb into his arms. They kissed, hands roaming and caressing everywhere, for an inordinate amount of time before rising back up onto their knees to face each other.
He contemplated the rise and fall of her tits, encased as they were in the tight binds of her beautiful corset. His cock was once more making like a zombie and rising from the dead. He met no resistance when he slowly, carefully, reached around the back of her and began to unlace the elegant strings that hold her heavenly tits prisoner.
The corset properly loosened, she tilted her head, looking at him with such alluring innocence as she whispered sweetly, "Go on honey, you can play with Mommy's tits if you want to."
She took his hands, guiding them to the front of that enchanting white satin corset. With nothing more than a mere look she encouraged him to start fondling her tits through the satin of her corset.
He followed her wish worshipping them with a quiet loving hunger. He fondled them with such youthful affection that Sung's heart swelled with love while her eyes filled with tears.
They begin to kiss, long and deep, tongues slipping in and out of their mouths as his need to see her bountiful tits in all their naked glory once more overtook him. He tugs on the top of the corset, using just enough force to allow her tits to come spilling out.
He leaned back, gazing at their immense beauty. They were like two great mounds of jewels they sparkle and shine in the dim glow of the nearby fire. And atop these lovely twin mounds of jewels rested the crown jewels themselves. Her nipples, fully erect, their large aureoles dotted with little tiny goosebumps, await his hungry mouth.
"Your heart is whispering to me honey."
"What is it saying?"
"It's saying my baby boy wants to suckle on his Mommy's boobies."
"Yes, God yes, Mommy I do, please I'm starving for your big beautiful boobs. Their awesome beauty takes my breath away."
His fills his mouth with her glorious tit flesh, suckling on them with all the fondness and warmth in the world. Her perfumed words of encouragement only increased the passion as they fall back onto the rug, his mouth glued to her tits, raining kisses over the entirety of her breasts.
They roll around the carpet locked in a tight embrace his mouth never for one moment leaving her breasts as he alternated sucking on her nipples with delicate kisses and tender licks of his tongue. Her soft laments urging him on told him he was doing well as he soon found himself flat on his back, her boobs thrust into his face.
He began to suck on them with a zealous intensity before another flip and now she was on her back, his face buried between her luscious tits going back and forth, kissing up and down the gentle slope of the valley between them.
She moved up so she was resting on her elbows. "Honey can you shower kisses upon your Mommy's secret garden."
"Secret garden?" His boob addled mind did not quite pick up on her reference.
"Please baby, down between my legs," she whispered.
His face slid down, his cheeks rubbing against the silky satin of her corset still in place below her boobs. He reached her secret garden and its intoxicating aroma as his first kisses find their way in between the moist folds of his mom's cunt.
His tongue comes out, tasting the sweetness, making Sung hiss. What he lacks in experience he makes up with sheer youthful exuberance. His tongue flickers all over, dipping in and out, sampling the juices flowing freely from her wet pussy.
He judged how he was doing, what licks of his tongue worked, which maybe not so much, by how much she squirmed under his soothing assault. After some happy exploring he found that special sweet spot-her clitoris- and attacked it with all the youthful eagerness of a brave knight going after a fierce dragon.
Sung responded to his circling tongue with an indulgent sigh as her body writhed all over the carpet nearing a tremendous orgasm. Reaching up, he found her tits and began to caress them just as his tongue stabbed at her clit.
"Oh baby you are doing so good. You are going to make mommy come . . . please don't stop."
His tongue buried itself in the deep recesses of her moist pussy just as he brought one finger up sliding it into her neatly. She let out another soft hiss when his finger found its mark as his tongue flickered faster, before slowing down, and then picking up speed again.
Reaching down, Sung tangled her fingers deep in his hair trapping his face between her legs. Billy lapped furiously at her clit just as he worked his finger in and out of her cunt faster and harder.
Her whole body began to shiver and shake as she let out a loud wail. Billy would later swear he felt their souls come together and connect just as he sent her rocketing over the edge into the lovely abyss of the most powerful orgasm of her life.
Billy pulled back from his mother and gave her a wry smile. "I think we are tied up two two now."
"Yes, I guess so baby."
"Third time is the charm though you said."
"A charm we should experience together baby. As close as possible I mean. I want you to make love to me now and let us come together."
"Mom, I don't know. I mean . . ." He looked down at himself, his cock had been hard while eating her, but now it was starting to relax.
"Oh I think you mother can bring it back to life again baby. It just maybe needs some TLC."
She pushed him onto his back and began to kiss her way down and across his bare belly. She slowly pulled down his boxers before using her hands to quickly stroke his limp penis back to life.
Once she had him nice and erect again she paused to stare at his jutting cock. It stood throbbing as he laid back- eyes shut- waiting. Sung gazed down wanting to burn the memory of her son's huge cock in her brain; yes, the way it looked before she took it into her mouth for the first time.



She used one hand to gently cup his balls while her tongue went to work slithering its way up and down his shaft. She fluttered her tongue all around the head causing him to sink into a state of utter bliss.
He was painfully erect now as she lifted her head up allowing him just the briefest of respites before going to work again. Leaning back down, she flicked her tongue out and began to lick the backside of his cock causing him unimaginable ecstasy.
Billy felt a tremble along his spine at the feel of his mother's tongue gliding up and down the sensitive underside of his cock. That delicious thought again hit him-had he already died and went to heaven?
Just to be sure, he lifted his head up and opened his eyes- just in time to see his mother take the entirety of his cock inch by inch into her warm mouth.
Sung Li nodded her head up and down on his hardness feeling the tickle in the back of her throat from his tremendous size. Not wanting to risk an accident she let his cock slip out of her mouth before she quickly straddled him.
Billy looked into his mother's pretty green eyes as she hovered over him. "Make love to your mother sweetheart," she whispered before sinking down.
His hardness pierced her with an agonizing pleasure that took her breath away. She bounced up and down slowly as they held hands enjoying this ultimate act of love between a mother and her son.
Time ceased to exist as he lifted his hips up driving his full eight and half inches into her. Over and over again she proclaimed her love for him as she rode his cock allowing herself to become swept away by their forbidden passion.
Supporting herself with her hands on his tummy she bounded happily up and down on him faster. She was approaching yet another orgasm as he responded by driving his hips forward harder and faster rocking into her with a joyous glee.
"Oh baby, Mommy is going to come!" she whined.
He looked up not ready yet to come, but that soon changed as his eyes became fixated on his mother's bouncing boobs. He was the reason those gorgeous boobs of hers was bouncing up and down so delightfully! The realization of this drove his orgasm home.
Three more hard upwards thrusts—the second caused her whole body to vibrate—did the trick. She came. Hard.
He came bare seconds later as he drove his cock upwards on the third thrust just as she dropped limp into his arms. They had been mere seconds away from achieving that perfect union of the mutual orgasm.
Maybe with some practice they would get there. The thought caused him to smile as he wrapped his arms around his quivering mother.
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Happy Birthday, Daddy
As his thirty sixth birthday party dragged on Everett's discontent grew. It was a discontent fueled by simple jealousy. His jealousy was first set in motion by the abundant attention his still lovely wife was receiving, and most certainly encouraging, by the sexy blue and white stripped string bikini she was wearing.
Outrageously flirting with several of the older male guests at the birthday party, his birthday party, a party she insisted on throwing for him, made it a no brainer Everett would be overcome with jealousy—just as she intended.
He was not sure what her end game was as he sat in a patio chair—sulking-- in a far corner of the pool area. He was not quite upset enough-- as of yet anyways--to make a scene, but then again the night was still young.
His wife was an incurable flirt and showoff and after being married to her for nearly a decade he knew, or should have known, she was not about to change.
At the age forty six, Brandi was a cougar extraordinaire with a nice nearly wrinkle free face, (thanks Botox), and nice mane of bleached blond hair, (thanks Andre at the beauty salon), matched with a bubbly and spirited personality that seemed to be the life of any party.
As for her body, Brandi had the money, Everett was quite wealthy, and the time, she did not work, again Everett was rich, to concentrate on staying in shape.
She ate right, did yoga four times a week, hit the gym another four times a week, and just recently rejuvenated an already fantastic figure with a breast lift giving her already nice tits an uplifted and more youthful appearance.
His wife, standing over at the edge of the pool, was talking to a man and appeared to be flirting something awful. If he remembered correctly, the man's name was Phil Knolls and lived somewhere close by, maybe just down the street and was the father of one of his daughter's friends.
No matter who he was, Everett was doing a slow burn watching the way the man was making her laugh while casually reaching out and touching her arm.
He was about to go over there and put an end to his wife's flirting when his adorable daughter, the eighteen year ebony beauty from his first failed marriage, came skipping up to him. Worse still, she had a "boy" in tow, who, just like her, might have been all of eighteen years old.
"Hi, Daddy this is Billy," she told him with a bright smile.
She was, just like her stepmother, apparently in a mood to show off as she was wearing a snug cropped tank top matched with a casual looking short purple skirt.
The cropped tank top looked especially delicious on her daughter as it showed off her flat tummy and her nice, firm tits to such a nice degree that Everett had to force his eyes off of his young daughter's chest.
Sitting back down, Everett mumbled to himself, "Jesus, first her, and now you with the showing off."
Rochelle stood there beaming at him. "What did you say Daddy?"
"Nothing, I mean, are you guys having a good time?" he half grumbled. Did she really think he would be happy with her bringing over a boy to meet him?
Rochelle had always been his little girl, his beautiful dark princess, and quite frankly it pissed him off that she was so openly seeking the attention of males . . . other than himself. Despite knowing the day was coming, she couldn't stay his little girl forever, still, seeing it unfold before his very eyes, on his birthday of all days, was a bit much to handle.
His first marriage to Tamika, the first African American homecoming queen at the predominately white high school he attended, had been a miserable failure—to put it mildly. They married too young, both were only nineteen, with Rochelle being born almost immediately. Finally, after a not so great half dozen years, they called it quits.
Everett lost sight of his wife as his daughter began to speak because-- as usual-- his beautiful young daughter demanded all of his attention. "Billy is a friend of mine from the gym. He wants to take me out next weekend to a concert. Can I go, huh? Please, Daddy."
"I don't know. Go ask your mother," he said distractedly. Basically, his distraction came from the fact at the very moment his daughter asked for his permission to go out with this boy was the exact same time Everett noticed, inadvertently he told himself, how his young daughter was obviously not wearing a bra under her snug little white tank top as a pair of rather delightful looking nipples were practically poking their way through the tight material of her top.
"She said ask you."
With a supreme effort, Everett managed to tear his eyes off his daughter's chest just in time to notice she was frowning at him, just like she always did whenever she did not—immediately-- get her way. This time, instead of melting his heart like it usually did, it only served to irritate him.
"Well, I will talk to her and we will discuss it tomorrow."
"Fine. Let's go, Billy. My dad is being grumpy."
Resisting the urge to make an ugly retort that could only make things worse Everett said nothing. Directing his attention back to where his wife had last been before he got distracted, Everett saw she was no longer there.
"Hey where did you mother go?" he called after his daughter.
"I just seen her heading inside with Mr. Knolls."
Standing up, Everett craned his neck as he turned around toward the house. Sure enough there was his wife leading Mr. Knolls—by the fucking hand—into the house.
Everett, his jealous imagination working overtime, jumped to his feet assuming the worse. He quickly crossed the pool area dodging several of his guests while brushing off their birthday wishes. Yeah, like a thirty sixth birthday was something to celebrate.
As soon as he entered the house through the patio door he spotted his wife in the kitchen. Mr. Knolls was nowhere in sight. His anger began to fade quickly as he stood and stared at his wife.
She was bent over with the refrigerator door open, rummaging around in one of the lower drawers. With her back to him her beautiful ass was on full display. Wide, but still lean, it was a thing of near perfection. As he stood there gawking at it so prominently on display in her thong bikini bottom his anger quickly turned to raw desire.
His wife had been withholding sex from him for nearly the past month saying sweetly, "Just wait till your birthday hon as I promise the waiting will make things so much better."
"Mom, Daddy is staring at your ass." Rochelle sang out from across the kitchen.
Now both his wife and daughter were staring at him with bemused smiles.
"Rochelle, Jesus I need to put a bell on you or something. I didn't hear you come in."
"Here that hon, your daddy wants to put a bell on you. He must think you are a pussy cat or something."
Everett noticed how his wife emphasized the word "pussy" and how Rochelle was smirking at him which was a sure sign she was about to say something clever.
The sharp witted Rochelle, never one lacking in the comeback department, quickly retorted, "Please no bells, Daddy as I like to sneak around so I can see things maybe I shouldn't. It's fun. But you can still think of my pussy if you want . . . Oops I mean think of me as a pussy . . . cat that is."
Everett turned about four shades of red. The truth was he had been thinking of his daughter with less than pure thoughts, thanks to him 'just happening" to notice her braless tits under her snug tank top.
Wanting to change the subject and fast, Everett snapped, "Well unless you want to see me yelling at your mother I suggest you leave . . . now."
"Fine," Rochelle snapped as she resisted the urge to ask why he was going to yell at her mom. Deciding it would be better anyways to ask her mom as Brandi, despite being only her "stepmother", was usually very open and honest with her stepdaughter.
They actually enjoyed a very good relationship and, without fail, Brandi treated Rochelle as her very own daughter, and Rochelle, in turn, after a period of adjustment to her new mother, likewise treated Brandi as if she was her real mother.
"Now before you go spouting off too much honey, Mr. Knolls is just around the corner in the bathroom. I brought him in the house for that and nothing else."
She crossed the kitchen before stopping in front of him.
His eyes easily fell to his wife's super nice set of tits before finding her face again.
"I didn't think that you were doing anything wrong," he answered defensively.
"Then why are you upset?"
"It's just," he dropped his voice, "I saw him flirting with you out by the pool and then you lead him in here by the hand. I--" Everett cut himself off abruptly. Mr. Knolls had just rounded the corner and entered the kitchen approaching him with an extended hand.
"Oh hi, its Everett right? Will Knolls . . . I am Katie's father."
"Hi, how you doing?" Everett mumbled anxious to get back to his conversation with his wife. Mr. Knolls, sensing as much, headed toward the patio door after extending a quick birthday greeting to him.
Alone once again, Everett turned back to his wife. "Anyways, I just was upset by the way he was making you laugh so easily and then you leading in here by the hand."
"I was just being friendly, hon, you know me . . . ever the warm and friendly hostess."
"Yeah, yeah," he mumbled embarrassed by his overreaction.
"OK, so look, maybe I am being a bit extra friendly to some of the older male guests but I have a reason."
When she said nothing more only giving him a coy smile he was forced to ask.
"OK, why?"
"Just to make you jealous. A bit of jealousy is good for a marriage I think. It lets someone know you still care . . . besides you fuck me really good when you are jealous honey. Fuck me like you got something to prove."
"Yeah, well, you know me so well."
"Yes I do. Enough anyways to know it's just not me you are jealous over. In fact, I think our darling little daughter may be making you at least twice as jealous as I am . . . I mean what with all those boys that keep talking to her . . . especially that one handsome young stud she brought to meet you."
"Yeah, guilty as charged. It bothers me. Does that make me a bad father?"
"No, not bad. Typical maybe. Anyways I have a feeling you are not enjoying your birthday party so much."
"I do have a bit of a headache so maybe we could think about wrapping it up soon."
"Well if that's what you want then why don't you go upstairs, take some aspirin, and lay down and then later," she paused, patting him on the cheek before a sly smile came over her face, "Your mommy will be up to give her baby boy some much needed attention."
His cock, reacting akin to Palov's dog, began to get instantly hard as soon as his wife mentioned the word "mommy" to him.
Everett and his wife, just within the last year or so, in an attempt to spice up their sex life, started to play naughty role playing games in the bedroom. Everett's favorite game, by far, was when Brandi pretended to be his mommy.
She fit the role, if not perfectly pretty nicely as she was a good ten years older than him so it was not so unrealistic.
Twenty minutes later, Everett slipped off into a quiet sleep as he stretched out on their bed while Brandi went about the business of politely wrapping up the party and sending the guests home.
After finally getting everyone home and throwing on a white tank top over her bikini top, she was just cleaning up in the kitchen when Rochelle walked into the kitchen.
Getting right to the point she said, "So why was Daddy mad at you?"
"He was not really mad, just a bit jealous I think."
"Over the way you were flirting with everyone?" Rochelle asked. Pulling up a stool to the kitchen counter, she plopped down on it hoping her mom would tell her something interesting.
"Hey, I was not flirting with . . . everyone. I mean, I left the younger boys alone so they could chase after you."
"No one was chasing after me, Mom," Rochelle quietly murmured.
"Really . . . well their loss because such a beautiful and charming young lady as yourself Rochelle would be worth the chase I think."
"Aww, Mom you are laying it on thick. I am charming maybe, but beautiful . . . hardly."
Brandi crossed the kitchen to her daughter. Pulling up a stool next to Rochelle, she sat down.
"So what is NOT beautiful about you baby. Surely not your hair as it's gorgeous." Brandi reached out and ran her fingers through her daughter's long, dark, hair.
It dropped well past her shoulders, just down to her breasts, and was really quite gorgeous.
"Hmm, surely not that dazzling smile of yours with those perfectly even white teeth. All that money your daddy spent for you as a teenager on braces so you could have perfect teeth certainly paid off. I mean really honey you have a smile that never fails to melt our hearts baby, me and your dad both."
"Thank you, but don't stop there, go on. What else?" Rochelle said with a giggle.
"Well, let me see, you have pretty eyes baby girl, dark and mysterious. And then they are those cute little dimpled cheeks of yours. Hmm, sweet as pumpkin pie they are."
"And," Rochelle whispered warming to her mom's over the top compliments.
"What else, let me see, hmm, your beautiful dark complexion is nothing short of flawless."
And it was as Rochelle had a medium skin tone resembling a delicious light chocolate—not too dark, not too light, but just a perfect blend she inherited from her mixed parentage.
"Then there is that near perfect youthful body of yours as it too is flawless." Brandi took her daughter's hands in hers prompting her to stand up.
Rochelle stood up glowing in the limelight of her mom's praise. "Just look at that body of yours! Hmm, shown off so nicely in your cute little outfit that your Mom bought you. It's no wonder the boys were all flocking around you."
Rochelle was small, five-three, but with a comely figure featuring a pair of mouthwatering 34C tits, flat abs, and muscular thighs. Rochelle accompanied her mother to the gym at least twice and week, and like her, stuck to a strict diet making sure to eat right. The results showed.
"OK enough," Rochelle said sitting back down. "Seriously, what was Dad upset about? I mean he seemed grumpy for most of the afternoon."
"If I tell you, you must promise it will just be between us, honey."
"Yes, of course. I know how to keep secrets."
"Well actually I don't think he was none too happy with either of us. Me . . . because my usual flirty personality was probably getting on his nerves and you, sweetie, running around in that sexy little outfit of yours was probably also getting on his nervous some."
"So he was upset seeing my new outfit."
"I think he was just, more or less, upset about all the attention your new outfit got you. Your father is not used to sharing you honey. You have to understand that."
"Oh."
It was all Rochelle could think to say with this new information catching her totally off guard.
"Maybe you should go talk to him and maybe try to be extra sweet to him. After all, it's still his birthday."
"OK, I will go talk to him," she told her mom as she started to get up.
"Hey, before you go, I need to tell you something else so sit back down."
After Rochelle sat back down her mom looked at her seriously before saying, "I need to remind you how I not only bought you that cute little outfit you are wearing today that you wanted so bad . . . using my own money, but I also bought you those two new bras you were dying to have . . . and your favorite perfume, the real expensive one, and let's not forget how I gave you my credit card and let you buy those jeans and blouse you wanted, and finally, how it was me that gave you permission to invite a bunch of your friends to your dad's party . . . including boys."
"Yeah, I know Mom and I thanked you."
"You also made a promise to me. You promised to not be so stubborn and do whatever you mom told you for the rest of the summer. Do you remember that promise, Rochelle?"
"OK, OK, I am doing what you told me. I said I'm going upstairs to talk to him right now."
"And you will continue to do whatever I tell you right?"
"Yes, Mother," Rochelle quickly replied. Her mother was the sweetest woman in the world-- until she didn't get her way and then it was watch out.
"And when you talk to him remember you need to be extra sweet honey, with sugar on top . . . especially tonight when we both need to get back in his good graces. I will be up later to see how things are going."
Heading upstairs, Rochelle decided it might be best to change out of her offending outfit since it was a source of obvious irritation to him.
A few minutes later, after changing into a singularly unattractive flannel nightshirt, Rochelle was knocking on his door.
"Come in!" he snapped as he laid, stretched out on the bed, working on a mixed drink of Jack and Coke from the small mini bar stuck in one corner of their spacious bedroom.
"Hi Daddy," Rochelle said cheerily as she came bounding into the room, determined to do exactly as she promised her mother.
"Hi Daddy" would be about as far as she would get. Everett immediately, fueled by the three beers he had at the party, plus the Jack and Coke he was sipping on, went on the attack. "Where is your sexy little outfit you were flaunting at my party earlier, Rochelle? You know the one that had all the boys chasing after you."
"Da-" She started to response, but he cut her off without a moment's hesitation.
"You know there was a time, not so long ago, whenever you bought anything new you made it a point to show me first. I guess that time has passed considering how you mom informed me she bought that outfit for you almost two weeks ago?"
Rochelle wanted to defend herself in some way, but was so caught off guard by his verbal tirade she was too stunned to speak. Instead, she moved closer to the bed meaning to maybe grab his hand and apologize.
"Yeah, come closer . . . closer still," he told her while waving his hand for her to come to the edge of the bed.
She said nothing as he leaned toward her and took a big whiff. "Just as I thought. The new perfume you bought is not for me either. I can barely smell it on you now, but earlier . . . yeah when you dragged that boy over to meet me you fairly reeked of it and just like with your new outfit there was a time when I would have been the one you showed off a new perfume to by giving me a nice hug and kiss just so I could be close enough to smell you."
"Dad, really aren't you--"
Then disaster struck as her phone beeped; she was holding it in her hand. While it was a mistake even bringing it into the bedroom in the first place, she compounded her mistake by stopping what she was going to say to look at her phone.
Now he really went off. "Typical, you damn kids can't go anywhere without dragging your phones with you. So fucking afraid you going to miss a life or death message. Go on . . . go back to your room so you can message back your friends and then stare at your phone in rapturous wonder waiting for the next message to come in."
When she hesitated he barked, "Go on, and get out. If you can't talk to me without carrying that fucking thing around in your hand I don't want talk to you at all."
Brandi, alerted things were not going well after hearing her husband yell, rushed upstairs to find her daughter escaping from the bedroom with tears in her eyes.
She glanced in the room to find Everett over at the bar making himself another drink. Deciding it would be better to get the story from her, rather than her half-drunk husband, she hurried down the hall to Rochelle's bedroom.
She found Rochelle sitting on the edge of her bed sulking. Sitting down next to her, Brandi asked softly, "What happened sweetie?"




"He is really pissed."
"Why?"
"I don't know really. He would not let me even speak."
"Hmm . . . I think I know one reason maybe," Brandi said poking at the sleeve of her daughter's ratty flannel nightshirt.
"Because of this. I put this on because it's . . . you know--"
"Doesn't matter why honey. The damn thing is ugly," Brandi interjected, "unlike your pretty outfit you had on earlier."
"Yeah, I changed before I talked to him. I mean I thought you said he was upset about me wearing that so . . ." Rochelle looked at her mother more confused than ever.
"Look . . . like me explain something to you again my dear. Maybe you didn't understand it the first time I told you. Your dad was not upset about your sexy outfit. In fact, he loved how it looked on you."
"How do you know?"
"Simple . . . I asked him and he told me. But what he didn't love was all the attention it was getting you, and even more how you seemed to save it especially for his party . . . but not for him."
"Oh, yeah, he sort of mentioned that. He said I didn't show him first . . . like I used to whenever I bought anything new," Rochelle said quietly beginning to maybe understand why he was so upset.
"So now when he finally sees you alone, and you want to pay him some attention, instead of wearing something nice, something pretty, you come in this ratty old nightshirt."
"So what should I have worn, Mom? Should I have left my new outfit on?"
"Well, that would have been better than what you have on now, but still it would not be a surprise. It's his birthday and I am sure he would like you to surprise him by wearing something new he has never seen before . . . you know something nice maybe. Let me see . . . do you have anything new you could show off to him that is both pretty and maybe a little sexy and nice."
"No, not really. The newest things I bought were those jeans and a blouse when you gave me your credit card but I wore them . . . just for him . . . when he took me to lunch the other day."
"Is that all you have new?" Brandi asked with a knowing smile on her face.
"Yeah, I think so . . . well, except for those two new bras and the panties you bought me, but, I mean I can't show them off . . . to him."
A perfectly delicious and most evil idea was starting to form in Brandi's mind. She wondered though if she could get her daughter to play along. Deciding to see what might happen, Brandi went ahead and acted upon her idea.
"And why not?"
"Oh like he is going to be really impressed."
Rochelle jumped to her feet, moving over to her dresser, she yanked open the bottom drawer. Pulling out her two new bras, they still had the tags on them, she brought them back over to her mother. Dropping them on the bed she said, "What am I going to say? 'Look Daddy your little girl bought two new sexy bras, aren't you impressed'?"
"First of all, young lady that is not the way you would show them off to him by just dropping them on the bed in front of him. You need to be a bit mysterious hon . . . men like mystery. Now this is what you need to do . . ."
Brandi spent the next few minutes outlining a bold plan for the both of them—together-- to get back into his good graces and give him a happy birthday after all. It took a bit of convincing on Brandi's part to get her daughter to agree, but in the end, after gravely reminding her of her solemn promise to do whatever her mother told her all summer, Rochelle, not wanting to incur the wrath of her mother also, meekly agreed.
Everett set the empty glass down. It was his second Jack and Coke and he was now feeling little pain. Plopping back down on the bed, he closed his eyes and was just starting to relax when he heard a light tapping on the door.
He opened his eyes in time to see his wife pop her head inside the room. "Sweetie, can we come in."
"I would rather be alone," he snapped. "I mean, haven't you two caused enough grief for me today already?" Everett's anger at his daughter had the dual effect of bringing back his anger toward his wife for her flirtatious ways during the party.
Ignoring his request to be alone, Brandi pushed open the door and entered the room with Rochelle in tow. "Yes, we have darling, especially your pretty young daughter . . . and me, of course, and that is why we want to spent the rest of the evening making it up to you. Isn't that right, honey?"
"Yes, please Daddy, it's still your birthday and me and mommy still have some birthday presents for you."
Everett was about to snap again when he paused. They were up to something. He could tell because both of them were looking especially gorgeous having obviously taken the time to put on makeup and do their hair up nicely. Rochelle wearing makeup was especially a dead giveaway as she only wore it on special occasions.
Then there was the elegant matching white satin robes they were both wearing. It was a Christmas present from him to the both of them last year and other than that Christmas Eve when they had both tried their robes on, it was the first time he seen them wear their robes together since then.
His anger never stood a chance as he gazed at his wife and daughter both looking so gorgeous in their matching robes.
"Fine, fine, you can stay but I am still, you know, angry with the both of you," he responded trying his best to still sound upset.
"Well let's see if you can stay angry at both your mommy and your little girl after you unwrap your birthday presents from them, little boy."
Rochelle looked at first her mother, and then her father, in confusion. She was about to ask what her mother was talking about when Brandi, noticing the confused look on her daughter's face, made a bold decision.
"Let me explain, sweetheart."
She sat Rochelle down on the bed, then settled down next to her shooting her husband a look that said "silence".
Everett ignored the look and started to speak, "Honey, I don't think she needs to hear--"
Brandi glared at her husband. If he wasn't going to play along with her naughty plan it would totally collapse. She would make one attempt to get him to go along and if not . . . well it would be his loss.
Making her voice as harsh as possible, Brandi snapped at him, "Look, little boy, don't ever interrupt Mommy when she is talking. Do you understand?"
Everett at first was stunned at the severity of his wife's tone. She reserved this tone only for when she was feeling extra frisky and they were in the midst of playing their "Mommy and her little boy" sex games. Could she actually want Rochelle to see this, or was this just a prelude for later when they were alone.
Before he could formulate a response, Rochelle started to giggle, being amused at the sharp tone of voice her mother used on her father, and at the way she called him "little boy".
Brandi now wheeled on her daughter deciding to go all in on her risqué gambit. "I don't know what you are giggling about little girl. Your daddy knows better than to cross his mommy . . . especially when she is trying to make his birthday extra special."
Rochelle, amused to no end at her mother's harsh tone, promptly looked down mumbling a quiet, "Sorry Mommy".
Curious to find out how far his wife was planning on taking things, Everett decided to also play along. "I am sorry too, Mommy."
"Very good. Now you both need to understand just who is in charge tonight and obey me without question."
Brandi turned back to Rochelle, and taking her hands gently, she told her, "Now Rochelle, sweetheart, listen closely. Your daddy has abandonment issues. First, his mother left him at a young age, and then his first wife, your mother, also abandoned him and you both. Didn't you ever wonder why your daddy married someone like me who is so much older than him?"
"I don't know, I just thought he married you because you were so pretty and so nice."
Brandi paused, flattered at her daughter's praise before continuing to lay the groundwork for her wicked little plan. "You have to understand Rochelle maybe that is why your daddy was so upset seeing you flirting with those boys in your sexy little outfit this afternoon. He thinks maybe you are going to up and run off and abandon him too."
Rochelle looked at her mother and begin to protest. "I would never--"
"Don't tell me sweetie, tell him."
Rochelle turned to her daddy. "Daddy, you are my hero and that is forever and I will never abandon you."
"Thank you sweetie," Everett answered quietly although deep down in his heart he knew she would leave . . . eventually.
"I think your daddy needs more than words to convince him, Rochelle. I think this might be a good time for you to allow him to unwrap the birthday present you got him."
Brandi stood up, taking both of their hands and leading them over to the comfortable padded chaise nestled in a corner next to the mini bar.
"Now you sit here, honey and prepare yourself because I am pretty sure you are really going to like what your daughter got you for your birthday."
Everett moved to the edge of the chaise as Brandi directed Rochelle to move around so she was standing directly in front of him.
Looking over Rochelle's shoulder as she stood behind her, Brandi told her husband, "Go ahead and unwrap your present darling."
"But where is it. I mean she doesn't have anything."
"What I got you is hiding under my robe, Daddy," Rochelle quietly told him.
When Everett didn't respond as he tried to process the implications of what his daughter just told him, Brandi stepped up to the rescue. Leaning forward, she whispered, just loud enough for her husband to hear also, "Maybe mommy should unwrap your present for him, sweetie."
Rochelle smiled faintly before whispering to her daddy, "Would that be OK, Daddy . . . mommy unwrapping your present for you?"
"Of course that would be fine . . ."
Everett's heart began to race as he watched his wife reach around and untie the knot holding his daughter's robe shut, and after getting the tie on the robe unknotted, Brandi slowly slipped the satin robe off of her daughter's body.
What Rochelle was wearing under her robe was simply breathtaking: it was a stunning white lace bra with matching thong panties that made Everett's cock come instantly alive. Indeed, the pretty white bra stood out in shimmering beauty against his daughter's dark glowing skin making a perfectly gorgeous contrast.
Brandi leaned forward, whispering in her daughter's ear. Rochelle turned back to look at her mother who nodded her head. Turning back to her father, Rochelle, making her voice as sweet and innocent as possible, whispered, "Do you like my new bra, Daddy? You are the first to see how it looks on me."
Tilting her head to one side seductively, she whispered again. "Please Daddy tell me this makes up for me not showing my new outfit off to you first."
"It does baby. You know, I think I like your new bra even better than that sexy little outfit you were wearing at my party earlier. I mean, you look so utterly beautiful in it that I feel I must look away before my eyes get burned by your awesome beauty."
It was the truth—all except the looking away part. As for that, Everett simply couldn't help himself. He was staring directly at his daughter's chest; directly at those youthful tits of hers so proudly showed off in her new bra. Maybe because he was more than a little drunk, he did little to disguise the fact he was staring at his daughter's tits.
Rochelle noticed the way her daddy's gaze was so intently focused on her chest, and liked the feeling of sexiness it gave her. Although she was generally shy about showing off, except on special occasions like today at her daddy's birthday party, tonight the combination of wanting to get back in his good graces and the couple small sips of wine her mother shared with her downstairs when they were talking conspired to weave a magical, forbidden spell over her heart.
Brandi, noting also how intently her husband was staring at their daughter's tits, decided to stir the pot a bit. "You know honey, your mother can just tell by the way your daddy is staring at your new bra that he really likes it."
"Good. So can I ahh . . . maybe put my robe back on now, Mom?" Reality was beginning to settle inside young Rochelle's heart, scaring her a bit as her innate shyness was starting to assert itself.
"Why sweetie?"
Turning to her mom, Rochelle answered coyly, "Just coz I am shy."
Brandi flickered her eyes at her husband. This was a nonverbal cue to him stating she wanted him to intercede here. They had been married long enough where Everett easily picked up on the majority of his wife's unspoken cues.
Feigning anger, he snapped at Rochelle, "Yeah, right, shy my ass. You weren't so shy little girl running around my party earlier out by the pool in your skimpy little outfit for the whole world to see, but now, alone in your Mommy and Daddy's bedroom, two people you should trust above all others, all of a sudden you're little Ms. Shy!"
"Well earlier I was with my friends. I mean all my girlfriends were wearing bikinis so . . . my outfit didn't really stand out so I guess, I mean, I felt more comfortable."
Now it was Brandi's turn to snap at her daughter. Somehow without any prior discussion, Brandi and Everett decided to play the bad cop/good cop routine on their daughter-- with a twist. The twist was simple as there was no "good cop" in this routine, only "bad cop" and "really bad cop" which was a fact the innocent young Rochelle was about to find out.
"Oh I see!" Brandi yelled stepping back as she leaned over and picked up Rochelle's robe from the floor. "You can only show off around your friends huh, but not for your mom and dad. Go ahead put your damn robe back on."
Brandi angrily shoved the satin robe back in her daughter's hands as she stood glaring at her.
"Mom, why are you so mad?" Rochelle responded in confusion as she started to slip the robe back on.
"Oh I don't know honey. Maybe it's because we spent all that time at the mall shopping for new bras for you and now instead of being proud to show your nicest one off to me and your daddy you want to play like you are so shy."
Rochelle paused. "I am shy and innocent. You guys know that. I mean you never let me do anything."
"Yes I suppose we are overprotective of you sweetie," Brandi said softening her voice, "but that is only because we love you so much."
"I know you do, but it's just that . . ." Rochelle paused again after getting the robe wrapped back around her body.
"Go on baby tell us . . . it's just that what?" Brandi said placing her hands on Rochelle's shoulders.
"It's just that no one has ever seen me in my underwear before . . . I mean not since I got older anyway, and it just seems a little naughty is all . . . to, you know, show off like that."
"That's understandable sweetheart . . . Isn't it hon?" Brandi said glancing at her husband as her hands slipped down and off of Rochelle's shoulders.
Everett nodded his head in agreement as he stared at his wife's hands, sliding up and down his daughter's bare arms, while wondering if they might wander elsewhere . . . like to her chest.
"You are shy, of course, and that is part of what makes you so very attractive, but don't you trust us sweetie, me and your daddy?" Brandi's hands were slowly slipping over toward the front of her daughter's robe.
"Yes, of course," Rochelle said before looking down just as her mother started to undo her robe again.
"And since we are such a close family baby, the three of us." Brandi was tugging at the robe's knot as Rochelle's hands came fluttering up in an attempt to stop them.
Brandi again gave her husband a nonverbal cue, flickering her eyes at him and then down to Rochelle's hands.
Everett reached out, snatching his daughter's hands into his, holding them tight. "Like your mother was saying pumpkin, we are a close family so nothing really naughty can ever happen between us as long as it's done with tenderness and love."
"I guess," Rochelle said feeling the knot come undone and her robe beginning to slip down and off her shoulders.
"Besides, baby girl, it would be a shame to keep such a pretty bra covered up, especially since you did buy it, maybe subconsciously huh, with your daddy in mind."
"I . . . I was hoping he would like it maybe," Rochelle said as she fell back to following the original plan outlined by her mother earlier when they were alone in her bedroom.
Brandi finished removing the robe and this time tossed it across the bed and out of reach. "Now let's talk about just how sweet and innocent you are little girl.
Picking up on the gambit Everett added, "Yes, I am wondering about that myself. Even though me and your mother don't let you date maybe you sneak out with boys behind our backs."
"No, no, never," Rochelle cried. It was the truth.
Brandi smiled. This was definitely heading in the right direction. Now, if only she could keep the momentum going just maybe she would finally be able to give her husband his ultimate dream—and the most perfect birthday present of all time.
"So you have never been kissed? Never had a boy punch his eager tongue in your mouth and swirl it around?" Brandi asked.
"Never had a boy's roaming hands try to feel you up?" Everett interjected before Rochelle could even answer her mother's question.
"Or a girl's," Brandi added with a knowing snicker.
Rochelle shook her head as she shifted back and forth on her feet nervously between her parents. This part of the plan her mother had definitely not outlined back in her bedroom.
"So it means those beautiful little tits of yours are pure and untouched . . . like freshly fallen snow in a remote backcountry." Brandi declared sweetly before adding, "Now don't lie to us."
"Yes, Mommy they have never been touched . . . I swear." Rochelle's mind was whirling from the way things seemed to be going so far off script.
The way her mother outlined things earlier in her bedroom was about how she should make a somewhat dramatic demonstration of showing off her new bra to her daddy, letting him be the first to see it-- as a sort of make-up gesture for the whole incident on keeping her new outfit she wore earlier a secret.
Then she was to follow up with a bit of innocent flirting and/or teasing like she always did whenever she had something new and pretty to show off to him.
Brandi assured Rochelle her father would be thrilled in the courage it would take allowing herself to be seen in her new bra, and then all would be forgiven.
But now this! Yeah, this was growing much more serious by the minute, and by both their tone and attitude with her, and the deep probing questions, she could only wonder where it was ultimately heading.
The better question was: did she even possess the courage to put an end to it? A maybe even better question might have been: did she even want to put an end to it because, truthfully, Rochelle was finding a quiet thrill in the ongoing drama being played out.
As she stood there between them, she felt their questioning stares. Did they believe her? Was they upset because they thought she had been sneaking around behind their back with boys.
Deciding she needed to again defend her honor she turned to her mother first. "Mom, how could I sneak around? I mean you guys are so overprotective of me that I never have a chance to go out and be naughty."
Turning back to her father she added, "Daddy, you believe me right? That I am still a good girl."
Everett only smiled and said nothing, content to let his wife continue to lead things.
Brandi reached out with her hand and gently used it to turn her daughter's face around toward her. Speaking slowly, choosing her words carefully, Brandi made what she hoped would be the decisive move.
"Honey, did you ever consider we had a good reason to be so overprotective of our little girl?" After running her fingers through her dark hair, Brandi reached around and took her daughter's hands turning her fully toward her.



In a soft sweet whisper, Brandi went for broke. "Maybe me and your daddy were just saving you, saving that beautiful virgin body of yours, all for ourselves."
Brandi took a step forward pressing her body up against her daughter. Rochelle, still reeling from the implications of what her mother just whispered to her, now felt her father's looming presence behind her.
Carefully, he began kneading her neck and shoulders, sending shivers up and down her spine as whispered in her ear. "Honey we both love you so much and that's why your mother said that."
"Yes, I know," Rochelle answered quietly and then, wanting to shift the attention away from her, she said, "Hey when are you going to give daddy your present, Mom?"
"I think maybe would be a good time huh." Turning her attention to her husband Brandi said, "My present for you little boy is under my robe also, but maybe you would rather have your daughter unwrap it for you."
"Yes that would be nice I think."
Rochelle hesitated. She was not sure what to do. Somehow, she sensed taking her mother's robe off at this juncture might set her upon a forbidden path of which there might be no escape. She was both afraid to obey her mother while being equally nervous about not doing what she was told.
Brandi sensing her daughter's indecision, decided to give her a bit of help.
After Brandi guided Rochelle over to the bed, she sat her down before giving her husband and sly smile and steering her daughter's hands to the front of her robe.
Pleading softly, Brandi told her, "Now c'mon on sweetie and do this for your daddy as don't you think he deserves to see what I got him for his birthday?"
The pleading in her mom's voice quelled the last of any doubts Rochelle might have had.
Everett was sitting over on the lone bar stool across the bedroom from them, sipping a fresh drink, while enjoying where his wicked wife was taking things.
After undoing the knotted tie holding her mom's robe shut, Rochelle carefully stripped it off of her body revealing a white bra and panty set. The bra was particularly alluring as the white cups had black trim around them with the trim being adorned with small gold studs. The matching panties provided very little coverage in the back as Brandi turned this way and that way, offering them both a chance to admire her sexy new bra and panties.
Brandi glanced over at her husband and could tell by the hungry look on his face he liked his present, but wanting confirmation she elicited the opinion of her daughter.
Brandi smiled at her daughter as she took a step closer. "You think he likes his birthday present, baby?"
"Yes, "Rochelle replied feeling a flutter of butterflies in her stomach as her mom drew nearer. The butterflies were maybe caused by the fact she seemed to be having an incredibly hard time taking her eyes off her mom's super nice body.
The butterflies really started hopping around as Brandi reached out and gently touched Rochelle's face. "What about your baby, do you like your mother's present for your daddy. I mean do you like the way it shows off what a nice big pair of boobies your mommy has huh?"
"It really does," Rochelle replied a bit embarrassed as she was speculating how her mom had maybe caught her staring at her tits.
Brandi, sensing the time was right to move in for the kill, used a gentle hand on her daughter's cheek to direct her attention back toward her before taking another small step forward. "Do you wanna touch them honey. Maybe you are curious huh?"
"Mom, I'm . . . I'm not like that! I like boys . . . mostly."
"Oh don't be so dramatic sweetheart. I wasn't suggesting you were a lesbian. I just thought you might be a little curious is all. You know a lot of young teen age girls are just curious about other women, especially older women and that's just . . . you know . . . normal."
"You mean curious when it comes to the sexy stuff?" Rochelle asked.
"Yes. I know I was when I was your age. Fortunately, I had an older roommate at college who helped me explore my curiosity . . . just like I want to help you explore yours."
Brandi reached out and took Rochelle's hands guiding them toward her chest as she whispered, "C'mon honey, let mommy help you explore."
Rochelle was about to say OK when suddenly she remembered her daddy was in the room. She turned to him. He was staring at the two of them . . . much like a cat stares at a mouse before pouncing.
"But what about Daddy?" she whispered as she tried to pull her hands away.
Brandi gripped her daughter's hands tighter. "Forget about him. Concentrate on Mommy . . . OK? Trust me, he will be just fine over there watching us. It will be like a birthday present for him and something special for us. Go on . . . please baby . . . be brave for me."
Rochelle gave in completely then to her mother's soft pleas, allowing her hands to be guided northward until they bumped up against her tits.
"Go on sweetie, feel them. I know you want to. I can see it in your eyes."
Like sticking a toe in the water to test how warm it is, Rochelle, using both hands, gave each of her mom's tits a gentle squeeze through the soft bra cups causing Brandi to whisper, "Hmm, that's it baby, nice and gentle. Go on squeeze them some more."
Liking the way they felt; liking the way her mother was pleading with her, Rochelle started to fondle her mom's tits more aggressively.
Everett downed the last of his whiskey and coke before sitting the glass down hard on the bar counter. He didn't know how things had gotten this far, but he was not complaining as watching his beautiful young daughter run her hands all over his wife's tits through that super sexy bra of hers was quite the turn on.
Finally, Rochelle paused in fondling her mom's tits before giving her a pensive look. Dropping her voice to a quiet whisper she said, "Mom are you sure this is OK . . . what I am doing?"
"Let's ask your father," Brandi said. "Honey, can you come over here. Your daughter wants to ask you something."
Everett quickly crossed the room to them. "So you wanted to ask me something, Rochelle honey?"
"So is it OK . . . isn't it kind of naughty me touching her like this?"
Everett glanced at Brandi. She had a mischievous smile on her face indicating he should answer the question in such a way as to encourage his daughter to do . . . more.
Everett took his daughter by the hands, guiding her down to the bed so they were both sitting side by side. Looking at her seriously, he said, "Well, honey it's definitely not wrong as long as you are doing it with love and it sure looks like your mother loves you touching her breasts. What about you . . . do you like touching them? You said they are nice."
Rochelle hesitated slightly before answering. "Yes, I do like touching them. It's kind of fun, but still its naughty and you guys said I should never be naughty."
Brandi interjected now ready to take control of the situation once more. "Honey, we said don't be naughty with other people . . . like your friends. We are your parents so it's OK to be naughty with us sometimes."
"I guess," Rochelle replied softly finding it hard to argue with their logic.
"Besides," Brandi said cheerily as she plopped down on the bed on the other side of Rochelle, "It's your daddy's birthday, remember. And it's OK to be naughty on birthdays"
"It is?" Rochelle asked before turning to him.
"Sure honey and now that I am sitting here . . . so close . . . maybe you can play with your mommy's boobies some more. Before I was really too far away to see very much the first time."
Flanked on either side by her very naughty, and very demanding parents, Rochelle knew resistance would be futile so she gave in. Completely.
As her hands came into contact with her mom's tits once more her daddy leaned toward her whispering, "That's it baby, now play with them all nice like . . . for me."
OK, Daddy," Rochelle answered quietly as she began to firmly knead her mom's tits this time not holding back at all. Brandi leaned back on the bed, thrusting her chest out, confident her daughter would no longer need her hands to push things along.
She was right. Rochelle fondled her mom's tits through the bra liking the way they bounced and jiggled under her firm touch. Brandi looked over at Everett; he was quite noticeably squirming on the bed. He obviously was hard down there and would need to be included in the fun and games, probably sooner rather than later.
Reaching up, Brandi removed her daughter's hands from her boobs before whispering, "Honey, while I think your daddy is really enjoying watching his daughter play with his Mommy's boobies we need to include him in our fun and games. After all it is some little boy's birthday."
"Yes, I agree," Rochelle said giggling once more over her mom calling her father a "little boy".
"Very good then. I think we should start by some young lady sharing some very nice birthday kisses with her daddy."
Rochelle turned to her father, and gave him a timid kiss or two on the cheek before Brandi used her hand on the back of her daughter's head to steer her lips toward his.
"Go on baby, don't be shy . . . give your daddy a nice kiss on his lips . . . I mean it is his birthday and he deserves to be treated extra special tonight right?"
"Right, Mommy," Rochelle responded quietly before leaning in and giving her daddy a soft kiss . . . directly on the lips.
After this initial kiss, Rochelle tried to pull back but Brandi, using a firm hand on the back of her head, prevented her from doing so. "That was nice baby," she whispered to her daughter, "but don't quit now as I'm sure your daddy would like some more kisses."
Trapped by both her mom's words, and her steady hand on the back of her head, Rochelle gave her daddy several more light kisses.
Father and daughter exchanged several kisses, their lips smacking lightly together once, and then twice, before Everett took the plunge and carefully slipped his tongue into her mouth, swirling it around quickly.
The innocent Rochelle was taken by surprise by his bold action. Pulling back she cried out, "Daddy is kissing me weird, Mommy. He is using his tongue."
Rochelle knew what he was doing but decided, quite impulsively, to play at being naïve since her mother and father seemed to enjoy thinking of her being so very sweet and innocent and naïve when it came to the sexy stuff.
"Oh no baby, that is the French way of kissing. Don't get scared. You will get used to it and I bet end up liking it."
"OK," Rochelle said happily as she had totally fooled her mom into thinking she was really that naïve about the sexy stuff.
Their lips came together again, and this time when he snaked his tongue into her mouth Rochelle eagerly accepted it.
"Good girl," Brandi whispered in her ear stroking her dark hair. "Now kiss your daddy back like that."
Rochelle tentatively slipped her tongue into her daddy's mouth, liking the way it felt. After Everett jabbed his tongue back in her mouth several times they parted, but not before they shared one final breathless kiss.
Finally, it was Brandi's turn to be jealous. Turning Rochelle toward her she said in an urgent whisper, "Kiss your mommy like that baby. She is feeling a bit neglected."
Rochelle had no time to even consider an answer as Brandi aggressively smashed her mouth against her daughter's. They engaged in a series of hot kisses, tongues snaking in and out of each other's mouths, before Everett interceded and turned Rochelle back his way. It was his turn again.
Rochelle's head was left spinning from the three way kissing fest that seemed to go on forever before both Brandi and Everett pulled back from their daughter.
"So honey are you ready?" her mother asked sweetly.
"Ready for what?" Rochelle replied in a small voice. She was both scared and excited all at once. This was going faster and further than she could have ever imagined.
"To be felt up for the first time. I think you should let your father have the honor being its birthday. Would that be OK with you sweetie?"
When Rochelle didn't answer right away Brandi turned on the charm. "Oh please baby, say yes, as that would be a real nice birthday present for your daddy . . . don't you think?"
Rochelle turned to her daddy. "Do you think that would be a nice present, Daddy?" she sweetly asked.
"That would be one of the best birthday presents ever little girl," Everett replied as he stared longingly at his daughter's chest.
Rochelle looked down bashfully before playing the shy card again. "Yeah, but I'm still a little insecure about showing off my boobies . . . even to my parents."
"Hmm, that's OK baby . . . as I think your daddy would be very much OK feeling up those nice virgin boobies of yours up through your sexy bra."
Sighing, Rochelle closed her eyes and leaned back against her mother ready to be felt up for the first time . . . by her daddy. It seemed like such a wicked fantasy; a wicked fantasy that she could not escape; a wicked fantasy she was not trying very hard to escape.
Brandi carefully guided Everett's hands up and onto Rochelle's tits. He fondled them tenderly as Rochelle let out a gentle sigh.
Brandi wrapped her arms around her daughter's mid-section nice and tight as she leaned over and whispered to Everett, "Do they feel nice little boy?"
"They do, Mommy." Everett croaked in a voice hoarse with forbidden desire as he begin to knead his daughter's tits purposefully through her pretty bra.
"I bet they are nice and firm," she replied before lowering her mouth to Rochelle's ear. "Is it OK if Mommy feels them too honey?"
"It's OK, Mommy," Rochelle replied as she begin to squirm at the mere thought of being felt up by both her parents at the same time.
Brandi slipped her hands up cupping her daughter's tits gently while Everett tenderly squeezed them through her bra.
"Oh God, what are you guys doing to me?" Rochelle moaned as she felt her nipples stiffen.
"Hmm, just having some fun, sweetie . . . now relax," Brandi whispered as she lowered her mouth to Rochelle's neck and began to shower it with kisses just as Everett joined in bringing his mouth to hers.
Father and daughter kissed again—this time with wanton lust-- as Brandi found the weak spot on her daughter's neck. She proceeded to attack it with reckless abandon, turning poor Rochelle into mere putty in their hands.
The two sets of hands all over her tits, fondling them ever so gently, her daddy's tongue stabbing in her mouth, her mother's tongue lapping ever so lightly at her neck, alternating between rough kisses and tender nibbles, had Rochelle whining with pleasure.
After Brandi pulled back, Everett, sensing what his wife wanted, also drew back. Both father and daughter then, knowing exactly who was in charge, turned to their "mommy" with two pairs of expectant eyes, ready to do her wicked bidding.
"It's time," Brandi announced.
"For what?" Rochelle asked.
"For the great unveiling of your young virgin tits and my new and improved tits. Your daddy . . . and my little boy is dying to see them both I bet."
"I am very much so," Everett replied.
"Good then go get the vanity bench and bring it over here, next to the bed, so you can have a ringside seat. Hurry up now."
Brandi was an expert in the art of teasing and she was about to create her ultimate masterpiece. After getting the vanity bench in place a few feet away from the bed Brandi, using her sternest voice, barked, "Now sit down and tuck them dirty little hands of yours under your butt little boy and don't let me dare see you move them."
Deciding to see just how hot she could get her husband before he exploded, Brandi pushed on with her wicked plan, but then something totally unexpected happened.
"Mommy why does he have to sit on his hands?"
"So he doesn't do anything naughty while he watches us sweetie."
"But little boys don't always mind. Ahh, maybe we should do something more than have him just sit on his hands. I mean you are going to be paying lots of attention to me right?
"Of course, sweetie."
"And what if, while you are distracted, he does something naughty?"
"You know I never thought of that. He can be a bad boy sometimes. What do you think we should do to make sure his hands stay in place?"
"OK, I have an idea but don't get mad Mommy if I tell you."
"Tell me. Come on I promise Mommy will keep her temper."
"Well I was snooping in your room once, a while ago, and found something."
"What?" Brandi said trying to keep her growing excitement in check although she had a fairly good idea of just what little Ms. Snooper found.
"In the bottom drawer of your nightstand under some of your old nightgowns I found a couple pairs of handcuffs and some . . . other weird stuff."
"Oh you did huh? And you are thinking maybe we should handcuff your daddy to ensure he behaves like his mommy told him to."
"Yes," Rochelle replied looking over at her daddy with a sly grin on her face.
Daughter like mother, Everett thought with a sigh as Brandi was especially fond of playing bondage games.
"I think that is a good idea so why don't you be a little angel and go grab the handcuffs out of the drawer. They are still there where you found them."
When she was halfway over to the nightstand drawer Brandi called out after her daughter, "Oh and honey, why don't you bring that other weird stuff you discovered while you're at it."
A minute later, Everett was sitting on the vanity bench with his hands securely cuffed behind his back, thanks to his young daughter, watching as his wife settled down in the middle of their king sized bed facing their daughter. The "weird stuff" Rochelle had been referring to was spread out on the bed between them.
The weird stuff, which was actually Brandi's collection of sex toys, consisted of a purple double dong, a vibrating wand with a white handle and large purple head, and a small vibrating butt plug. Mixed in among the toys were a pair of a dark sashes that could serve either as a blindfolds or as additional restraints and a large flesh colored strap on dildo.
"What is all this stuff?" Rochelle asked sweetly doing her best to act totally naïve once again. While having no real experience with any of the toys, Rochelle did have a basic understanding of what this stuff actually was and how it was used, but decided-- for her parents sake-- she would pretend to be utterly clueless.
Everett's cock was already throbbing in anticipation of what he was getting ready to witness. Knowing his wife, he knew it was going to be hot.
"All this stuff baby, is just your mother's toys."
"Really, can we play with them, Mommy?" Rochelle asked innocently.
"Tell you what. Don't give me a hard time in taking off your bra so we can show off those lovely tits of yours to your daddy and I will let you explore the wonders of Mommy's toys with her."
"I would like to, but I am just really shy, Mommy. No one has ever seen my bare breasts before."
"Oh I know baby, and really, it would be an honor, a real honor, if your Mommy and Daddy where the first to see them don't you think?"
"I guess," Rochelle said doubtfully playing her role of the innocent to the best of her ability and loving it.
"Hey, I have an idea. You know no one has ever seen your Mommy's boobies either."
"Wait, that's not true. I mean Daddy has seen them a bunch of times."
"Not since I had them done just recently baby he hasn't. I have been saving them as a . . . birthday present. So why don't we show them off together and you won't feel so alone. You let me take off your bra and I will let you take off mine at the same time." Stroking her face tenderly, Brandi added, "Now how does that sound baby girl?"
"OK," Rochelle replied softly after glancing over at her daddy. He had moved to the very edge of the vanity bench doubtlessly to get a better view.



They raised up on their knees facing each other and after exchanging a series of hot kisses, Brandi guided Rochelle's hands to the back of her sexy bra. Quickly she brought her own hands around to the back of Rochelle's bra.
"OK, undo your mommy's bra and take it off and I will do the same," Brandi whispered.
Their bras came unhooked at roughly the same time before each of them slowly slipped them off of each other. They both turned, in sync, and with wicked smiles, stared at Everett.
Bringing her mouth to her daughter's ear, Brandi whispered, "Ask your daddy if he likes them sweetie."
Rochelle decided to add a bit of spice to things as she said to him softly, "Do you like your innocent young daughter's virgin boobies, Daddy?"
"Oh God yes, baby, they are beautiful." Indeed, Rochelle's nicely sized 34C breasts were the work of a creator in a good mood that day.
"What about mine, little boy. Do you like your Mommy's new and improved boobies?"
"Yes, Mommy," Everett immediately answered deciding he should send the doctor who performed this masterful uplift on his wife a thank you note. Her boobs, which had just started to show signs of sagging, were now perfectly uplifted and quite delicious looking.
Brandi leaned in close to her daughter and after they exchanged a pair of nice kisses, she whispered something in Rochelle's ear making her giggle out loud.
Everett heard his daughter whisper, "OK, Mommy," and then they pressed their boobs together and started rubbing them around in soft semi- circles.
Brandi, having the bigger, rounder boobs seemed to be dominating Rochelle's smaller breasts with their dark nipples as she was slowly using her breasts to push her daughter onto her back causing Rochelle to giggle with childlike glee.
Rochelle ended up prone on the bed with her mom smashing her boobies down against her chest. Moving up, Brandi used her tits to massage her daughter's face for several glorious moments with Rochelle's only response being to close her eyes and enjoy the nice facial booby massage.
Opening her eyes, Rochelle found her mom's tits mere inches from her quivering lips. Closing her eyes once more, she opened her mouth wide preparing to do what was expected of her.
Everett had thought watching his wife and daughter rub their tits together, he loved the contrast between Brandi larger white tits and his daughter's smaller ebony ones, was just about the hottest thing he ever witnessed, but now watching his young daughter sucking vigorously on her mommy's boobies was easily surpassing the titty rubbing.
Brandi moaned loudly as Rochelle's tongue circled her nipple before she took it into her mouth deeply. Brandi let Rochelle's eager young mouth nibble on her tits for some time before she dropped down with her own hungry mouth and attacked her daughter's lovely dark twin mounds.
Rochelle arched her back allowing her mother to feast upon her virgin tits. Her moans were growing increasingly desperate as Brandi's slipped a hand down toward her panties.
Brandi raised up and whispered, "Can Mommy play with that sweet little pussy of yours honey?"
Rochelle looked up at her mother with wide eyed innocence nodding her head yes as she slowly spread her legs, allowing her mother to slip one hand inside her panties.
"Oh . . . My . . . God!" Brandi exclaimed as one finger carefully dipped inside Rochelle. Turning to Everett with cunning smile, she whispered loudly, "Jesus, she has a tight little cunt and Christ she is so wet."
Brandi wriggled her finger inside of Rochelle just a bit before bringing her thumb up, using it to stroke her daughter's clit. Rochelle let out a low moan as her mommy continued to caress her clit.
"Oh look at you squirm you the poor thing. I Mommy making you all hot?"
"Mmm, yes, Mommy."
"Good. Now Mommy has a surprise for you." Picking up the nearby dark sash, she smiled at her.
"And in order for it to be really nice surprise you can't see it. So I have to put this on you."
Rochelle complied; it was much too late for protesting. Allowing her mom to fit the dark sash carefully around her head, cutting off her vision completely, Rochelle could only wonder what her surprise might be. She suspected her mother might be getting ready to use one of her toys on her—or so she hoped.
Brandi gave her husband a wink before she picked up the vibrating wand. Looking directly at him she announced, "Now little boy you really are going to be squirming as you watch your Mommy play with your daughter."
After carefully getting herself into the right position, Brandi flicked the wand on to its lowest setting. It hummed to life as she lowered her mouth to Rochelle's ear.
"Spread your legs wide baby so I can give you your secret present."
Rochelle, her heart pounding in anticipation, spread her legs just as she heard a low humming noise start up. The approaching hum of the vibrating wand only served to increase her growing excitement.
Showering Rochelle's lips with the lightest of kisses, Brandi gently brushed the large pulsating head against her daughter's nipples. Rochelle let out a moan just as Brandi slipped her tongue into her mouth.
The women kissed, tongues battling in a wicked embrace, as the wand, after attacking Rochelle's nipples and making them fully erect, slid down and in between her legs. Brandi watched with amusement as Rochelle's whole body jerked when the wand, guided expertly by her mom's experienced hand, found its mark right away.
Rotating the wand in a circular motion, Brandi increased the speed another notch while lowering her mouth to her daughter's tits.
Everett groaned audibly. He was so fucking hard it was almost painful. He watched as his wife sucked on his daughter boobs—savagely it appeared—as she worked the wand all over Rochelle's tight little cunt.
"Oh God Mommy . . . that feels so good!" Rochelle was panting like a dog and near to coming, Everett suspected, but if he knew his wife—at all—he deduced Brandi would not let her come so quickly.
He was right. Brandi leaned back after pulling her mouth away and watched her daughter squirming all over the bed. She turned up the wand even higher, as she pushed it firmly up against her clit for only a few seconds, but still it was enough to send convulsions throughout poor Rochelle's entire body.
Knowing she was so very near, Brandi yanked the vibrator away leaving Rochelle hanging on the edge.
"Mommy I was . . . I was almost there," she whined.
"I know you were baby." Brandi said as she removed the sash from around her daughter's eyes.
"So why did you stop?" Rochelle said sitting up. Her voice with tinged with disappointment.
Everett, noting the angst in her daughter's voice in having her prize snatched away at the very last moment, was amused. Teasing was something his wife was highly adept at and loved doing . . . as his daughter was in the process of finding out.
"Well, if you must know." Brandi paused before looking over at Everett. "I was thinking of your daddy, baby girl. I mean look at him . . . all alone over there watching us play. He looks a bit lonely, huh."
"Yes. He does look lonely, Mommy. Should we do something about it?"
"I think so, but only because it's his birthday, and no one should be lonely on their birthday. I guess we should go over there and give him some attention."
Brandi hopped off the bed and extended her hand to Rochelle, and after taking her mom's hand allowed herself to be led over to her father. They both sat down, crowding next to him on the vanity bench which was just long enough to accommodate the three of them with the girls on either side of him.
Having both of them so close, clad only in their panties turned up the heat on Everett even more. His cock was painfully hard by this point and he could only pray his wife was done with teasing him, but, knowing her . . . probably not.
Everett was right as the teasing now switched to a verbal playful banter. "Did you like watching Mommy make me almost come Daddy?" Rochelle asked her father sweetly.
"Yes, I did baby."
"And you liked watching us suck on each other's boobies too I bet?"
Everett swallowed hard and nodded his head. Oh yeah, the teasing was not yet over.
Brandi, noticing how her daughter's eyes kept flickering to the noticeable bulge inside her husband's jeans, decided to see just how far she could push things between them.
"Honey, I think you are noticing . . . ahh, that rather large bulge inside your poor daddy's jeans huh?"
Rochelle turned to her mother and nodded her head yes.
"Are you curious about it? I suppose you have never seen a man's penis before?"
Rochelle shook her head no.
"Well here, give me your hand. Maybe it's time Mommy taught you a thing or two about a man's body."
Brandi reached across Everett and took her daughter's hand. As she gave her husband a shrewd smile, slowly she guided Rochelle's nervous hand to his crotch. Pushing it up against the large bulge in his jeans, she smiled when Rochelle let out a noticeable gasp as her hand came in contact with his hardness.
"Here . . . let's move your hand around a bit hon. Do some exploring. I bet your daddy would like that."
Rochelle allowed her mother to guide her hand up and down Everett's hardness, liking the way it felt, but more importantly, liking the way it made him squirm and struggle against the handcuffs. It gave her a feeling of immense power.
Turning to her Mommy, Rochelle said quietly, "Mommy can I ask you something?
"Sure baby?"
"I don't want Daddy to hear. I'm embarrassed."
"Well just whisper it my ear, sweetie."
After Rochelle made her quiet confession to her mom, Brandi pulled back before telling her, "Oh sweetie that was nothing to be embarrassed about. You are just curious as any sweet, innocent, young girl might be about such things."
Brandi made extra sure to emphasize the words sweet, innocent, and young when she spoke, knowing it would only increase her husband's excitement.
For the past year they had been kicking around the idea of having a threesome, with the third member of the party being a very young girl, eighteen or nineteen at the most. Per her husband's deepest desire the girl should also be both sweet and innocent, preferably a virgin and wholly naïve about sex.
For the sake of variety, Everett expressed a desire for the young lady to be of a nonwhite ethnicity, preferably African American. In other words, Everett wanted someone totally the opposite of his wife—in both looks and sexual experience.
"Well, go ahead and ask him sweetheart," Brandi encouraged Rochelle.
Rochelle only smiled shyly and said quietly, "You ask him Mommy."
"OK." Turning to Everett she said, "Honey, your daughter wants to see your cock. She has never seen one before and is more than a little curious I think. Would it be OK if we got it out for her?"
Everett barely could find the words. This was such an impossible dream, but finally he managed to croak out a barely audible, "Yes."
Brandi ordered Everett to stand up and after removing his belt, Brandi hooked a pair of fingers around the waistband of his jeans and gave them a nice solid yank. They ended up on the floor around his ankles as Rochelle stood gazing at the large tent pole inside of her father's navy blue boxers.
Brandi got up and moved around so she was standing behind him, before she slowly pulled his boxers down. Released, Everett's cock sprung forward causing Rochelle to first gasp, and then giggle with girlish delight.
"So what do you think honey?" Brandi whispered as she peaked around her husband.
"It's so big Mommy?" Rochelle exclaimed.
"Hmm, I think he is just a shade over six and half inches . . . a decent size alright."
"Can I . . . can I touch it."
"Sure baby. Here, let Mommy help you."
Darting quickly around Everett, Brandi sat down on the vanity bench next to her daughter. Taking her hand she guided it slowly to his hard twitching cock.
"Nice huh," Brandi purred as she pushed her daughter's hand against her husband's hardness. "Go on . . . run your fingers . . . lightly, very lightly, along the underside of it and see what happens."
Rochelle did as her mother instructed and gently brushed her fingers slowly along the entire underside of her daddy's cock. She watched it twitch and grow even harder as her mother stood up and crossed the room.
Halfway across the room Brandi turned toward them saying, "Go on baby girl and keep playing with your daddy's cock while I get something. I will be just a quick minute."
Brushing her fingers along the underside of his cock once more, this time a bit more deliberately, Rochelle looked up at her daddy and whispered sweetly, "Do you like that Daddy. Am I being a good little girl?"
Everett let out a low moan before whispering back, "Oh God yes baby. You are being so good."
Returning from the bathroom, Brandi brought a small bottle of lube with her.
By now the ever curious Rochelle was experimenting by running her fingers at different speeds along his underside before discovering he seemed to be most sensitive-- just under the bulbous head of his cock.
Using just her index finger, she brushed it up and down, slowly, and then faster, under the head of his cock, making it twitch like crazy.
"I think you found his most sensitive spot, baby. Hmm, I always knew you were a quick learner. Here put some of this on your hands and I will show you a neat little trick."
After sitting down next to her, Brandi squirted a generous amount of the strawberry flavored lube on Rochelle hands. "Now wrap your hand around that nice cock of his, hon. Grip it tightly but not too tight," Brandi instructed her daughter.
Doing as her mother asked, Rochelle wrapped her hand around the lower part of her daddy's shaft. "Now what Mommy?"
"Begin moving your hand up and down hon."
Doing as instructed, Rochelle watched curiously as her daddy's knees began to wobble as she stroked his hard cock up and down.
"Go on baby, move your hand faster . . . Hmm that's it . . . faster now . . . go on baby. You are doing so good."
Brandi slipped off the vanity bench and unto her knees so she could be at eye level with the action. "Now reach under and cup his balls and jiggle them softly in your hands. Here it will be easier if you get down on your knees next to me."
Rochelle too slipped off the bench and positioned herself on her knees in front of her daddy. Brandi took her daughter's hand and pushed it over to his testicles. "Now cup them like I said . . . but keep stroking that big hard cock of his."
Brandi leaned forward whispering further instructions in her daughter's ear as she let go of Rochelle's hand.
"Does that feel good Daddy?" Rochelle whispered to him. "You like your baby girl playing with your cock."
Everett had lost the power of speech. Mumbling incoherently, he tipped his head back and closed his eyes.
"Let's have some real fun baby girl. Here try this."
Beside the lube, Brandi sneaked a large pink feather, along with a black duster out of the bathroom. She now pushed the feather in her daughter's hand while she wielded the duster.
Together they attacked Everett's aching cock. Rochelle used the feather to tickle the underside of his cock, making him moan loudly as his struggles against the handcuffs only made her giggle . . . as did his further whining.
Rochelle looked on with girlish delight, pausing in her own teasing, to watch her mother using the feather duster to fiendishly stroke all along her daddy's long hard shaft before dropping it down to lightly tickle his balls.
"Oh Jesus, you guys are killing me," Everett whimpered as he tried to step back from the delicious way they were both torturing him. This resulted in a firm rebuke from his mommy in the form of a hard slap on his ass.
"Hold still your silly little boy and take it. Your daughter is having fun you know . . . and so is your mommy and if you dare try and step back again I will really give you something to whimper about."
Everett willed himself to stay in place as his delicious sweet torture continued. They switched toys after a minute with Rochelle humming pleasantly while dancing the duster up and down his hardness. Apparently, she was really enjoying teasing him.
"God, Mommy his cock is really beginning to twitch," she exclaimed before reaching up and brushing her free hand against it. "Jesus and it's so hard!"
'Yes, well baby, I think your poor daddy has had about enough of our playful teasing," Brandi said as she took the feather duster out of her daughter's hand and stood up.
"What are we going to do now, Mommy?" Rochelle asked eagerly while staring at her daddy's hard cock. A deep, desperate desire was growing in the pit of her stomach; one that she prayed her mother had a cure for as she continued to gaze at his manhood.
"Well after all this teasing your poor daddy has endured from his mommy and his baby girl don't you think we should do something . . . especially you little girl . . . to make him happy."
"You know I would do anything to make Daddy happy," Rochelle responded happily as she smiled up at him.
"Really, well how about this . . ."
Brandi leaned over and whispered in Rochelle's ear. What she heard, at first, caused Rochelle to break out in giggles, before pulling away and staring at her mother with an astonished look on her face.
"Really, Mommy you want me to put it in my mouth! Well, I guess I can try, but I really won't know what to do."
"Just listen to me and I will guide you honey. Now here, move that pretty little mouth of yours a bit closer."
After grabbing the lube, Brandi bent down on her knees between them.
"Let me apply a bit of Mommy's lube to your daddy's cock so it tastes good for you honey. You like strawberry flavor right?"
"Mommy, you know I love strawberries."
"Yes, of course I do and maybe that's why I bought this flavored lube in the first place . . . just for this special occasion. Anyways, here, let's work together. I will apply the lube and you be a good girl and rub it in all around real nice."
Rochelle nodded her head as she watched her mom slather his cock with the strawberry lube. It was now her turn. Using both hands, she worked the flavored lube all up and down his hardness.
"Now are ready baby?" Brandi said her voice breaking with excitement.
Rochelle nodded her head yes as she moved her mouth to within mere inches of her daddy's cock while her mother stroked her hair. Leaning forward, Brandi said just loud enough for Everett to hear, "Now use your tongue to tease him a bit. Pretend your daddy's cock is a sweet tasting Popsicle that you just wanna lick and lick again and again."
"OK, Mommy."
Rochelle leaned forward delicately flicking her tongue out and around the head of his cock. "Hmm, it does tastes good."
Rochelle continued to twirl her tongue around the head of his cock before letting it slip underneath as she remembered how sensitive he was down there.
"Flutter your tongue back and forth a bit . . . real fast then slow baby."
Following her mom's instructions, she flickered her tongue rapidly along the underside of his cock, before slowing down, and then gradually picking up speed again. Finally, as her daddy let out a loud moan, Rochelle opened her mouth wide, closed her eyes, and begin to slowly suck his cock into her young mouth.
"Oh, you are doing so good baby girl," Brandi whispered as she reached under and cupped his testicles while she tangled her hand deep inside her daughter's hair in anticipation of what was to come next.
Rochelle after getting nearly half of his cock in her mouth, needed to catch her breath. Letting his cock slip out of her mouth, she turned to her mother hoping she would not be in trouble.
Instead of being in trouble, Brandi received a warm smile from her mom as she whispered, "Ask him if he likes what you are doing baby."



Turning her face up to her daddy, she batted her eyes at him before whispering sweetly, "Do you like your little girl sucking on your big cock, Daddy? Am I doing a good job?"
"Oh God baby, you are . . . now please don't stop. Put it in your mouth again hon . . . more this time. Please baby girl."
"Go on, you heard your daddy, he wants you to take more of it this time . . . so be a good girl and do what he says."
"But I can't take it all Mommy."
"Well, why not sweetie?"
Looking at his cock thoughtfully she whispered, "It's just too big."
"Oh honey, go ahead and try. For us . . . I think you can do it. Come on . . . don't be so easy to give up."
"OK, I'll try," Rochelle answered quietly before taking a deep breath and closing her eyes.
She once again licked at the head of his cock, swirling her tongue around it making him shiver before she opened her mouth wide. Determined to get it all in her mouth this time, Rochelle started to suck his cock into her mouth with a firm resolve.
Brandi happily watched as-- inch by inch-- Rochelle made her husband's cock disappear inside her mouth. Offering her some soft encouragement, Brandi whispered, "Now suck on it good. Pretend it's the strawberry Popsicle again. Just a bit more hon. Come on, you can do it."
Properly encouraged, Rochelle sucked her daddy's cock deeper into her mouth with a wicked purpose. Moving her mouth back down, Rochelle let his cock slide out to where her lips were just resting on it before quickly taking it back into her willing mouth.
Gaining confidence, Rochelle's mouth went up and down several times, faster and then slower; flickering her tongue out, she licked at the underside of his cock before swallowing as much as she could possibly take.
She could actually feel the tip of his cock tickling the back of her throat when her mom clapped her hands excitedly, "Oh God, look at our baby."
Brandi reached up, touching Everett's lightly on the cheek. "She took it all, honey. Isn't she just the best little girl ever!"
With her mouth flying up and down the shaft of his cock, Everett could only mumble incoherently as he was being simply overcome with an intense need for release.
His head lolled back as he shut his eyes and his knees begin to tremble. Brandi recognized all the signs of an impending mighty eruption. Feeling positively wicked, Brandi took charge of things in a hurry.
Pulling gently on her daughter's hair, she whispered, "Quickly hon, take it out of your mouth. Lean back and close your eyes as I think your daddy has a pleasant surprise for his baby girl."
Rochelle, of course, obeyed. Brandi, her hand already lubed up, gripped her husband's cock tightly and began stroking it swiftly with a skilled hand.
"Go on little boy come for Mommy please . . . that's it baby . . ." Brandi's hand glided up and down his hard shaft as she added the coup de grace cupping his balls in her other hand while jiggling them lightly . . . just the way he loved.
Everett closed his eyes and grunted as his cock exploded. Opening his eyes he looked down to see a generous portion of white sticky cum dripping off his daughter's cheeks, nose, and lips.
Rochelle had a look of utter surprise on her face while Brandi held her hand over her mouth trying not to giggle. "Our daughter's first facial . . . courtesy of her Daddy . . . how sweet."
"Mommy, what . . ." Rochelle reached up gingerly touching the warm cum. "Oh my God, it's all over my face--"
"Yes, sweetie. Go into the bathroom and I'll meet you in there in a minute. I just gotta release your daddy from his awful bondage."
After helping Rochelle get cleaned up in the bathroom where they took an extra-long time-- so her husband would have some additional time to recover before round two-- they returned to the bedroom to find Everett relaxing under a sheet on the bed. He assumed the night's wicked activities were done. He could not have been more wrong.
Leading her daughter over to the bed, Brandi announced, "Well honey you did such a good job with Daddy with that wicked little mouth of yours do you think you can now take care of Mommy?"
Rochelle feeling playful, grabbed the handcuffs laying on the bed before twirling them around in her hand as she said, "I don't know, are you going to be handcuffed and helpless just like Daddy was when I take care of you?"
Everett had to suppress a laugh. If only she knew! Brandi never played the part of the victim. She was always—always—the dominant one.
But surprisingly, his wife simply turned and placed her hands behind her back as she told her daughter, "Sure hon, you want your mommy helpless, go ahead and slap the cuffs on her."
Raising up on his elbow, Everett looked keenly on at this strange turn of events. Now this could be interesting.
Taking the handcuffs, Rochelle moved around behind her mother, and was just reaching to attach the cuffs around one of her wrists when, quite suddenly, in one fluid motion, Brandi whipped around and snatched the handcuffs out of her surprised daughter's hands.
Just as quick, she forcefully whipped Rochelle around, securing the handcuffs around her wrists in a mere matter of seconds. Everett watched the action, feeling his cock twitch just enough from seeing both of their boobies bounce around as the action unfolded to know he was far from being done for the night.
"Ha, tricked you little girl. You thought your Mommy would be that easy to capture. Not hardly."
"Mommy I . . . please release me. Come on . . . I--"
"Shhh . . . I shall release you soon enough my pretty little daughter . . . but first . . ."
Brandi took her handcuffed daughter by the arm, leading her over to the vanity bench. "Just as soon as you make me come by eating my pussy . . . something I am sure you daddy would not mind watching at all."
Everett straightened up in bed. Leaning back against the headboard he got comfortable as his wife beamed at him.
After reaching the bench, Brandi turned Rochelle around and savagely kissed her before pushing her down into a sitting position on the bench. Barely having time to recover from her mother's wicked kiss, Rochelle found her mom shoving those nice 34 DD tits in her face.
"Now worship your Mommy's tits little girl!" Brandi urgently demanded as she snarled one hand deep in her daughter's hair.
Rochelle started slow. She was still a bit bewildered by the sudden and unexpected way her mother turned the tables on her. Brandi used her hand on the back of her daughter's head to guide her mouth all around her chest while she whispered a bit of loving encouragement to her captive daughter.
Showering her mother's large boobies with a series of light delicate kisses, Rochelle found her desire only seemed to have increased by having her hands secured behind her back leaving her so utterly helpless. Giving in to her lustful cravings, she attacked her mother's ripe nipples with a furor that rocked her back on her heels.
Everett felt his cock jerk to life as he watched his daughter, driven to heights of passion she never knew existed by being forced into the role of helpless victim, attack her mother's tits with such reckless fury.
Brandi may have been the one free, but it was evident by the way she was begging-- yes begging!—for her daughter to keep sucking on her tits she was the one imprisoned by her daughter's eager young mouth.
"Oh God yes, keep sucking on them sweetie . . . please . . . you are doing so good."
Rochelle discovered her mother possessed a weakness— those very large and sensitive nipples. Working her tongue all over them, flickering it this way and that way, she soon reduced her mommy to begging for more, and the more she begged, the more powerful Rochelle felt.
Intermingling playful nibbles, tender kisses, and most especially, some deep forceful sucking, Rochelle soon reduced her mother to a state of near panic.
Reaching out, she grabbed Rochelle by the arm yanking her off the bench. "Get on your knees little girl now!" Brandi barked at her daughter.
Brandi gave her husband a little wave and a smile indicating he should come help. She did not have to ask twice as Everett eagerly jumped off the bed and joined his wife and daughter.
Squatting down next to her, Everett whispered to his daughter, "Daddy is here baby and is going to give you some advice on how to eat mommy's pussy, OK?"
"OK, Daddy," Rochelle said quietly.
Brandi plopped down on the bench spreading her legs wide as she grabbed Rochelle by the hair and buried her face between her legs.
"Kiss Mommy's pussy, baby, all over, use your lips and tongue nice and slow," Everett whispered in her ear.
Rochelle closed her eyes as the sweet aroma of her mom's pussy surrounded her. Tentatively, she slipped her tongue out of her mouth tasting the wetness. Following her father's instructions, she showered her mother's pussy with dozens of tender kisses as she pretended her mommy's pussy lips were a real pair of lips.
The inexperienced Rochelle was learning quickly what her Mommy liked. Flickering her tongue out and swirling it all around, caused her mom to let out a series of increasingly desperate moans.
"Oh baby that is good. Right there."
"Give it some nice little licks all over. Flicker your tongue in and out lightly, hon," Everett whispered to his daughter.
Again, Rochelle obeyed. She flicked her tongue out whipping it over, under, sideways, and then down making her mother moan all the more.
"Honey . . . sweetheart, be a good little boy and go grab your mommy's favorite toy," Brandi told her husband.
After Everett hurried over to the bed and grabbed the vibrating wand, he brought it back to his "mommy".
Brandi was under control again as Rochelle was taking a short break, ordered by her mom.
"Now I want you to use the toy on Mommy . . . just like she taught you little boy," Brandi told her husband.
"Yes, Mommy," Everett immediately snapped as he flicked the wand on to its lowest setting.
Working in perfect unison, Everett and his daughter assailed Brandi's wet pussy with Rochelle kissing and licking it as if her very life depended on it, before her daddy touched her shoulder.
Rochelle reluctantly raised up; it was her daddy's turn.
Everett applied the humming wand to his wife's clit before inserting his index finger deep inside her pussy. Brandi moaned loudly as she wriggled all around the vanity bench and was just nearing a tremendous orgasm when he pulled back allowing his daughter to take over.
Quickly lowering her face, Rochelle twisted her tongue out, assaulting her mommy's pussy with a new series of licks and kisses before she gave her clit a tongue lashing making her moan louder than ever.
Just as she was about to tip over the edge Everett, watching carefully, pulled his daughter back. Turning up the vibrator to the highest setting, a loud hum filled the quiet room.
Pushing the pulsating head directly against Brandi's clit, Everett went to work as Rochelle whispered her encouragement. "Come on Mommy, come for us. I want to see it . . . pretty please, come, Mommy."
Leaning forward she brought her mouth up to her mom's breasts and began sucking on the nearest one as Everett flickered the wand all around his wife's clit.
It was all too much as her daughter sucking on her tits, coupled with her husband expertly wielding the wand on its max setting, sent Brandi flying over the edge.
"Oh God . . . Don't stop babies . . . Mommy is coming . . ." She began to shake uncontrollably as her words ended in one long moan. The impending climax rocked her world, causing her to shake and moan so loud Rochelle almost started giggling.
Sitting back up after she recovered, Brandi first released her daughter from the handcuffs and then smiled as she observed how her husband was nearly hard again.
"Are you ready baby for Mommy and Daddy to give their little girl her first real orgasm? You did so good for us we owe you."
"I'm ready," Rochelle said as Brandi reached out and begin pulling her daughter's panties off.
Sitting Rochelle down on the vanity bench between them, they exchanged kisses with her as Rochelle spread her legs allowing full access to her virgin cunt.
Everett reached down between her legs rubbing her pussy gently as Brandi tenderly fondled Rochelle's boobs while they exchanged a wild series of impassioned kisses. She was soon squirming all over the vanity bench from her mom and dad's warm attentions.
"I think she is nice and warmed up so let's take her over to the bed," Brandi told her husband, "Where we can make love to her properly. Go ahead and carry her over."
Everett, amped up with excitement, scooped up his daughter in his arms, easily carrying her the short distance over to the bed.
Brandi trailed alongside, whispering, "Do you want Daddy and Mommy to take turns making love to you?"
Rochelle, not trusting herself to speak, nodded her head yes.
Reaching the bed, Everett gently placed her down in the middle after Brandi pulled back the covers. After covering her daughter with a sheet, she hustled around the bedroom preparing the atmosphere while Everett disappeared inside the bathroom to freshen up a bit.
Brandi lit several large pillar candles on both the nightstands flanking the bed and then turned out all the lights, before joining her naked daughter under the sheets.
When Everett emerged from the bathroom a few minutes later he found his wife and daughter waiting for him as they cuddled on the bed.
"Oh good, you're back. Here sit on the edge of the bed and watch. We have something to show you don't we, sweetheart."
"Yes, Mommy," Rochelle answered quietly.
Everett sighed as once again he would be taking on the role of voyeur. He watched as his wife and daughter started to make out passionately before Brandi dropped down, showering Rochelle's chest and mid-section with a series of wild kisses.
Reaching over Brandi grabbed the purple double dong off the nightstand. "I think you are curious about this one little girl aren't you?"
Rochelle reached out and stroked one end of it curiously. "Yes, Mommy. It . . . it looks like a dildo but it has two heads?"
"That is the idea exactly baby. Here let me show you how it works. Here you take one end and . . ."
Everett gazed with untold desire at his wife and daughter. Both had one end of the purple monster buried in their snatch boxes. They were facing each other, legs spread wide, holding hands, bucking their hips forward in unison. Both of their moans were becoming increasingly intense as they worked the toy in and out.
Lifting her head up, Brandi waved to Everett. "Come on over and play with your daughter. I want her on the edge before you take her."
After ripping off his boxers, Everett rolled across the bed, positioning himself next to his daughter. Using his hand, he carefully turned her face toward him.
"You like Mommy's toy baby?"
"Y-yes Daddy, it feels so good," she whispered between moans.
"Good, I'm glad you like it now give me a kiss."
As their mouths came together, tongues pushing against each other, he reached down with one hand and cupped one of her delicate dark mounds. Finding her nipple, he stroked it gently until it was stiff.
Brandi pulled her end of the double dong out and got to her knees. Leaning forward she attacked Rochelle's boobs with her mouth as Everett's hand slipped down between his daughter's legs.
All the attention was now focused on Rochelle's lovely dark body that glowed with such beauty under the soft candle light. Brandi got back on her knees and was eagerly working one end of the double dong in and out of Rochelle's pussy as her husband dropped his mouth down to suckle some more on her tits.
Using her fingers to stroke her daughter's exposed clit above the dong, Brandi was bringing her to the edge as evidenced by Rochelle's loud moans of pure ecstasy.
"Jesus honey, hurry your daughter needs that hard cock of yours inside of her . . . now!!"
Brandi maneuvered Rochelle onto her back before lying down next to her. Stroking the side of her face she whispered sweetly to her, "Are you ready for your daddy now, hon?"
"Yes, please I want him so bad," Rochelle whispered as she watched her daddy position himself over her. Her attention was focused squarely on his hard cock as she wondered what the real thing would feel like as it invaded her.
Rochelle closed her eyes as her mom sprinkled her face with tender kisses.
"I love you so much sweetie . . . so so much," Everett whispered as he climbed on top of her.
When his cock finally pierced her virginity Rochelle let out a loud moan before it was cut off by her mother covering her mouth with dozens of kisses.
Rocking into his daughter nice and gentle, Everett made sweet love to his baby girl. Slowly pushing into her, over and over again, he was careful not to lose control.
Brandi, after a desperate minute or two, began to sense how difficult it was for her husband to keep up such a slow pace and decided a change was needed. Whispering to them, she said, "Let's trade places. I want to see her on top riding her daddy's big cock and that way she can control the action."
As Rochelle climbed on top of her daddy Brandi told her, "You might like this better with you being on top so you can control the pace and go as slow or as fast as you want baby."
Holding up his stiff penis with one hand, Brandi used her other hand to guide her daughter into place.
Rochelle let out a soft grunt as her father entered her again. Their hands found each other as she begin to bounce slowly up and down on her daddy.
Moving behind her daughter, Brandi, after discreetly reaching over and grabbing the small vibrating butt plug and dropping it on the bed next to them, slipped her hands around Rochelle's waist helping her bounce up and down.
Rochelle's head was back, her mouth open as she surrendered to her carnal urges. Rocking up and down faster now, allowing her daddy's hardness deeper inside of her, Rochelle was nearing her first orgasm when Brandi reached down and after slathering it with some lube, picked up the butt plug.
Waiting until Rochelle raised up she quickly pushed the plug up and inside her daughter's anal cavity without warning as she flicked the speed on medium.
Rochelle let out a loud gasp as the plug pushed inside her butt. Her gasp was one of both surprise and pleasure as the plug's vibrations swept over her.
"Come for us baby," her mother whispered stroking her hair as Everett gripped his daughter's hands tighter and thrusted his hips upward driving his cock deeper inside her.
The butt plug was the final piece as her daddy thrusted upwards hard once more pushing Rochelle over the edge. Her body began to shake as her head lolled back just as she collapsed in a heap next to her daddy.
Still trembling, she wrapped her arms around him as she snuggled up next to him.
The evening was not quite done though as now Rochelle had a ringside seat as her daddy attack her mother.
Desperate for release, Everett aggressively pushed his wife down onto her hands and knees before violently shoving his cock inside of her. Punching his cock deep inside his wife, over and over again, Everett fucked her with a wild, animal like, intensity.
Rochelle, not wanting to be left out, moved over bringing her face down next to her mom's. Stroking her mother's hair, she whispered, "Daddy is fucking you so hard huh."
"Oh God . . . baby . . . he . . . is," Brandi managed to answer between pants.
Reaching down, Rochelle cupped her mother's dangling breasts fondling them softly as she looked at her daddy. Something came over . . . something dark and wicked as she begin to speak. "That's it daddy . . . fuck the bitch harder . . . make the whore come."
It was all too much for Everett. His daughter's nasty talk sent him over the edge as he plowed into his wife-- fucking her harder and faster than he had ever dreamed of before. He came in a shuddering climax that had him crumpling down onto the bed and into his not so sweet daughter's arms.



Holding him tight, Rochelle stroked his hair. "Was it good Daddy? Fucking mommy that hard and fast."
"Well was it little boy?" Brandi chimed in as she stretched out next to them.
"It was fantastic," Everett whispered back.
The night ended on a fitting note as the three of them, Rochelle stuck between them, snuggled under the covers. Just before Brandi was about to slip off to sleep, out of the quiet darkness, came Rochelle's sweet voice, "Mommy, do you think Daddy can fuck me like that one day?"
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While the cat's away the mice will play; or so goes the old saying. Sometimes the way the mice play might not be so nice, and, in fact, might even be considered downright naughty.
The mother, aka the cat, left early on a Friday morning, leaving her eighteen year old daughter, and her husband, aka the mice, to their own devices. She was visiting a sick relative out of state and would not be back until late Sunday evening.
As soon as she got home from school the daughter rushed into the house anxious to see her daddy. It was her eighteenth birthday and she was in a bubbly mood with the cat away. After an exchange of greetings, he invited her out to a lavish birthday dinner to celebrate.
She had a better idea. "Let's go to the bowling alley and have some pizza. You know I love the pizza there and I am feeling casual tonight anyways."
He accepted her offer, and after a fun night of pizza and bowling they returned home. Her carefree mood was still in high gear helped by the clandestine sips she took from each of the three beers he enjoyed while they bowled.
After they settled down on the sofa in the downstairs living room the father asked her, "So it's only nine. What does my little princess want to do for the rest of her birthday?"
Striking a haughty tone, she frowned at him, "I think the princess would care for some of your finest champagne to celebrate her birthday. Could you be so kind and fetch it for her?"
"Princess or not, I don't think your mother, the ice queen, would approve of you drinking, hon."
"Well, she is not here so let's take advantage." She jumped to her feet, heading over to the bar in the corner of the family room announcing, "The princess will get it herself."
After grabbing a nearly full bottle of champagne from the fridge, she pulled out a six ounce crystal champagne flute and filled it to the brim. Hurrying back to the sofa with both the bottle and the full glass of champagne, she whispered to him, "When the cat's away, the mice will play."
"OK but you, little mouse, since you are little, only get a little. Understand?"
"Sure, but Daddy, since you are the big mouse you need to take big drinks."
"I'm the big mouse huh and what?" he said amused, "you want to get this big mouse drunk?"
"Maybe," she responded with a bright smile that suggested her answer was much more on the affirmative side than a mere maybe.
"Now why would you want to get your daddy drunk?" He could tell by the clever smile on her pretty face she was up to something.
"Tell you later, but first take a big drink. It's my birthday and we should be celebrating."
Shaking his head he took a large swallow of the champagne, leaving just under a half a glass, before she snatched it out of his hand. "My turn to celebrate."
"Only a little sip, princess. You don't want to celebrate too much."
"Of course," she replied. Despite his admonishment to only have a little, she finished off the balance of the champagne in two neat gulps.
"Hey, I said only a little!"
"Fine, I will only take a little out of the next glass," she replied happily as she reached over and grabbed the bottle of champagne off the coffee table. He looked on more amused than angry by her disobedience as she refilled the flute.
"So tell me, why don't you call me princess anymore? I used to love it when you called me that."
"Well, I sort of figured after you got older, like when you became a teenager, you wouldn't want me calling you that anymore."
"Oh Daddy, really! I am not one of those snotty teenage brats that is offended if my daddy still calls me cute little nicknames."
She paused, reaching for the glass of champagne sitting on the coffee table in front of the sofa while wondering if he would stop her.
He didn't stop her, but instead issued a stern warning which she promptly ignored.
"Honey, you need to slow down."
"Just one more, but a big one this time and then for the rest of the night I will only take the smallest of sips. I promise." This would be the first of many lies the princess would tell throughout the night.
"I don't know," he answered doubtfully.
"Please, Daddy. I need to be a little tipsy for our upcoming game and you need to be a lot tipsy."
"What game?" he asked now more than a little intrigued by her behavior.
She picked up the glass, while giving him her warmest smile, and after he nodded his approval, took a generous swallow before setting it back down.
"Now, tell me about this game you wanna play that we both need to be tipsy for."
"Well, you calling me princess brought back memories, nice memories of this game we used to play when I was little . . . chase and tickle. Remember that Daddy? We always played it, especially on my birthdays."
"I do. As I recall whenever we played chase and tickle I was the big bad monster, and you where the hapless young princess."
She nodded her head eagerly before speaking, "Yes. You calling me princess brought back the memory of us playing that game. That used to be so much fun. Maybe we could play again for old time's sake."
"Yeah, but you were a little girl then. I mean do you really wanna play a silly game of chase and tickle now that you are older? Besides I doubt your mother would approve. As I recall she was the one who put a stop to us playing as it was."
"She doesn't need to know, and yes I wanna play. It will be funner now that the princess is older and stronger, and maybe not such easy prey for a tired old monster that might also be a little drunk."
She pushed the glass of champagne toward him with a clever smile before whispering, "When the cat's away, the mice will play."
He stared at his daughter trying to judge if she was serious. Apparently she was quite serious based on the way she continued to harp at him to play the game. "Come on! I am serious. I wanna play. It's my birthday and I wanna do something fun and different. Plus . . ."
"Yes, yes I know, when the cat is away, we mice should play." He picked up the glass full of champagne and nearly drained it.
"Does that mean we are going to play?"
"Of course, princess. Could I ever deny you anything?"
She clapped her hands and jumped across the sofa throwing her arms around him. "Thank you Daddy. I promise this will be fun."
While finishing the last of the champagne he took a good long look at his daughter knowing if he wasn't careful things could . . . ahh . . . get a little naughty considering how adorably cute she was.
He carefully sat the glass back down on the coffee table while enjoying the familiar feeling of having his world twisted in knots by his daughter's charming demeanor and smile. It was that same smile and demeanor which as a young girl forever ruled his world—and apparently, even as she became a young adult, continued to do so.
While she may have turned eighteen today, she appeared much younger due to her innate innocence. It was that innocence, combined with a generous sampling of both beauty and sweetness, that made his daughter so irresistible to him while making their impending game of chase and tickle they were about to embark on maybe a little dangerous.
Taking a good look at her, the father thought to himself proudly, "she could be a walking billboard for the old saying, good things come in small packages." She was all of five foot two and weighed a trim one hundred and fourteen pounds. In fact, she was ripped physically from starring on both the senior volleyball and swim teams at the local high school.
Being the product of a mixed heritage, the mother cat being half Spanish and half African American, while the father being Caucasian, gave the daughter a blend of stunning beauty from three different races.
The father adored his daughter's light brown complexion and her curly, kinky hair that fell past her shoulders in a rush of blended colors. While the roots of her pretty hair were dark, she added a bit of light blond to the ends to give her hair a stylish alluring look.
Although he would never speak such a thing, out loud anyways, the father was also very much enthralled by his daughter lithe athletic body. Basically, he thought she was nothing short of perfect in every way possible.
"So, are we really going to do this?" he asked half hoping she was only kidding, while at the same time praying she was not.
"Don't you want to Daddy?"
"Play chase and tickle with the beautiful princess. Of course I do, but I am just wondering, don't you think you are a little too old for such silly games."
"Never too old to have fun. Beside I am eighteen today, not eighty. Maybe you are too old to chase me . . . let alone catch me."
"I doubt that."
"Well, I guess we will find out, but you have promise me something. You need to act like a real monster, Daddy."
"Sure, why not," he replied remembering how he used to growl and grunt at her when they played those many long years ago.
"Daddy, I am serious," she whined. "I want you to growl like you used to, make those snarling noises, and maybe some grunting would be nice too. You have to take this serious . . . you promised."
"OK, OK, I will."
"And don't hold back either. Really attack me. I am bigger now and can take it . . . beside I am going to fight back . . . hard . . . so you had better come prepared."
"Sure, I promise to act like the big scary monster and attack you aggressively, but just remember you asked for it."
"Another thing, I want to create the perfect scary atmosphere so can we like make a rule . . . no lights? I wanna play in the dark."
"Really? I thought the princess was afraid of the dark?"
"I am, a bit, and that is why I want to do it. Being scared will only increase my excitement . . . hmm and maybe make it easier for the poor scared princess to hide from the big scary tickle monster."
She smiled, waiting for him to argue, and when he didn't her smile got wider.
He went upstairs to turn off the lights throughout the house while she sat on the sofa impatiently waiting for him.
Just as entered the kitchen, ready to turn off the last of the lights on upstairs, a sudden thought occurred to him. Going over to the drawer where the mother cat keep the candles in case of a power outage, he grabbed up a handful of small pillar candles and a box of matches. After stuffing the candles into the front pockets of his jeans, and the small box of matches into his back pocket, he hurried back downstairs.
When he came back downstairs she was pacing back and forth across the family room. Stopping next to the last remaining light on in the house, the large floor lamp next to the sofa, she said, "Now you have to sit down so I can have at least a little bit of a head start."
"Of course," he replied as he plopped down on the sofa leering at his beautiful young daughter with bad intent deep in his heart. If she wanted a monster—well, he was prepared to give her one.
Reaching out the princess clicked off the last remaining light on in the house. "Now catch me if you can you ugly old monster," she whispered in the darkness. Seeing his dark shape beginning to rise up from the sofa she decided to go on the offensive right away. Hoping to catch him by surprise, she suddenly rushed forward with a wail and gave him a hard two handed shove.
The monster, taken off guard by her unexpected shove, plopped back down on the sofa with a small grunt.
So that is how it's going to be huh, he thought to himself.
Laughing, she dashed off into the darkness. Instead of getting up and giving chase, the monster did something she probably was not expecting.
He sat there in the quiet darkness waiting for his eyes to adjust. He imagined she expected him to go stumbling around in the dark like some drunken fool after her.
Uh-uh. The monster had a different idea. Although a bit intoxicated, he would not act the part of the drunken fool. No, instead he would be sly and crafty, just like the monster he was.
He sat there all quiet like listening for any clues to her whereabouts. Being somewhat inebriated made it easier for him to put aside any feelings of self-consciousness and play the role of monster-- just like she wanted.
After sitting quietly for almost a full two minutes, the monster was fairly certain the princess was still downstairs; if she had tried to sneak up the stairs he would either seen her dark shadow pass the sofa, or heard the old stairs creaking as she went up them.
Silently, he rose to his feet. Peering into the darkness he searched for any sign of her. Seeing nary a sign, and with it being deathly silent in the living room, he determined she must have found a quiet little hiding place.
Then it came to him; an idea of just where she might be hiding. Slowly, he tip toed across the room toward the small bar across the family room remembering how when she was little and they played hide and seek, she used to like fitting herself under the bar.
Reaching the bar, he tapped on the bar's wooden counter top with his fingers before growling in his best guttural monster voice, "Come out, come out little princess and let the monster have his way with you."
The princess, delighted at his attempt to sound like a monster, snickered. The quiet sound was enough to affirm what he previously had only suspected. Circling the bar, he peered down into the darkness.
There appeared to his searching eyes the outline of a crouching shape. She was no longer so small as to fit herself all the way under the bar which left her dangerously exposed.
Backing off to the other side of the bar, he pulled two of the candles out of his pocket. While there was an agreement between them not to turn on any lights, there was no promises made about lighting a candle or two. After spacing the two candles out along the bar, he pulled the matches from his back pocket.
The candles flickered to life casting an eerily glow throughout the room. Lighting one more of the long wooden matches he crept around the bar.
She looked up at him. "Hey! That is cheating . . . no fair!" she cried as the light from the match fully uncovered her hiding spot.
"Monsters don't play fair," he replied as he reached down attempting to grab her. She rose up, trying to avoid his grasp, but it was too tight under the bar. He easily blocked her path, and remembering both her earlier hard shove, and her instructions for him to be aggressive, he did not hold back in yanking her out from under the bar.
With an iron grip around her waist, the monster half dragged, half-carried the giggling princess across the family room and back to the sofa. He twisted her around, before tossing her down onto the sofa.
She landed with a grunt sprawled out on the sofa on her stomach. Falling down upon his prey, the monster tickled her exposed mid-section with reckless abandon. It was easy as the cropped sweatshirt the princess was wearing rode up revealing her well-toned abs as she sprawled on the sofa trying to fend off the monster's attack.
Finally, the monster, thinking he might be playing too aggressive, his hands had come dangerously close to the princess' small tits several times, let up on his attack.
Rising up, he stared down at her as she rested on her back. She was breathing heavy; her light brown kinky hair was disheveled with a couple wild strands falling down into her face. In the soft glow of the candlelight the princess looked utterly beautiful.
"Please, show me mercy, Mr. Monster. No more tickling."
"But I am a tickle monster and that is what tickle monsters do . . . tickle." He reached down and started tickling her again as she wailed in girlish delight.
"No more, no more, I am begging. You win, you wicked monster," the princess cried out as she was finally was able to grab his hands when he let his attack wane.
Holding his hands tight, she whispered, "Please stop and I will give you something . . . something nice."
"Like what?" the monster growled.
"Kisses . . . like this . . . soft and sweet."
She brought his hands to her mouth and kissed each of them softly in turn.
"Hmm, kisses are nice. The monster doesn't get many kisses, especially from beautiful young princesses."
"Oh really, you think I am beautiful," she whispered sitting up while still gripping his hands tightly.
"So beautiful you make this poor monster's heart ache."
"Hmm, how sweet. I think you maybe deserve more kisses for saying such kind things but this time someplace better than your paws."
She let go of his hands, and reaching up to his face, used one finger to stroke his cheek. "Like here, maybe."
"That would be nice."
She leaned forward and kissed him tenderly on one cheek before using her finger to lightly scratch his face on the other side. "And here," she whispered.
Again, she applied a tender kiss to his other cheek as the monster let out a gentle sigh.
"Is my sweet kisses taming your wild heart Mr. Monster?"
"Yes they are my adorable princess. Can I have more?"
"Of course, but first you must close your eyes and you can have one here." She tickled his lips with her fingertips suspecting the monster could not, would not, resist such a tempting offer. He couldn't.
Closing his eyes, he waited, and for his efforts he got yet another hard shove knocking him backwards as the princess screamed, "Stupid monster I shall never kiss your ugly lips."
The princess turned tail and scampering to her left, just avoiding his initial charge as bolted off the sofa. She headed for the stairs with the monster giving chase before he abruptly stopped.
Not wanting to be stumbling around upstairs in the dark, he backtracked to the bar and grabbed one of the candles. Going slowly up the stairs, he strained his ears trying to listen if she went upstairs to the third level of the house where the bedrooms were located.
Nothing but silence filled the air as he paused at the top of the stairs. To his right was the living room and to his left the dining room, dominated by a large rectangular dinner table. The kitchen was adjacent to the dining room separated by a long marble counter.
He held the candle up peering into the living room. Deciding he would save searching the living room for later, he turned left into the dining room. Moving toward the kitchen, out of the corner of his eye he thought he spied a dim figure crouched down at the far end of the table.
Treading slowly, he carefully set the candle down on the middle of the marble counter that separated the dining room from the kitchen. He turned and smiled as he heard a scrapping noise in the dining room. She must be there after all!
The princess, trying to make herself smaller, brushed up against the chair she was crouched down behind. The wooden chair made a loud enough noise in the silence of the house to attract the monster's attention as it scrapped against the tile floor.
The monster rapidly advanced on her. She tried to dash by him and into the living room as a precursor to going upstairs, but taking two quick steps to his right, he reached out and just did snag a handful of her sweatshirt. Yanking hard, the monster pulled his victim into his grasp.
He wasted no time in attacking her bare mid-section once again with a pair of clawing, grasping hands as she doubled over giggling.
"Gotcha," he yelled over her wails of laughter.
The princess flailed her arms about in abject panic and just happened to land a lucky blow across his face. He was leaning in to whisper a taunt in her ear when her open palm gave him a stinging slap across one cheek.
He pulled back the hard slap catching him off guard. She used the momentarily reprieve to scoot around to the other side of the table so it was between them.
The monster moved around the table so he was between her and the living room, cutting off any hope of the princess escaping to the upstairs. Turning frantically, she clawed open the large glass sliding door next to the table that lead outdoors to the patio and then the backyard.



Taunting him after getting the door open, the princess yelled, "Stupid monster. You will have to chase me around the yard now, but you will never catch me."
The monster, scrambling after her, yelled in frustration as the princess escaped into the cold autumn night.
The backyard was perfect for chase and tickle being surrounded on all sides by a high wooden fence affording them privacy. Plus as a fitting bonus, considering what they were doing, there was a full hunter's moon out bathing the backyard in soft moonlight.
The monster, seeing the full moon, stopped and let out a low howl causing the princess to break out in giggles as she stopped halfway out in the yard to see what he would do.
After his "baying" at the moon" act was over, he gave chase. The princess took off with a high pitched squeal as the monster lumbered after her. He chased her in circles, being careful not to go too fast as it had rained, off and on, throughout the day, leaving the grass wet and slick.
While the monster was being careful of slipping and falling on the wet grass, the reckless young princess raced about in her sneakers wholly unconcerned. Indeed, her only concern seemed to be in teasing the poor monster. Turning around, she shouted happily at her nemesis. "Ha, ha ugly monster you can't catch the little princess."
Sadly, her teasing would have dire consequences. She had slowed up just enough while teasing him to where with a quick burst of speed he reached out and was just able to nab the back of her sweatshirt. The princess tried to twist away by making a sharp cut to her right, but her feet gave way and down she went.
She just starting to get up, when he dove headlong into her sending them both sprawling on the wet grass. The princess quickly recovered and tried to crawl away but he reached out and grabbed her ankle in a vise like grip, nearly ripping off her sneaker in the process.
"Ha, got you," he roared as he roughly pulled her into his grasp. She was kicking and screaming as the monster fell on top of her. In the ensuing melee, the princess' cropped sweater floated up enough to expose the pretty white bra she was wearing. Deep inside, catching a quick glimpse of his daughter's simple white bra turned the father on much more than he was willing to admit.
Taking full advantage of the situation, the brute tickled the poor princess with such ferocity that she soon was begging for mercy. "No more, no more," she wailed as she tried to push his hands away. "Please, I'm wet and cold. Let's just go inside. I will make it worth your while. I promise."
Pausing in his attack, he asked, "And just what is the princess offering the monster?"
Pushing a strand of loose hair out of her face, she tried to make her voice as sweet as possible.
"Take me inside, and I will let you do . . . anything . . . you want to me."
"Anything?" he asked getting to his feet trying to keep his thoughts on a somewhat innocent level. Reaching down, he extended his hand offering to help her up.
"Yes, anything, I promise." she whispered taking his offered hand and climbing to her feet.
Hand in hand, they went into the house, and then downstairs to the family room again. Their little game was about to have a new and quite serious twist added to it.
"I don't know about you, but all that running around and excitement has made me thirsty. Would you care to join the princess in sharing some of her royal champagne?"
Not waiting for an answer she picked up the bottle of champagne from the coffee table and poured them a fresh glass.
Seeing the look of concern on his face, she said, "Don't worry, Mr. Monster, the princess won't drink too much. Just a little swallow or two to quiet her thirst. She has to maintain her wits with monsters about always trying to attack her you know."
"Of course, she does," he replied as he watched her take a couple three sips from the glass.
Extending the still nearly full glass of champagne to him she said, "On the other hand, the monster should drink up to make him even more aggressive."
"Is that what the princess truly wants . . . an aggressive monster?"
"Very much so," she replied quietly. "Here sit down . . ." She took his hand and gently pulled him down to the sofa, before settling down next to him. "Relax and drink your champagne."
Pushing the flute in his hand, the princess smiled sweetly at the monster, causing alarm bells to go off in his head. She was being way too sweet, leading the clever monster to believe she was up to something.
"Me thinks the pretty princess is being too nice . . . trying to get the monster to relax, let his guard down so maybe she can run off again. Maybe she will go outside again and try to escape and this time instead of running around she might flee through the gate and run off into the woods where I might never find her."
"Hmm, you are probably wise to be suspicious, but what if there was a way I could make you believe I would not try and run outside again . . . especially run off through the gate and into the woods. Would you trust me a bit more?"
"I would, but I am afraid giving me your word won't be good enough."
She slowly stood up. "I think you know your princess pretty well as you have been stalking me for a long time . . . right Mr. Monster?"
"Tis true, I have been stalking the regal princess for quite some time and yes, I probably do know her well."
"Well, then you know how the princess hates the cold?"
"Yes, I have come to that conclusion. The princess hates the cold," he replied wondering where she was going with this.
"Knowing that . . . do you think the young princess would dare run outside in the damp cold . . . and then through the gate and into the dark wood . . . if all she was wearing was her royal underwear."
The monster shook his head no as he watched, stared was more like it, in amazement while the princess slowly started to pull her shirt up and over her head. Dropping the sweatshirt casually on the floor, next she slowly, after giving him a sly grin, begin to undo her jeans.
The jeans joined her sweatshirt on the floor as she stood there beaming at him. Her matching bra and panties were an innocent looking white, with lace piping, and looked absolutely delicious on her.
The monster's wide staring eyes fell inadvertently to her chest. He could only imagine how delicious her small tits would look if he was to reach out and rip that bra right off of her.
His eyes, slipping downward, admired the young princess' body. She had a pair of classic swimmer's thighs, well-muscled while still managing to look deliciously soft and supple at the same time. Then she turned around and it was "LIKE WOW!"
Without pants on, he was able to fully appraise what a nice firm round bottom his daughter possessed, doubtlessly procured from endless hours of jumping around on the volleyball court.
Clearly, playing a monster was getting to him in a most deliciously evil way as he found himself simply unable to tear his eyes off his daughter's delicious young half naked body.
The princess, suppressing a smile—she felt his eyes crawling all over her body --reached out with one hand and tilted his head up so he was looking her in the face. "So do you trust me now not to go outside being the poor princess is half naked?"
"I trust you would dare not venture outside . . . such as you are princess," he replied before bringing the champagne glass to his lips and taking a small swallow.
He started to take another larger sip before abruptly sitting it down. "I better not have anymore."
"Why not?"
"Well, just because you can't go outside now, doesn't mean you still can't run from me inside the house. If I have too much to drink I won't be able to catch you."
"Another good point you make. I guess you are a clever monster after all. Let me see . . . oh wait, I have an idea where you can drink more and still have a good chance of catching me."
"Really? How?"
"I just have to run upstairs and get something from my royal bed chamber." She started to get up before he reached out and snagged her hand.
"I don't trust you to go upstairs alone. You might not come back. You might stay up there and find a good place to hide."
"Good point. I guess you better come with me but first I better grab a candle so we have a little bit of light."
After grabbing one of the candles off the bar counter top, she took his hand and led him over to the stairs. As they ascended both sets of stairs with her in the lead, he found it impossible to keep his eyes off her well-toned ass.
Upon entering her royal bed chamber, she took him over to the closet. Handing him the candle she said, "Here, hold the light down a little lower so I can see.
Bending over, she appeared to be searching for something among a dozen or so shoe boxes arranged along one wall of her sloppy closet.
Just like when they were coming up the stairs, he found himself staring at her ass as she stayed bent over searching for whatever she was looking for. He felt zero guilt for gazing so longingly at the princess' butt as it was actually quite evident by the seductive way she was wiggling that well-toned ass of hers back and forth she was showing off on purpose.
"Ah-ha, found them."
She straightened up holding a shoe box aloft. "Here let's go over to the bed so I can put these on, but we have to violate the rules for a quick minute. Can you be a good monster and turn the light on so I can see better to put them on."
After clicking on the lamp on the nightstand next to her bed, the monster looked on patiently as the princess pulled out a pair of high heels.
"So what do you think . . . does the monster think the princess' new shoes look good on her," she said after getting them on. The shoes, silver with four inch heels and adorned with metallic studs, looked very nice on her in a very naughty way as she strode around the bedroom shaking her ass and generally teasing the poor monster.
"They look quite good on you princess, but I can't imagine the queen would approve of her sweet innocent young daughter wearing such sexy shoes."
"Don't worry, I keep them well hidden from the queen's prying eyes. Anyways, as you can imagine, I won't be able to run very fast with this shoes on."
Back downstairs, and settled on the sofa again, she refilled the flute. "Now you have to drink if only to make things fair, plus it's the princess' birthday and you should toast it with a hearty drink Mr. Monster."
"Oh, it's the princess' birthday, well, in that case . . ." He tipped the glass back and drained it in one fell swoop.
After he set the flute back down on the coffee table, she told him. "Remember my promise? How I would let you do anything you wanted to me."
"Yes," the monster replied trying to control the excitement in his voice. He could think of plenty of things he would like to do to her—none of them very decent.
"Well, it's time for me to make good on my promise." Leaning against him, she ran her fingers through his hair as she whispered, "So what does the monster want to do to his captive little princess?"
"I don't know," he mumbled.
"Yes you do." She pulled back staring at him pointedly. "You know exactly what you want to do to the defenseless half naked princess."
"What?" he lamely asked.
"You wanna tickle her all over, but maybe I have a better idea. I still owe you some nice kisses from when I tricked you earlier. I could give them to you now if you want. And just because you are such a good monster, I will give you some kisses in some other places . . . besides your cheek."
Now he was growing excited as he whispered, "Like where?"
"Lay your head back and close your eyes and I will show you."
Once again the naïve monster fell under the princess' magical spell and did as she requested.
Leaning his head back he let out a gentle sigh as he felt his shirt being slowly unbuttoned.
After undoing the third button, the princess sprinkled a pair of light kisses over the newly exposed skin on his chest. This maddening game continued with each subsequent button she undid.
The monster found himself being slowly pushed back onto the sofa as her light kisses worked themselves slowly downward across his chest and then on down to his belly.
With his shirt nearly unbuttoned all the way now, she quietly lapped at his tummy even going as far as to twirl her tongue around his navel causing the monster to squirm something awful.
Pausing, she reached over to the coffee table and refilled the flute with more champagne. "Let the princess serve her monster a little more champagne before she gives him some real kisses right . . ." Extending her index finger, she brushed it lightly across his lips while whispering, "Here, but you must take another drink first if you want my kisses to fall upon your lips."
Falling into her trap neatly, he opened his mouth as she tipped the glass forward pouring the champagne into his mouth. After he finished nearly half the glass, she pulled it back.
"Now I will give you a kiss or two before you finish your champagne. Keep your eyes closed you handsome monster."
Keeping his eyes tightly shut, lost in a world of forbidden dreams, the monster was expecting heaven in the form of some sweet kisses, but instead, she giggled and tossed the balance of the champagne in his face before jumping to her feet and racing—as best she could in her high heels—up the stairs.
The monster shook his head angrily not believing she actually possessed the audacity to do such a thing. The princess would pay for her imprudence the monster vowed as he strode across the family room.
Moving over to the bar as he buttoned up his shirt, he blew out the candles still flickering on the counter top wanting the downstairs of the house to be completely dark when he started his search for her.
Moving with great stealth, the monster stole quietly up the stairs. He suspected the princess would be hiding somewhere on the middle level of the house as he only heard her ascending one set of stairs-- quite noisily in her high heels.
Reaching the top of the stairs, he peered in the darkness to his left looking in the shadows of the dining area for any sign of her. Seeing nothing to indicate she might be hiding there, he turned his attention to the living room as he thought he heard a noise. It sounded like a small scrapping noise-- like the noise a heeled shoe might make against a tile floor. Accidentally
The whole mid-level of the house was tiled so with her heels on the princess could not move about at all quietly. Besides, he was somewhat convinced she wanted to be caught and maybe made that small noise he heard on purpose.
He was half right. While it was true that she did want to be caught, eventually, but not quite yet, she had not made the noise on purpose. The princess' high heeled shoe inadvertently made a small clunking noise when she lowered herself into a crouch in the far corner of the living room behind the large decorative artificial tree that sat adjacent to the sofa.
In the complete darkness of the living room--the curtains were pulled shut over the large picture window that looked out over the front yard—despite the small noise she had made, the princess was hopeful he would not spot her.
Trying to make herself even smaller, she shrank herself deeper into the corner behind the protective covering of the tree, but in doing jarred the tree causing its leaves to rustle ever so slightly.
The monster in the deathly stillness of the house just detected the rustling of the leaves. He smiled to himself as he peered into the far corner where the artificial tree was standing. The darkness there seemed darker-- like maybe someone was hiding in the corner.
Smiling to himself, holding completely still, he called out. "I hear a rustling in the forest. Hmm, and there is only one tree . . . so I wonder if the little princess might be hiding behind that tree?"
The princess, her heart beating wildly in anticipation of what must come next--yet another chase-- slowly got to her feet. Surely he would have no trouble catching her with her clunky high heels on, and this time, after dashing the champagne in his face, he would show no mercy in the tickling that would follow. She could hardly wait.
Still, she was determined to give the evil monster a run for his money. There were two ways out of the living room. To the left, back into the dining area, and to the right which led to the stairs and the upper level of the house. She gazed into the darkness, but could not make out where the monster waited as he had lowered himself into a low crouching position staying completely still—ready to pounce.
She made a decision. Her adrenaline was pumping making standing still and doing nothing next to impossible. Not bothering to try and disguise her actions she dashed, if you could call it dashing in her clumsy high heels, back toward the dining area, hoping he was maybe over by the stairs.
She was wrong as she ran straight into his arms as he waited by the entry way into the dining area. "Ahh, ha, caught the little princess."
He easily picked her up and spun her around once as she squealed in both delight and terror, before sitting her back down on the floor. She started to slowly back away into the living room.
Reaching out, the monster grabbed her around her mid-section and pulled her close. "I am going to tickle you so bad little princess for what you did," he hissed in her ear.
"Nooo!!" she cried before pushing back on him hard enough to just squirm out of his grasp.
Backing still deeper into the darkness of the living room, she swung her arms wildly after feeling his hands on her tummy slithering all over.
"No . . . please," she whined before managing to push his hands off of her.
"Oh the princess doesn't want my tickles," he said dropping his voice to a low growl as he advanced on her. "Maybe she wants something else like this . . ."
Extending his right hand, he gave her a pair of hard pinches on one of her upper arms.
"Hey, no fair, no pinching!" she complained.
She tried to rush back around him toward the dining area, but the agile monster moved quickly to block her path. He pushed her back into the living room using a combination of light tickling and hard pinches on her vulnerable and fully exposed tummy.
She squealed and headed toward the stairs. If she could make it to the upstairs bathroom in the middle of the hallway she could maybe save herself as the bathroom had a door with a lock on it.
He let her get a couple steps away, just enough to let her think of escaping, before he gave chase. He easily caught her at the foot of the stairs, before snatching her up in his powerful arms and spinning her around twice to disorientate her.
Showing no mercy after setting her back down on her feet, he assaulted her arms with pinches, before he started to scribble his fingers all over her tummy causing her to double over in laughter.
When he let up for just a moment, not wanting to push things too far just yet, she straightened up and gave him a hard shove, before fleeing up the stairs.
He let her get two steps ahead before, without really stopping to consider the consequence of what he was about to do, he reached up and gave her a hard slap on the ass. "Better go faster little princess."
She let out a yelp before pausing. She was wholly excited, while finding it somewhat unbelievable, that her daddy actually possessed the nerve to swat her on the ass. Then again he was drunk, thanks to her, and she had been teasing him pretty hard, so, yeah, maybe it was not so hard to believe after all.
"I said go faster." This time he accented his words with a hard pinch on her ass.
She yowled before hurrying up the stairs again. Warming to this new form of attack the monster continued to pinch and slap the princess' delicious ass all the way up the stairs, and then down the hallway, as she cried out in girlish delight.



The lamp left on earlier in her bedroom allowed just enough light to spill out into the hallway so she could make out the dark shape of the bathroom door. Dodging into the bathroom, she tried to slam the door shut but the monster jammed his body inside the doorway.
He pulled her out by the arm, before yanking the bathroom door shut. Pushing her back up against the door, he barked at her, "I don't think so. No locking yourself away in the bathroom, princess."
"OK, OK, you win. I can't escape and I'm tired of your stupid pinches. Just tell me what you want."
"Revenge!!" he grunted in his best beastly voice.
"I'm sure you do," she replied sweetly deciding to turn on the charm. "Where would you like to take this revenge out on the poor princess? In her royal bedchamber maybe. Come, I will led the way."
She boldly grabbed his hand, leading him down the hallway while gyrating her butt back and forth knowing he would be staring at it. He was and it angered him, along with the exciting him, of course. His anger came from the fact she was once again teasing him by the exaggerated way she showing off that cute little butt of hers. She needed to be taught a lesson—of this he was sure.
After entering her room, the monster gave free reign to his anger slamming the door shut with a resounding bang as to make the whole room shake. "W-what are you going to do to me?" Her voice quivered with excitement sensing their innocent little game was about to turn a little naughty.
"Stay here," the monster snapped as he moved past her circling around to the far side of the bed and to the lamp burning brightly on her nightstand. Reaching under the lamp, he pulled the cord casting the bedroom into darkness.
As soon as the room went dark, the princess, with a loud snicker turned and fled out of the room as she hurled an insult at him over her shoulder, "Stupid monster, you let me escape again."
Grunting his disapproval the monster turned and hurried after the princess with a grim determination.
Out in the pitch black hallway, she stumbled against the wall, barely getting five feet out of her room. She heard the monster huffing and puffing as he came storming up behind her. Bouncing off the wall, she tried to propel herself toward the bathroom, but with no light coming from her bedroom anymore to guide her, she was finding it next to impossible to locate the door.
In a panic, she flailed her hands along the wall in a desperate attempt to find the doorknob. Her hand brushed against it finally, but it was too late--the angry monster was on her. Grabbing her around the waist, he picked her up and swung her around, before dropping her on her feet in the middle of the hallway away from the door.
"Go . . ." he shouted angrily. "Back to your bedroom, princess and no more games!"
When she didn't move right away, he gave her a nice little swat on the ass to get her in gear.
With a yelp-- his swat felt serious and strangely good-- she started heading back to her bedroom.
"Faster," he snapped as he reached down and gave her ass a nice little pinch. She let out a yap and hurried as best as she could toward her room.
Once inside, he banged the door shut . . . louder even than last time. In an ominous sign, the sound reverberated throughout the silent house. She slowly backed away wondering just how aggressive and naughty the coming attack would be. She hoped for very on both accounts.
She was not to be disappointed. He let her back away a few steps so she would be closer to the bed and then charged. Tackling her around the waist, he flung her back onto the bed.
Not holding back at all, as he remembered the cold champagne she flung in his face, he assailed her entire body with both of his hands alternating between a wicked series of soft tickles and hard pinches.
She rolled around on her queen sized bed trying, but not very hard, to fend off the monster's attack. On more than one occasion during the melee, very much unintentionally, of course, his hands brushed up against her bra. It was to be expected after all in the complete darkness of the room—such "accidents".
Feeling her small boobies through the soft lace of her pretty bra excited the monster greatly to the point where he started to get hard down there. When the princess nearly escaped by rolling off the bed, the monster flung himself on top of her, pinning her to the bed with his body down pressed tightly down against hers.
Feeling his hardness excited the young virgin princess more than she could have ever imagined, especially since she was quite curious about sex. With his stiff penis throbbing against her backside, she squirmed on the bed while thrusting her buttocks up. The monster, despite his basest desire to rip the princess' panties off and fuck the shit out of her, somehow managed to retain some semblance of control.
Rolling off of her, he rose up to his knees and begin to tickle her tummy once more as she was spread out on the bed face down. Flipping herself over, she knew it was time, once again, to beg for mercy.
Dropping her voice to a desperate whisper she pleaded with him, "Please, no more. I beg of thee. Show the pretty princess mercy kind monster."
Her anguished cry for mercy, so pitiful as to even touch a monster's heart, did the trick. He pulled his hands back while keeping them ready at his side-- just in case, it was another of her tricks.
Trying his best to sound elegant he responded, "And what does the princess offer in exchange for mercy." She was just opening her mouth to respond, planning on once again to offer him kisses, when he added curtly, "If your offer includes kisses, you can forget it. I have been fooled too often by such offers of sweetness."
Lowering her voice, making it drip with sugared sweetness, she told him, "I am truly ashamed of that my lord monster. So I offer something else. The chase has left you . . . ahh tense . . . all over. Let your pretty princess relieve that tension."
"H-how would the princess relieve such tension," he asked in a voice that trembled slightly.
She reached up in the darkness searching for his face. Finding it, she stroked his cheek softly, "Why with a very gentle and tender massage my lord monster." She carefully rose up to her knees preparing to flee once more if he said no.
Feeling the bed shift, the monster readied himself in case she tried to flee once more. He shifted his body into a sitting position as he swung his feet out resting them on the bare wooden floor.
"I am not sure. I mean the offer is tempting . . . but still I doubt your sincerity."
"Then we must light candles and fill my bedchamber with light so you can see just how sincere I am. You have candles with you still? The sole one on my nightstand will not do"
"I do."
He hurriedly pulled the remaining candles out of his pockets. Placing an additional pair of candles on each of the matching nightstands positioned on either side of her bed, he lit them one by one.
After the last of the candles flickered to life he twisted around to glance at her. The monster felt his heart hitch and looked away. Sitting up on her knees, in the soft glow of the candles, the princess looked simply beautiful—too beautiful for words . . . too beautiful to look at even or he would be lost.
Her dark kinky hair, with its blend of light blonde highlights, was disheveled and fell in her face. Somehow, as she casually pushed a few strands of that wild hair away from her face, the sloppiness of her hair only added to her overall beauty.
"Look at me," she commanded with a quiet authority that came with being a royal princess.
He looked, and just as he feared, was lost.
"I promise your massage will be so nice and sweet you will be begging for more." She then smiled, and thrusting her small boobies out at him, took one finger and slowly crossed her heart as she whispered, "Cross my heart and hope to die."
His eyes followed her finger as it leisurely crossed her chest. Her petite boobs looked so inviting—showcased as they were by that innocent white lace bra of hers— it forced the hungry monster to exert every ounce of his willpower not to tear it off her body and attack the juicy desserts underneath.
Positioning herself behind him on the bed, she asked, "Would the monster mind taking off his shirt? It will only be in the way of my massage."
He obeyed, removing his shirt and tossing it onto the floor.
"Better," she whispered as she began to knead his shoulders.
Pushing her body up against his from behind, she made it a point to rub her chest against his bare back. The monster, relaxing as her hands slipped up and down his arms, and then back to his shoulders, let out a small sigh. If he was a cat-- instead of a monster --he would have been purring loudly.
Leaning in, she whispered in his ear as her hands worked their tender magic on his shoulders, "Tell me, do you love the princess?"
"Yes," he whispered back, "with all my monstrous heart I do love thee."
"You speak of love my dearest monster . . . yet you attack . . . with such, tenderness, yet it's tainted with violence. I know not what to think?"
"Please, I beg of you, my beautiful princess, take pity on thy poor monster. It is your beauty that compels me, your grace that blinds me, and most assuredly, the splendor of your magnificent body that overwhelms my senses to the point where I attack . . . only because I am a monster and know no other way to make my presence known to you."
"Hmm, how sweet," she responded with a calculated indifference as if she heard such praise on a daily basis and was so used to it by now that is was nothing to her.
Pulling her hands away she raised her voice. "You know, I have heard that little boys throw rocks at young maidens because they like them and just do not know how to display their tenderness in any other way. Is this such the case with you my dearest monster?"
Moving around, she sat down on the bed next to him. Taking his hands in hers she continued, "Am I that fair maiden, and you that little boy, that knows only of throwing rocks to show his affection?"
"Yes, that is a very apt parallel, my princess. I attack, or throw rocks, if only because I know no other way."
"What if I was to teach you another way to show affection, besides attacking?"
"I would welcome such teachings."
"Then I shall show you. Indeed, I have already started to show you as . . ." She squeezed his hands, still resting in hers, tightly. "Did you not feel the presence of love in my tender massage?"
Bowing his head, he nodded yes.
"Do you not feel the love here . . . when I do this?" She slowly brought his hands to her lips kissing them softly.
Again, he nodded yes with a bowed head before looking up at her. "Please, more kisses for the monster is desperate to feel such love, princess."
"Then you shall, but first you must tell, once again, how you love me above all else, even above the beautiful queen, my mother, who I once heard you had a torrid affair with many long years ago."
"Tis it is true, we were once lovers, but now the queen shuns me and shows me no love . . . ahh but the daughter . . ." He raised his hands stroking the side of her face. "You my princess, have captured my heart like no one ever has. I am so deeply in love with you that mere words will not suffice to show what is in my heart."
"If words will not suffice to show your love, perhaps a kiss will . . ." She pointed to her lips. "Kiss me here and show me your love."
His heart pounding, he leaned in preparing to kiss the fair princess on her lips. He would have never ever dared dream their silly little game could have taken them this far, but yet here they were . . .
But just as their lips were about to touch she pulled back. "Princess, what is wrong? I thought you wanted me to kiss you."
"I do, but . . . alas, I am afraid." She wrung her hands nervously in her lap before speaking again. "Afraid you will attack again. I have trust issues."
"No, I swear on my heart of hearts, I shall not attack."
"Oh my dear monster, if only I could trust your words, but I fear I need more than words to calm my fretful heart."
"Name it! What do you need?"
"Wait here."
She jumped up, and hurrying across her room, she stopped in front of her dresser. Bending over, giving him a perfect view of her delicious behind, she opened the bottom drawer of her dresser.
She seemed to be taking an inordinate amount of time searching for something in her the drawer as he wondered, Is she doing this on purpose . . . bending over and showing her ass off like this?
Finally, she rose up holding a brightly colored scarf and a lighter tan one. As she crossed the room toward him, her high heels clicking seductively on the hardwood floor, his gaze became stuck on her chest as she approached. The sight of the young princess in her sexy white lace bra was such a picture of innocent beauty he simply could not resist gazing helplessly.
Stopping directly in front of him, she slowly fell to her knees triggering a wicked thought in his mind. She paused for a long moment staring, it seemed, directly at his crotch and his growing manhood. Her tongue slipped out, flickering seductively over her lips—before she began to speak softly.
"If you are to gain my trust you must allow me this small measure so that I feel secure . . . that is if you truly desire to have more of the princess' sweet attentions."
"Oh but I do," he told her softly. "Whatever measures you require I will comply with."
"Good, then please put your hands behind your back and then twist around a bit. I am going to secure them so I feel confident."
Against his better judgement, and despite having been tricked too many times already, he complied with her request. He felt he had no choice; things had reached a point in their game where the action was like a good book that one just could not put down so anxious they were to get to what happens next.
He felt one of the scarves being twisted around his wrists just as she began to speak to him. "Oh and Daddy . . ." He turned and looked at her in surprise. Was the game over? He wondered as she had suddenly fallen out of character.
"Promise me you won't quit our game no matter what. It's about to get really interesting and maybe a bit risqué . . . just the way we both want I think. Promise me, please, no quitting."
Her voice had such a pleading quality to it how could he say no? Again, against his better judgement he responded with a simple promise, "No quitting . . . you have my word, sweetie."
"And you have never broken a promise to me so, good, now we can continue." Smiling, she announced, "Game on."
After knotting the scarf around his wrists she whispered, "I must feel safe when I begin to show you more of my tenderness. Only with the monster's hands tightly bound will the princess have the needed assurance the monster won't attack again."
After the scarf was properly secured and knotted, he noted how it was not actually very tight. He wondered if this was by design as she crawled back up on the bed and once again begin kneading his shoulders. The serious teasing of the monster was about to begin.
Leaning forward she slinked her upper body against him like a cat in heat as she whispered in his ear. "I noticed earlier when you were tickling me how your hands kept floating up and touching the princess' royal boobies."
"It was nothing but an accident my princess. I mean the way we were rolling around on the bed. I--"
"Accident," she said interrupting his lame excuse. "So it was an accident that kept happening over and over again . . . and never once was on purpose."
"N-no, I swear my princess. Never on purpose."
Crawling off the bed she moved around so she was standing in front of him. She stared at him for a long moment, her expression grave, before she began to speak. Her voice was harsh and cutting. "You insult me you insolent monster."
"No, no never. The monster would never insult the beautiful princess".
"By your own words you claim to have not once touched my royal boobies purposefully . . ." She dropped her voice into a soft, sexy whisper as she took a step forward so she was mere inches from him. "So you think my tits are not worthy of your filthy touch. Is that what I am to think?"
"I never sa--"
She cut him off with a harsh slap to his face that was more unexpected than painful. "Silence, monster."
"Maybe the princess should just show her boobies to the monster so he can decide on his own if they are really worthy of his touch."
"Maybe she should," the monster answered defiantly. If she thought he would be cowed by her threat to show him her tits, well, she now knew quite different.
"Fine," she answered in a small voice that barely rose to a whisper.
Taking a step back she reached around and begin to undo her bra. After unhooking it, she slowly moved her hands up to the bra's twin straps on her shoulders. Carefully she began to ever so slowly slide the straps across her shoulders and then down her arms.
The monster exhaled sharply after the bra finally slipped off her gorgeous tits. They were small, pert, and oh so perfectly formed. Staring at them, he felt his cock jerk inside his jeans as she took a small step forward-- dropping her bra in his lap.
Taking another delicate step forward so she was now mere inches from him she whispered, "Do you like them? Are they pretty?"
"They are beautiful beyond compare princess."
"Really?" she whispered tilting her head sideways. "That is sweet. Your kind words touch my heart deeply. You know, you are the first to ever lay eyes upon the princess' virgin boobies."
"Really?" he responded wondering if she spoke the truth. Considering what an overprotective hen her mother was with their only child, it was not such a stretch to believe her.
"Tis it is true. The queen allows me never to be alone in the presence of another. She is quite protective of her daughter. Now tell me, answer truthfully are they pretty enough where the monster thinks he would like to play with them? Like this . . ."
Shutting her eyes, the princess let her head fall back as her hands came up and began fondling her boobies tenderly. Flickering her fingers slowly across each nipple they both snapped to attention becoming instantly erect as she let out a soft moan.
The monster let out a loud sigh. His cock was dangerously hard along with his thoughts being dangerously impure. If not for the scarf around his wrists . . .
Opening her eyes, she dropped her hands, staring at him with a pensive look on her face.
"I bet the monster is hungry. Would he like to suck on the young princess' tits? I bet he would." She took a step forward, thrusting her breasts out.
The monster took a deep breath as she reached out and using a single finger on his chin, she tilted his face upwards. Her boobs were right there—in his face—her fully erect nipples mere inches from his desperate, hungry mouth.
"Close your eyes and surrender to your princess . . . please my most faithful monster. But I beg of you . . . do not spoil things by being too aggressive. Instead, let me rub my bare boobies in your face, but you must keep your mouth shut. If you can resist, until I grant you permission, your most basic instincts to devour my boobies . . ." She paused as she traced his lips with one delicate finger. "I will surrender to you and your deepest desires."
In her high heels, and with him sitting on the bed, she was in perfect position to rub her tits in his face. Twisting her fingers in his hair, she held his face captive as she slowly massaged his face with her tits. It was pure hell having to resist those tender young nipples of hers as she deftly pushed them against his lips.
And then, just as he felt he could not take it anymore . . . she suddenly stopped. Looking down, her gaze wandered to the monster's crotch. Inside his jeans the bulge he was sporting was quite evident making it rather apparent her little teasing game had been quite fruitful.



She took a step back and started to speak. Her voice was deep and throaty with forbidden lust. "My poor monster, I know how badly you must have wanted to devour the princess's small boobies with that hungry mouth of yours. Tell me it's true . . . given half a chance you would ravish my body . . . especially my boobies?"
"Princess I would only do what you desire of me. What you allow of me to do. I--"
"Nonsense! Go on tell me. You would overpower me, ravish my poor virgin body and then . . . fuck the shit out of me . . . if you had your way."
He looked up, shocked at her using the F word and even more so at her rough, yet truthful, assessment of just what he was feeling.
"Tell me. I need to hear the truth . . . Please." She stroked the side of his face with one hand so lovingly, so delicately he said the one word that set everything in motion.
With his eyes glued to those lovely tits of hers, as she stood there, looking so innocent, so sweet and so sexy all at once, he was forced to utter the truth aloud. "Yes," he whispered.
She gave him a knowing look indicating this was both the answer she expected, but what happened next was wholly unexpected.
Quickly, she snatched her bra out of his lap while she nearly shouted, "You filthy monster! You would ravish a virgin just to fulfill your beastly needs and a royal virgin at that!"
She glared at him, her eyes burning, as she hurriedly put her bra back on. "I shall take my leave of you now. I will be hurrying off to the queen's chamber and when she hears of your indecent advances toward her only daughter you shall be hunted down like the dirty monster you are."
"Princess, you mistake my meaning, I thou--"
A stinging slap across his face cut off his words. Picking up the second scarf from the bed, she quickly wrapped it around his head affixing it so it covered his eyes before securing it with a tight knot at the back of his head.
"Don't befoul me with anymore of your filthy lies. I said my piece and there is nothing left to do or say. If I was you, I would say my prayers to whatever pagan god a filthy beast like you worships. When the palace guard comes rushing in to find you blind and helpless, captured by me, the innocent princess, I will probably get a reward and you will get thrown in the castle dungeon . . . or worse."
And with those final parting words she turned and departed, slamming the door behind her. Jumping to his feet, the monster hurried over to the bedroom door. Fortunately, the scarf she wrapped around his head to blind him was the light tan one allowing him to see through it just enough to make out the outline of the bedroom door.
Bending over, he placed his ear close to the door. He heard her high heels clicking down the hallway slowly and then stop. Turning around, he just managed to have enough wiggle room to grab the door knob and twist it. Pulling it open, he paused to listen. He heard the door to the master bedroom open, followed by the sound of her high heels clunking loudly across the bedroom's wooden floor.
Now that he knew where she went, he retreated back into her bedroom considering what to do next. But before he could make a decision, something rather apparent came to his mind. This was all nothing but a game of teasing to her and he-- the innocent dupe.
Well, the game was not over. Twisting his hands about violently, the monster began the process of getting himself free so he could have his revenge on that little teasing bitch of a princess.
Again, and again, he twisted his hands about feeling the scarf loosen with every twist and turn of his wrists. As he worked his way free something else was becoming quite obvious to him-- she wanted to ultimately be caught.
The loose way she bound his wrist together indicated as such. Besides, if she really wanted him to be helpless, she could have blown out the candles in the bedroom, along with using a darker scarf to wrap around his eyes leaving him utterly blind. If she had done both of those things, along with making the knot in the scarf she used to secure his wrists tighter, he would have been truly helpless making any subsequent actions on his part to escape all that much harder.
No, it was quite obvious-- she wanted him to not only escape, but to find her. Evidence of wanting to be found was also right there in that she made no attempt to be sneaky after leaving the bedroom. She must have known the sound of her high heels clunking down the hallway, and then into the master bedroom with its wooden floor, would carry in the silent house.
At any point, she could have easily slipped off her high heeled shoes and stole on down the hallway silently before choosing anywhere in the big house to hide.
Finally, the knot came loose enough for him to slip his hands free. After ripping off the scarf around his head, he hurried over to first one nightstand, and then the other, blowing out all the candles, except one which he picked up.
Tucking both scarfs into his pocket, he slipped out of the bedroom, and made his way silently down the hallway to the master bedroom before pausing just in front of the door. Leaning down, he placed his ear close to the door, listening for any sign of movement inside the bedroom. After forcing himself to wait as he counted slowly to thirty. When still there was no sound he quietly slipped into the bedroom.
The room was bathed in soft candle light. She had obviously found the mother cat's stash of candles as both nightstands on either side of the bed were covered with about a half dozen flickering tea light candles. Turning to the chest of drawers closest to the door, he sat his own candle down on it before he began his search for the wayward princess.
After a quick check inside the master bathroom, and finding it empty, he determined she must be hiding somewhere in the depths of their spacious walk in closet. After first veering over to pick up his candle, he tip toed over to the closet door pushing it open silently.
Holding the candle aloft, the monster squinted in the closet's murky interior for any sign of the princess. Spotting nothing to indicate where she was hiding, he moved deeper into the darkness of the closet.
The closet was divided into two halves—his half and her half. On her half, along the closet rod that ran the entire length of the closet was her dresses, mainly bunched toward the back. Along his side on the opposite closet rod, also running the length of the closet, was his dress shirts and a couple suit jackets.
Having an inkling of just where she might be hiding, the monster moved the candle lower to the floor as his beady eyes scanned the queen's side of the closet.
There! He moved the candle down a bit lower as he just caught sight of the princess' sexy high heeled shoes.
She was crouched near the back of the closet, her body mostly hidden behind her mom's dresses-- all except her shoes. They were sticking out just enough to be spotted.
Raising back up, not yet ready to spring into action, the monster considered just what he should do next. Surmising she wanted to be found, he took this into consideration as he formulated a plan.
It did not take him long to decide just exactly how to proceed. He was on edge, sexually frustrated and burning with an intense desire to teach the insolent little princess it was dangerous to tease big bad monsters.
First though, he would make the necessary preparations to enact his plan. After finding a clear spot on the shelving at the very back of the closet to place the candle, the monster turned to his side of the closet. Pushing aside his dress shirts he unwound the first scarf from his hand. Working quickly, he looped one end around the upper wooden closet rod and knotted it tightly before doing the same with the second scarf a few feet apart from the first.
Knowing it would be to his advantage to have the closet be pitch black, he proceeded to shut the closet door tight, and then, pulling several of his shirts off their hangers, he arranged them on the floor to cover the crack under the closet door.
His preparations were nearly complete except for one final thing. Moving slowly, he advanced toward the flickering candle on the upper shelf and blew it out.
Just as he hoped for the closet was cast into utter blackness. Taking a minute to acclimate himself to the dark interior of the closet, the monster thought he could hear the nervous princess panting as she cowered in what he hoped was abject fear in her corner behind the queen's dresses.
"Oh little princess, I know you are in here. Come to me in the darkness . . . show me how brave you are and take my hand and I might deem to have mercy. Otherwise, you can expect to be assaulted . . . without mercy . . . when I find you."
His offer was met with silence, much as he expected it would be. Moving slowly, silently, he closed to within just a few feet of where she was hiding. Again he sang out, "Give yourself up now, and I promise mercy, otherwise . . ."
He paused, wondering if he should really go ahead and finish what he planned on saying. Oh why not . . . after all it was only a game. Besides, he owed her after those two stinging slaps, combined with the way she had teased him unremorsefully. Yeah, she deserved whatever was coming to her.
"You teasing little bitch, I am going to have my way with you when I find you." He silently dropped to his knees. Slowly, the monster felt along the wooden floor with his powerful right hand, making sure to rap his knuckles loudly on the floor so she knew he was closing in.
In his mind, he could see her, crouched there, holding her knees, her breath coming in short pants, as she waited to be found. She must have surmised, and if she hadn't, she should have, when she was caught, the monster would be in no mood to treat her kindly.
His fingers brushed up against the bare skin of her ankle. He heard her let out a little gasp as she tried to yank her foot back, but it was too late. The monster reached out with both hands, and either by luck or by fate, managed to grab both the princess' ankles at about the same time.
Yanking hard, he roughly pulled her out from behind the dresses. On the wooden polished floor, her butt slid smoothly out from under the dresses. Caught once more in the monster's clutches, the young princess was panting with excitement.
In the pitch black closet, the next few minutes passed in a feverish blur for the poor princess as the monster attacked her without mercy. At first, as soon as he let go of her ankles, she tried scrambling to her feet, but before she could fully regain her balance, the monster reached up and yanked her back down to the floor.
Her butt hit the floor with a small thud as the monster threw his body on top of her. Wasting no time, he assaulted her mid-section with a pair of clawing hands that made any other previous tickling session seem like mere child's play.
She tried to curl up in a small ball, but it was useless. The monster was too strong and too angry to allow her to protect herself in such a manner.
She tried to swat his hands away, but that too was useless as again he was just too strong and too aggressive for her. There was nothing left to do but give in to the monster's intense tickling. Sprawled out on the closet floor, the princess gave in as she giggled uncontrollably.
"You find that funny," he hissed, "well see if you find this funny!" Sliding his hands up slowly, he deliberately began to knead her small boobies through her bra.
Once more, the princess tried to swat his hands away. Again, she had no luck; although, truthfully, she didn't try very hard. She was not exactly surprised at the way he was fondling her breasts considering the way she had teased him back in her bedroom.
The monster, after a few more tender squeezes on her deliciously firm tits let up on his attack curious to see what she would do. Not surprisingly, as soon as he pulled his hands back, she flipped herself over onto her stomach, and then tried to frantically crawl away.
He let out a cackling laugh when the princess, disorientated in the darkness, crawled the wrong way, toward the back of the closet, and banged her head on the back closet wall with a dull thud.
Reaching out her found her ankles. Grabbing them, he yanked her back toward him viciously. Falling on her body, he whispered in her ear, "If you won't give me kisses I will take them. Shall you surrender and give me my due, princess?"
"Never," she cried as she continued to struggle to free herself.
Being true to his word, the monster proceeded to assail her neck and throat with a passionate series of kisses as he used his hands to pin her down on her stomach.
Still struggling mightily to free herself from under the monster, the princess twisted and turned as the monster nibbled on her neck with his hungry mouth, but her frantic struggles only seemed to spur him to new heights of passion.
This soon became quite evident when the monster began humping her lower body as he snaked a hand through her hair and twisted her face around. Their lips found each other's in the darkness as he kissed her with an insane, reckless passion while he continued to grind his hardness against her firm behind, and then on down lower, to the back of her supple thighs.
Before he could lose total control, that is before he had an accident grinding away down there, the monster, using both hands, flipped her around.
"No please, you are hurting me!", she whined.
"Bullshit," he spat back, but still, just in case, he raised up, afraid maybe he really was taking things too far. Hovering over he paused, panting, as he tried to regain some semblance of control. Sensing this was her opportunity to try and talk her way out of things, the princess brought her hand up in the inky blackness searching for his face.
Turning her innate girlish charm on full blast, she stroked his face softly with one tender finger. "Please can you light the candle? The dark frightens me so. Do me that one small favor and I will let you do anything you want to me, and I won't struggle. I promise."
The monster took a brief second to consider her proposal and once again found himself unable to resist the sweet siren of her whispered promises. "I shall grant you this one small favor princess, but if you repay my kindness by trying to escape . . . woe is you."
He stood up, and felt his way toward where he remembered leaving the candle toward the back of the closet on the shelf. Stumbling back away from her, he found the shelf and was tapping his hands all along it searching for the candle as he pulled the small box of matches out of the pocket of his jeans.
The princess, suppressing a smile at how easily her kind words swayed the monster, quietly climbed to her feet while he was distracted at the back of the closet trying to find the candle.
Making her way ever so carefully toward the front of the closet she might have actually escaped if she had not stumbled a bit at the very last moment causing one of her high heeled shoes to scrap against the bare hard wooden floor. In the deathly stillness of the closet, the noise was jarringly loud.
Knowing her cover was blown, she frantically searched for the door knob in the dark, and finding it, she wretched the door open. Freedom beckoned!
The monster turned, and letting out an angry yowl, hurtled his body across the closet guided by the dim candle light flowing in from the bedroom after she cracked the door open.
She was just slipping out of the closet when he reached her. Snatching her trailing wrist with one strong hand, he forcefully yanked it causing her to lose her balance and stumble backwards into him.
Snaking an arm around her waist, he pulled her deeper into the closet as he slammed the door shut with his other hand. The enraged monster twirled the poor princess easily around shoving her roughly up against the closet door. Dropping his mouth to her ear, his body pressed tightly against her, he hissed, "You are never to be trusted . . . that I now plainly see."
The princess, in a panic now, tried to push him away, but only managed to turn herself around so she was facing the closet door. The monster's blood was up and he was not to be denied his prize any longer. Jamming his body against her, he blitzed her neck with dozens of hungry kisses as his hands moved around her back searching for her bra.
Finding it, he clawed at her bra, at first trying to unhook it, before deciding on a much rougher course of action. Using both hands to grip the bra strap on either side of the hooks, he gave it a hard vicious yank.
The hooks gave way as she let out a small yelp. Flinging the torn bra to the floor, he dropped his mouth to her heaving breasts after twisting her around.
"Please, no . . ." she begged as he ravenously devoured her small tits with his greedy mouth and tongue. Even as she fought against what he was doing, squirming and struggling as he pinned her wrists against the door with his hands, she found herself unwillingly thrusting her chest outwards offering her boobies up like a pair of sacrificial lambs.
He took full advantage sucking on each of them greedily in turn before, finally, his lust for the princess' boobies temporarily sated, he moved his mouth up to hers. He tried to kiss her, but she whipped her head away denying him. Again, he lowered his mouth to hers, but as soon as their lips touched she whispered, "No . . . never."
Denied a chance to kiss her tender lips, the monster slipped his mouth down. Showering her throat with a series of affectionate kisses, he slowly moved his lips in a circle searching for her weak spot. The princess, feeling her resolve to resist weakening, made one last desperate attempt to fend off the monster when he let go off her hands, in order to slip them around to her backside.
As the monster started to massage the princess' firm little ass, she raised her hands up and tried to push him away. Pulling his hands reluctantly off of her ass, he easily grabbed her hands, pinning them against the door once more.
His passionate kisses floated all over the side of her neck and throat still searching. Finally, he found it when she let out a gentle sigh when his kisses slipped up the side of her neck and just under her hairline. Flicking his tongue out, he nibbled a bit below her ear as he felt her go limp against the door.
If he needed any further evidence of striking pay dirt, the audible moan she let out, combined with the way she began to shiver while ceasing to struggle was a dead giveaway the monster had found her weak spot.
He beset upon her weakness with a plethora of inflamed kisses igniting a passionate storm of forbidden ecstasy deep inside of her. He released her hands, knowing she would be helpless as long as he continued his relentless attack. His hands, once again free to roam, slipped around to her backside.
Kneading her ass vigorously, he sensed the time for her total surrender was near. Even nearer then he surmised as the princess snaked her hands around the back of his head. Applying just enough gentle force, she pushed his mouth down into the soft valley of her tits.
"Suck on them again, please but nicely this time." Her voice was rough with passion as he opened his mouth ready once more to feast on those delicious twin mounds. Flicking his tongue out, the monster whipped it around her erect nipples, moving from one delicious breast to the other, as she squirmed against the door.
Unable to control himself, the started to hump his lower body against hers while he suckled noisily on the princess' tits.
"Oh my God, what are you doing to me?" she murmured as his incredible hardness pushed against her now wet pussy. Arching her back, she tried to get more of her small tits deeper in his ravenous mouth.



Pulling back, he took a moment to collect himself. "Are you ready for total submission princess?"
"I am," she whispered.
Taking her hand roughly, he pulled her away from the door. "Well, you must excuse me if I don't fully trust you," he growled as he yanked her deeper into the dark closet.
He slowly navigated through the inky blackness heading for the back of the closet. Holding his free hand out, he found the shelf where he remembered leaving the candle. He danced his fingers lightly along the shelf until he bumped up against it.
"I am going to let go of you for a brief second. Don't you dare try and run little princess."
"I won't," she meekly replied and, for once, meant it.
Dropping her hand, he fished the box of matches from his pocket. Turning back to after getting the candle lit, he was almost surprised to see her standing there, her head bowed, in such a docile manner.
"Good girl," he whispered as he shoved the box of matches back into his pocket.
"What are you going to do to me," she asked quietly.
"You shall find out in a moment little princess but, first, I have learned the hard way you are not to be trusted. I must secure you. Now give me your hand . . . quickly now."
He snapped his fingers as she held her hand out. He pulled her around so she was astride the twin scarves he had knotted earlier around the upper closet rod. Pulling her wrist upwards, he lopped the end of one of the scarves around it before securing it tightly.
The princess, her breath coming in shallow gasps, whispered as he secured her other wrist. "Please be gentle with me. I am an innocent virgin remember."
"Oh yes," he snickered as he checked both scarves making sure they were nice and secure. "An innocent virgin that teases like a decadent whore."
Turning, he blew out the lone candle and stomped out of the closet slamming the door shut behind him. "Please where are you going?" she whimpered. "Don't leave me alone in the dark."
Back outside in the bedroom, the monster took his time. Ignoring her increasingly desperate pleas-- her whimpering, even with the closet door shut-- could be clearly heard out in the bedroom, he entered the master bathroom.
He took a piss and then brushed his teeth—again taking his time. After splashing some cold water on his face, he stared at his image in the mirror. "Yeah, let her stew for a bit alone in the dark closet. Maybe she will think I abandoned her, and then when I finally return, she will be overjoyed and be ready to do my biding."
With this final thought clearly in mind, he went out and sat on the bed, but only after grabbing the raspberry flavored lube from the bathroom's medicine cabinet -- just in case. Silently he started to count to one hundred while listening to her quiet whimpers which, by now, were petering out.
It wasn't easy, considering the prize that awaited him inside the closet, but he managed to count to one hundred while barely moving a muscle.
One hundred. He stood up and walked to the closet door taking the lube with him—just in case. Opening it slowly he stepped inside. As he leaned against the doorway, a thin shaft of light from the bedroom candles allowed him to see her struggling against the scarves wrapped around her wrists.
"Is that you? Please don't leave me alone again," she cried in between her sniffling.

Had she been actually crying real tears? The quiet despair in her voice sounded real enough. He sighed as regret unexpectedly washed over him while he speculated if he pushed things too far by leaving her alone in the dark. His moment of quiet reflection was quickly interrupted by a small voice in his head speaking loudly—Remember her remorselessly teasing before you decide to feel pity . . . you stupid monster.
This lone thought spurred him into action. He quickly stepped inside the closet slamming the door shut, before kicking the shirts back into place plunging the closet into total darkness once more.
Feeling his way slowly in the dark, the monster listened to the princess' anguished cries starting up again with renewed vigor after he slammed the door shut. This only served to increase his desire as he drew nearer to her.
"Please, I want my Daddy back." This final supplication was so quiet and spoken under her breath-- as if she was speaking to herself-- he barely heard it.
But hear it the monster did just as he was reaching out for her. It gave him pause. His hand slipped down to his side as he spoke roughly to the princess. "What did you say?"
Thinking he might not need the lube after all, he reached out in the darkness to find the shelf so he could set it down.
"I . . . I want my Daddy back. No more monster. Pleaaasseee."
And just like that the game was over. He stepped forward putting his hands on her shoulders. "Oh honey, Daddy is here, baby. Right here. You are safe now."
His hands slipped around her waist, holding her tight, as she began to quietly sob. Bringing his mouth to her ear he whispered, "Yes baby, Daddy is here . . . I am here."
She pressed her nearly naked body back up against him. "I need my Daddy," she whispered.
He rocked her in his arms for a moment before turning her face toward him. Kissing her cheeks he felt them stained with tears causing his heart to wretch. "Jesus, let me release you. This has went too far."
Just as he started to feel around in the darkness for the scarves in order to untie her she said, "Wait. Don't release me. I still want to be your captive princess, Daddy, but . . ." He had just found the first of the knotted scarves and was beginning to loosen it from around the closet rod. "It is you, not the monster, I want to ravish my body . . . gently and sweetly."
"Honey are you sure? I mean things have went too far already . . . haven't they?"
"No, actually they have not. We need to end this properly and to be ravished is what I want and you deserve. Don't you want your plunder Daddy because your prize, your princess, your sweet baby girl, your innocent virgin daughter, awaits your gentle touch . . . bound and willing?"
Honey, I don't know--"
"Shh," she interrupted, "keep me tied up and take advantage of me. You have endured my teasing with honor and have earned your reward."
The thought of ravishing her body caused his cock to instantly stiffen. Guided by his hardening member below, he quickly tightened the loosened scarf back up.
"Daddy, can you light the candle again? I want to see you enjoy your prize."
"Is that what you are . . . a prize little girl?" he asked as the lone candle flared to life bathing them in a dim pool of light.
"The best prize ever I would think and one you very much earned tonight."
She watched him stare at her body; watched with amusement as his eyes instantly flickered down to her chest drinking in those pert little tits with their fully erect nipples.
Making her voice as soft and sweet as possible, she pleaded with him, "Please Daddy, I am cold . . . especially my poor little boobies. Warm them up for me. Please . . . pretty please."
He moved in behind her, placing both his hands on her shoulders. Lowering his mouth to her ear, he said in a low voice, "I shall do your bidding sweetheart whatever it may be. As always, I am mere putty in your hands."
"I know Daddy, and that is why I love you so. Now kiss me, touch me . . . all over."
Their lips found each other in the dancing shadows of the dimly lit closet. She was aggressive from the first, punching her tongue deep into his mouth and swirling it around just as his hands slipped down and cupped her tits.
After flickering his fingers across her nipples, while simultaneously pushing his tongue into her mouth, he felt her body jerk against him. Slipping his mouth down to her neck, his hands floated down to her ass.
He kneaded her ass with a pair of warm tender hands as she whispered, "Do I have a nice ass, Daddy?"
"Hmm, the nicest baby. I just wish these stupid panties weren't in the way."
"You can take them off if you want," she replied sweetly.
Slipping around to the front of her, he dropped to his knees. Twirling his tongue around her firm tummy, he used his fingertips to stroke her thighs up and down gently causing her to struggle against the ties that bound her to the closet rod.
"Please . . . Daddy." His mouth slipped lower, making its way down past her navel. "Take my panties off Daddy and kiss me there . . . in my secret garden of virginity that is desperate for your attention."
Her words inflamed his actions as he reached up with a pair of shaky hands and slowly, carefully pulled down his daughter's panties. Helping her step out of them, she was now stark naked except for her slutty high heels.
Going back to work on her body, he brought his lips again to that fantastic well-toned tummy of hers. Showering it with the lightest of kisses, he brought his hands up to knead her soft breasts just as he kisses skated lower.
Feeling his kisses approach her secret spot she whispered, "I have never been touched there, Daddy."
His voice shook with pent up excitement. "You want me to be the first?"
Leaning back to admire her body, he brought his hands down to her thighs parting them softly.
"Yes," she quietly responded as she looked down at him.
The intense hungry look on his face as he stared between her legs matched the yearning curiosity she was experiencing deep in her soul as she was about to have her pussy touched by another for the very first time.
Using one finger, he delicately brought it between her legs. He looked up at her, their eyes locking, as he brought his index finger up to his lips. He dampened his finger with a generous amount of saliva, as she watched anxiously, before he brought it back down and ever so deliberately pushed it up and inside of her.
She let out a soft sigh, and then a deeper hiss, as he wriggled his finger about exploring her virginity. Reaching over he grabbed the raspberry flavored lube and poured some onto his fingers.
Feeling the lube being meticulously spread all around on her secret garden, the princess closed her eyes as she felt his wet fingers dip in and out of her tight little cunt, before he lowered his mouth.
His tongue darted out tasting her for the first time. She tasted sweet-- like the freshest of raspberries, of course. Using his hands, he parted her thighs wider as his tongue dipped and swirled up and down the moist folds of her cunt.
She let out an audible moan as his tongue found her clit and began to slither all around it. Adding a finger to the mix, he slowly worked it up inside of her as his tongue continued it magical mystery tour in between her thighs.
He pulled back. "Does that feel good honey," he whispered while working his finger in and out of her faster and harder.
"Ohh, y-yes. Please . . . don't . . . stop, Daddy. Lick me some more down there."
Sliding his hands around to her back, he stroked that firm ass of hers while he lowered his mouth to her sweetness once more and begin to eat her out in earnest this time. Applying the lightest of pressure to her clit with his lips, he kissed it softly, before his tongue darted out. Flickering it all around rapidly, daddy's little girl shuddered as her moans of forbidden ecstasy filled the closet.
He used his hands, in tandem with his tongue, to bring her to the edge of her very first real orgasm. Reaching up he found her nipples and began flickering his fingertips over them lightly, to match the action of his dancing tongue down below.
Her moans were becoming louder, especially when he once again carefully inserted her index finger inside of her while his tongue continued to work its magic on her clit.
His tongue worked its way all around her magic bean sending her even closer to the edge. Her breath was coming in small gasps now, as his tongue flitted about her clit in a rapid fashion that had her struggling against the scarves as she whined for more.
Pulling back just for a second, his finger slipped out of her just as his tongue started a renewed assault. Licking and stabbing at her ripe little cunt, he flattened his tongue, gradually moving it up and down before settling on her clit once more. He tongue twirled out, faster now, and then slower, applying more pressure before he finished up with a flurry and sent her flying over the edge.
She bucked and heaved against the scarves as he brought his hands down to grip her lovely ass. Holding her bucking body in place, he caressed her clit with a final series of loving strokes of his tongue as the intense orgasm washed over her. Gripping her tighter, he pulled back to watch his young daughter trapped in the throes of climaxing.
Letting out a small little whimper, her body shook with the after effects of her orgasm as her breath came out in short little pants. Looking up at her, he smiled.
She finally recovered enough to speak. "Oh God Daddy, that was so good . . . so, so good," she whispered.
"I'm glad you liked it baby," he whispered back as he reached up and begin to undo the first of the scarves.
"You are releasing me?" She sounded almost disappointed. "But I haven't pleased you yet and I am ready to play our game again. I want you to force the innocent little princess to please the monster . . . please, Daddy."
"I suppose we could play again," he answered trying to sound casual although his heart was thumping away in his chest as the mere suggestion of playing their naughty game once more.
"So you want to be kept captive a bit longer . . . long enough maybe so the monster could maybe give the innocent little princess a big surprise."
"The princess likes surprises, Daddy, but of course, she is an insolent little bitch so you probably will have to fight her to get what you want."
He tore at the other scarf ripping it free from the closet rod anxious to get the game started again.
Wasting no time, he jumped right back into character as he barked, "Now turn around you spoiled little brat of a princess and put your hands behind your back."
The monster, not bothering to wait to see if she would turn around on her own, roughly twisted her around so her back was to him. Just as roughly, he used one of the scarves still attached to her wrist to secure her hands.
Deciding that things should end just as they started—in the dark-- he turned, and blew out the lone candle plunging the closet into utter darkness once more.
Determining it might be fun to play a bit of hide and seek as a prelude to things, the monster purposefully turned away from where she had been standing and took a couple steps back.
Using his best growling voice he said, "Where is my princess. I hope she is not trying to escape."
He flailed his arms around in the dark as the princess, picking up on what he wanted her to do, slowly backed away from him as he closed his eyes.
"Where are you . . . you little bitch?" the monster hissed into the darkness.
With his eyes tightly shut, he really did not know where she was at now. Then he heard the clicking of her heels tapping across the spacious closet. She was moving away from him to his right not bothering at all to try and disguise the loud clicking of her heels on the floor.
Tracking the sound, he kept his eyes shut and charged forward blindly. His aim was true as he slammed into her as she let out a small grunt. His hands were all over her naked body even as she begged for mercy.
"Please no," she whispered as he groped at her tits before reaching down and pinching her ass.
Wrapping his arms around her, he pressed his mouth to hers. He tried to kiss her, but she was back in good form as the reluctant princess. Whipping her head around away from his mouth, she tried to push him away.
"Oh so that is how it's going to be?" he snapped while opening his eyes. Bringing one hand up, he tangled it deep in her hair forcing her face upwards towards his waiting lips.
This time when he tried to kiss her she could not escape. He forced his tongue deep in her mouth while keeping one hand around the back of her head tangled deep in her hair. After several desperate kisses, he slipped his mouth down to her weak spot at the base of her hairline just below her ear.
Attacking her weakness with renewed vigor, she struggled in his arms briefly, before giving in as he slowly pushed her backward until she was up against the closet's back wall.
Bringing his mouth down further, the monster sucked on her tits, almost violently, as she trashed against the wall. His tongue stabbed her erect nipples again and again, before returning to her mouth.
In the darkness, their mouths crashed together as they kissed with a reckless passion fired by the wicked game they were playing. Finally, he could not take it anymore. His cock ached with hardness.
Reaching down, he ripped off both his jeans and his boxers in quick fashion as he hissed, "On your knees princess."
When she did not respond fast enough he helped her by placing both hands on her shoulders and forcing her down. "I said on your knees you little bitch."
The "terrified" princess let out a well-placed whimper as she was forced to her knees by the monster.
"Now open that sweet little mouth of yours as the monster has a surprise for you."
"What is it?" she asked with exaggerated naivety.
"You shall find out soon enough," he said as he held his stiff cock in his hand in preparation of guiding to her mouth. Using one hand to tilt her head up slightly, he reached down running his fingers along her mouth.
"Good, your mouth is open."
"Of course. The princess, is prepared to do thy monster's bidding . . . if forced to that is."
His cock bumped up against her lips. Her mouth was now tightly shut.
"I said open your mouth."
"No, never!" she spat at the monster wondering how he would react to her defiance.
She expected the monster would react with anger but instead . . .
Lowering his voice the monster spoke softly. "Please, pretty princess, can't you open that sweet little mouth of yours. I promise you will like your surprise."
He helped her back to her feet. Leaning in he whispered in her ear, "The monster is begging. Just do this one little thing for me and I shall release you . . . unharmed." He showered her ears with kisses as he whispered "please" over and over again.
Turning her face up, he kissed her gently several times on both cheeks. "You know the monster is so in love with the princess and that is why he attacks her."
"Really," she whispered back.
"Here let me show you." He brought his lips to her showering them with several tender kisses before she began to kiss him back. His mouth slipped over, nibbling on her neck, turning her to mush while his hands were busy cupping her small breasts delicately.
Turning his voice into a soft whine, he whispered to her, "Please, I beg of thee. Open your mouth and receive what the monster has to offer."
Moving back to her mouth, he kissed her again gently, before pulling back.
"The monster lives for his princess' sweet attentions . . . you must know that?"
"I do," she whispered.
His hands slipped over to her shoulders. Applying moderate force, he started to push her down. Sinking to her knees, the princess offered no resistance as the monster stepped back gripping his throbbing hardness in his hand.
Guiding it to her mouth, this time he found it most willing when it bumped up against her lips. Opening her mouth wide, she took him in until she could feel his hardness tickling the back of her throat. Letting his cock slide out, she circled the head of his penis with her eager tongue as he held it aloft for her.
Tipping his head back, the monster let out a long sigh as he felt her tongue slithering along his hard shaft teasing him, before she started sucking on him in serious earnest. Shaping her mouth into a tight circle the princess slurped her mouth up and down on his cock like the cheapest of back alley whores.



"Oh princess, that feels so good," the monster whispered with a gentle sigh as he reached down to stroke her hair.
The whole experience bordered on the surreal as in the quiet darkness all that could be heard was the gentle sound of the young virgin princess sucking on the monster's big hard cock with a youthful exuberance that soon had the monster's knees quivering.
The suckling noises were interspersed with his quiet moans as he was rushing headlong toward a massive orgasm. Just as he was wondering if it would be OK to release in her mouth, she let him slip out of her mouth as she whispered, "You can come in my mouth if you want, Daddy."
When she, quite purposefully he imagined, reminded him of who he truly was—her Daddy and not the "monster"— it brought home the fact of how truly wicked he was being-- that is if one defined wicked as having your young virgin daughter sucking on your cock with her hands bound behind her back in a pitch black closet.
The thought drove his orgasm home as she gulped on his hardness faster and faster now. He started to shake all over. Reaching out he gripped the closet rod for support as he grunted just as his cock erupted with cum. The princess, greedy to the end, swallowed his cum and then licked the rest off from around her lips while making loud smacking noises.
"The monster is relieved now I bet," she giggled as he dropped to his knees still shaking. After undoing the scarf from around her wrists they quickly fell into each other's arms.
Leaning back, they rested against the back closet wall cuddling tightly in the still darkness. "Are you OK honey," he whispered in her ear.
"Just perfect, Daddy," she whispered back before kissing him lightly on the cheek. "That was fun but I am . . . ahh still a virgin. I hope before the night is over the monster will attack the princess again and relieve her of her virginity."
With the game over, at least in his mind, and his desperate sexual urges satisfied by that mind blowing blow job she just gave him, he returned to his senses.
"Honey no . . . the monster . . . I can't do that. You have to find someone special to give your virginity to. Besides this tired old monster is truly tired and needs some rest."
"Well, can I at least share your bed with you Daddy . . . if only for tonight before the stupid wicked queen returns?"
"Of course, baby we can share my bed. I would love to have you fall asleep in my arms."
The matter decided, as far as he was concerned, he scooped her up in his arms and carried her to the bed. He carefully soothed her hair back with a tender hand before applying a gentle kiss to her lips. "Good night, sweet princess. I will join you shortly. I just have to use the bathroom first."
"Hurry" she replied quietly as a smile spread across her lips. The princess, even as she closed her eyes, pretending to go to sleep, was busy plotting her next move.
After slipping on a fresh pair of boxers, he went and relieved himself in the bathroom and then brushed his teeth. Emerging into the dark bedroom, he could hear her quiet breathing. It was soft and steady indicating his princess was asleep.
Almost disappointed, he had half suspected she would still be awake and try to tempt him with more of her sweet wicked beauty, the monster carefully crawled under the covers and soon fell into a deep slumber.
The monster had always been a deep sleeper. "Dead to the world", his wife, the queen, used to say. Tonight, if anything, after the extended chase and tickle session with the princess, culminating in their wicked end game that took place inside the dark closet, he was even more tired than usual.
He slept soundly content with the princess asleep beside him the wickedness of the night was over. He could not have been more wrong.
The cunning princess fooled him. The quiet breathing he heard indicating she was asleep was nothing more than a clever ruse on her part. Instead of sleeping, the princess was—plotting.
Waiting until the monster feel asleep, and knowing by reputation that monsters were deep sleepers—especially this particular monster-- the princess stole out of the bed ready to hatch her fiendish plot.
Making her way on tippy toes across the dark bedroom, back to the closet, she slipped inside. After shutting the door, she clicked on the overhead.
Humming quietly to herself, she quickly found the pair of scarves discarded on the floor. Gathering them up, and then two more from the queen's side of the closet, she hurried back out to the bedroom. After relighting the candles on both nightstands, working quickly, she attached a single scarf tightly to each of the four corner posts of the bed.
After getting the each of the scarves attached securely, the princess was hit with a sudden delicious idea to make the night's drama complete for them.
Rushing down to her bedroom, she grabbed, most fittingly, a princess costume out of her closet hoping it still fit. Three years ago, for Halloween, she wore this exact same costume. The pretty pink dress featured a ruffled neckline with elastic -trimmed sleeves and hot pink detail at the hem of the full skirt.
Those many long years ago when she wore it for the first and only time, her daddy gushed over how adorably pretty she looked in her princess' dress. What would he think now that she was all grown up with a much more mature body then three years ago?
Adding to her princess attire, she also slipped on a pair of knee high white stockings, before donning the elegant pure white silk gloves that came with the dress. Finally, she fixed the blue jewel tiara, also an original part of the costume, completing her royal look.
Heading back to the bedroom, after a quick pit stop in the bathroom to freshen up, she was felt quite secure her daddy would be more than a little turned on by her outfit.
Next came the tricky part, but to this end fate seemed to be smiling on her. The monster was sleeping on his back stretched out which fit perfectly into her diabolical plans. The princess very slowly, very carefully pulled the first of his arms upwards toward the waiting scarf.
She experienced a brief moment of panic when the monster snorted in his sleep, and then started to pull his hand back down, just as she almost had his wrist in range of the first scarf.
Relaxing her grip, she waited patiently until he settled back down before gently pulling his wrist upward again. This time she was able to secure the scarf around his wrist without issue. Working methodically, the devious princess secured his other wrist to the opposite bedpost, and then moving down, carefully secured each of his ankles to the lower bed posts.
The monster grumbled as he woke up. Someone was shaking his foot. His eyes flickered open. Was this a dream? Standing near the end of the bed was a vision of beauty in a pink princess dress. It only took a brief moment before he realized the vision of beauty he was gazing at was none other than his beautiful young daughter, smiling slyly, as she stood there in the soft flickering candle light.
He shook his head, before trying to rub his eyes, but he couldn't seem to move his arms.
"The monster is awake I see," she said quietly.
Again, he tried to move his arms before twisting his head around to see both his wrists were bound to the bed posts by a pair of scarves.
"What the hell," he mumbled to himself just as he realized his ankles too were securely bound to the lower bed posts.
Moving around to one side of the bed the princess settled down on its edge. Reaching out she stroked the captive monster's face whispering, "I have captured the monster and now it shall do the princess' bidding."
"The game again? I thought we were done?"
"No, you must give the princess her fairy tale happy ending."
"And what might that be princess? And, hmm, by the way you look lovely my cute little princess. If I was not so bound I surely would chase and tickle you some more."
"Alas, I am sure of it, but you are bound and you are mine to do as I please. Now be silent as I desire something."
She turned with a mischievous smile and started to pull the sheet slowly down.
"What is it you desire princess?"
"The princess is feeling playful I think and desires something . . . something big and hard to play with." Yanking the sheet down completely off his naked body, save his fresh pair of boxers, she whispered, "Shall you accommodate me?"
"It appears I have no choice your royal highness," he whispered back as he noticed how she was staring directly at his crotch with a twinkle in her eye.
"Well, I truly hope your best is better than this as I am a bit disappointed. I thought the monster's . . . thingy . . . would be bigger."
She poked at the bulge in his boxers with a playful finger, but he was basically still asleep down there. "I thought it would be a bit harder too . . . not soft like it is now."
"May I be so bold to suggest to the princess if you were to play with it with those soft and silky gloves of yours you might find the monster's thingy getting both big and hard for the sweet little princess?"
"Hmm, I shall try, but I hope for your sake you are right. To disappoint me would not bode well for your future Mr. Monster."
Reaching down she carefully began to rub his bulge in soft circles.
"I don't mean to tell you your business my lovely princess, but might it not be better if the monster's under garment was not in the way allowing his thingy to feel your soft touch directly."
"Oh, yes, how silly of me. I do believe you are right, but I fear if I was to undo the restraints around your ankles in order to remove the offending garment you might start thrashing about and try to attack the poor princess even if your wrists are still bound."
"Yes, I do see your point."
"But then again, if you did that I would have no choice but to unleash my secret weapon on you and begin to shower you with kisses in order to subdue you. We both know how the monster has a weakness for the princess' tender kisses."
"Tis true. I do have a weakness for your sweet kisses."
"Well, I guess I will take my chances after all," she said as she twisted around toward the foot of the bed. Giving him a smile, she began to carefully undo the first of the scarves that held his ankles secure.
The monster lay deathly still, biding his time, as the princess undid the second scarf wrapped around his ankle. No sooner was his other ankle free of its restraint, then he did just as she had feared, and hoped, he would do—he attacked.
As she started to rise up, he quickly brought his legs together trapping her around her waist in a scissors lock. She squealed in mock surprise.
"Ha, I have you now princess and shall squeeze the wicked life out of you," he shouted triumphantly.
The monster, true to his work, began to squeeze the trapped princess as she struggled to free herself. Grabbing his legs, she tried to pry them open to free herself, but his grip was too powerful.
"Let go of me you brute," she cried out before throwing herself forward. Her face landed, and then bounced off, his bare chest as she beat her hands against him. "I said release me."
"Never, instead you release me and I may show mercy and not squeeze the life out of you." As if to show her how serious he was he tightened his powerful legs together giving the princess a hearty squeeze and making her gasp.
"OK, OK . . . you win," she cried softly. "Lighten your grip around me and I promise I shall undo the ties that bind your wrists."
"I shall trust you as a royal princess is bound by her word, but if you try and deceive me. I will thrash about so hard and so violently that I will demolish this bed and be free of my own accord and then woe is you my pretty princess."
"I promise, just release me . . . I . . . I cannot breathe . . . your grip is so tight."
Releasing her, he was quite curious to see what she would do next.
"Thank you," she whispered softly.
"Now honor your word princess and release me fully."
"I shall," she said quietly as she moved forward toward the first of the upper bed posts.
Moving slowly, she brought her mouth to his ear as her hands stretched out toward one of the scarfs securing his wrist.
"Just grant me one kiss, before I release the monster," she princess whispered sweetly in his ear.
"No, I--"
The monster tried to twist his face away from hers just as he begin to violently beat his legs against the bed, but the determined princess was not to be denied.
Her lips showered his twisting face all over with delicate kisses as the violent beating of his legs upon the bed increased in fury. But when her lips found his, the beating slowly began to abate.
The princesses' soft kisses were indeed a tonic that made the powerful monster weak. His thrashing ceased to a weak thumping of his legs against the bed as her kisses slipped off his mouth and floated downward.
Flickering her tongue over his nipples, one after the other, the monster sighed in soft resignation. Kissing her way across his tummy made him go utterly limp, allowing her to hook a pair of fingers on the waistband of his boxers.
Raising up she stared at him before beginning to speak. "Be still now, or I will throw myself upon your naked body and shower you with so many kisses you will become so weak as to fall into a deep slumber."
He remained still as she ever so slowly pulled his boxers first down, and then off of his body, before tossing them aside onto the floor. Working quickly, before the effects of her kisses wore off, she secured his ankles once more.
The job of having him secured again completed, the princess sat on the edge of the bed and stared at the monster's cock with a sly expression. "I would have thought with the excitement of attacking me again your thingy would be more excited. Instead . . ." She poked it, just as she did before, "It's still not very big, nor very hard."
"Well, you haven't played with it yet, princess. I think all its needs is your soft loving attention."
"Hmm, maybe. We shall see."
Crawling up on the bed she sat astride him. He watched, holding his breath, as she slowly extended one gloved finger toward his "thingy". Thinking she was going to poke it again he let out a gentle sigh when, instead, she began to delicately stroke the underside with her finger whispering, "Are you going to get nice and hard for the princess . . . hmm are you?"
His cock jerked to attention from the soft stroking of her finger over and over again.
"Please, use your entire hand," he said in a soft whisper.
Moving closer, she took her hand and wrapped it fully around his growing manhood. Moving her hand leisurely up and down caused him to utter a soft moan.
The princess' silk glove felt so good that he was soon squirming against the ties that bound him to the bed. He was fully hard now, and getting harder, especially when she reached under and cupped his balls with her other gloved hand.
"Oh, Jesus that feels so good princess."
She replied, her voice soft and sultry. "Yeah, you like that huh? Feels good I bet."
"It does."
"Now it's the monster's turn to make me feel good."
Turning around on the bed, she positioned herself so her ass was facing him. "I want you to eat the princess' sweet little pussy again."
Pulling her dress up, he seen she was wearing no panties. Slowly lowering her pussy down toward his mouth, the monster greedily licked his lips in expectation of the tasty treat he was about to receive.
He flickered his tongue up and down the entire length of the lips on her tight little pussy making the wicked princess moan with forbidden delight. Her moans grew louder as his tongue dipped into her wet snatch box licking all around before finding her clit and attacking it with a series of gentle licks.
The princess became so lost by what he was doing, she soon slipped out of character. "Oh Daddy, that feels so good. Don't stop, please."
Flickering his tongue faster, he buried his face even deeper into the delicate folds of her cunt. His probing tongue had her squirming on his face in a mere matter of seconds.
He was thinking she just might come again when quite suddenly she rose up and off of him.
"I want you inside of me," she said in a harsh whisper.
Turning around, she positioned himself over him as she sank down softly onto his hard cock. Moving deliberately back and forth, she rubbed her pussy against his hard shaft making him squirm in anticipation.
He looked at his young daughter, in her princess costume she wore so innocently just a few years ago. The tiara sat askew on her head as she gave him a soft smile. His heart was pounding in his chest knowing he was about to deflower his virgin daughter.
Reaching up she carefully begin to yank down on the top part of her strapless dress until she had her young tits fully exposed to him. He sighed-- again totally enamored by the beauty of his daughter's delightfully pert boobs.
His sigh grew deeper as she reached under her dress and found his cock. Raising up slightly, she held his cock aloft, before she ever so slowly descended down onto it.
He gazed up in wonder watching as she closed her eyes and let out a loud hiss as his hardness pierced her innocence.
Now that he was neatly tucked inside of her, she rested for a minute, leaning forward on her arms, maybe getting used to his size, before she gradually began to rock her hips up and down.
He could her soft voice murmuring, "Oh God . . . Oh God . . . Oh God . . ." over and over again as she carefully increased her pace.
Not able to help himself, her tight cunt just felt so good, the monster pushed his hips up driving his hardness deeper inside the princess. She let out a loud moan as she threw her head back.
Leaning forward, using her hands on his chest as support, she bounced up and down on his cock as he matched her by carefully thrusting upwards just as she was coming down.
Her moans were increasing in intensity as they feel into a near perfect rhythm. Closing his eyes, he felt the familiar rush of an approaching orgasm just as she seemed to lose control.
Bouncing up and down on his cock with unabashed fury, the princess' tiara fell off her head and hit the bed with a soft plop. Neither noticed as both their eyes were shut while they lost themselves in a virtual storm of forbidden passion.
"Oh Daddy, I . . . think . . . I am coming," she cried as she bounded faster and faster up and down on his cock before slowing down.
Knowing she was near, he allowed his own orgasm to burst forth as he drove his cock upwards one last time as he came deep inside of her.
In an ending that could only be found in the most wicked of fairy tales, the princess' whole body began to shake and shudder as she sank down on her father's cock one last time. Her powerful orgasm swept her away just at the exact same moment his cock erupted inside of her.
Collapsing against him, she rested her head on his chest listening to his still racing heart thundering away inside of him. The princess smiled to herself, knowing his heart now belonged solely to her. The wicked queen, her mother, would longer have any dominion over it and together they would live happily ever after.
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Like a welcoming breath of fresh air, after a fifteen year hiatus, Madeline's mother was back in her life. Their first few meetings were awkward, mainly due to Madeline's distrusting attitude toward her mother, but after realizing the sincerity of her mom's attempts to make things right between them, Madeline relaxed and soon found herself warming up to her mom.
The backstory was simple and a bit wild. The young, teenaged Amber met Todd at a local bar. She had a fake ID stating she was twenty one allowing her to get into the downtown rock and roll bar where she met and fell in lust with the hot young drummer of the local band playing that night.
What followed was a whirlwind romance heavy on sex, drugs and rock and roll. A year later Madeline was born to the drug addled couple. Amber cleaned herself up for the pregnancy, but soon after Madeline was born she started using again. Her relationship with Todd was typical—pretty young girl falls for guy in band and becomes one of many—despite her best efforts to rewrite the script.
After nearly overdosing one night, Amber understood she needed a major change in her life.
After a three month stint in rehab Amber emerged clean and sober, but decided it might be best, in order to make the "clean and sober" thing work, to get away from her old life for a bit. Todd also just finished his own stint in rehab and was actually doing quite well and agreed with Amber it might be best if they did not get back together right away. Both of them were afraid of slipping into their old lifestyle of bad habits if they started seeing each other again.
Todd's decision not to readily accept Amber back into his life was made easier when in his own rehab he met a nice girl, one of the nurse's, and upon getting out promptly embarked on a serious relationship with her.
With Todd clean and sober, and involved in a solid relationship, Amber took up her sister's offer to come to California for an extended visit. It was a difficult choice to make, but Amber ultimately decided it would be best for Maddie to be raised in the stable environment Todd and his soon to be new wife were now providing. Besides, even if she had wanted to take Maddie with her Todd would have fought having his daughter taken out of state and most likely won.
As it turned out the extended visit with her sister became permanent and Todd's marriage proved to be a rock solid. Sadly, Amber accepted the fact Madeline would be raised by another woman.
All this was behind them though as they sat across each other at the small downtown cafe in Oakwood, Wisconsin with Amber beaming at her daughter. She was fairly bursting with the good news she was about to tell Maddie.
Sliding the envelope across the table to her daughter she whispered, "Open it honey."
Maddie's high pitch squeal elicited some unkindly stares from the mainly older and buttoned down crowd of dining patrons. Such was life in boring little Oakwood.
Maddie waved the plane tickets in the air. "We are going to Paris, Mom! And on my birthday."
"Yes, well, you mentioned wanting to travel and you only get to turn nineteen once so . . ."
Amber was in almost as much shock as her daughter. This was the first time in the nearly six weeks she had been back that Maddie called her "mom".
They spent the rest of the lunch huddled over their salads going over the brochures Amber received from the travel agency. They would be spending three days and two nights on their weekend trip with Maddie's birthday falling on the Saturday in between the three days.
On the plane ride over Maddie nestled against her mom nearly the entire way making her blush with pride. After checking into their hotel late Friday morning they spend the afternoon getting the usual touristy stuff out of the way.
The pretty mother and her adorable daughter turned more than a few heads as they strolled arm in arm while exploring the French capital. Maddie was the true embodiment of the small town Midwestern beauty. Her long blonde hair, stretching past her shoulders, accented an angelic face that could light up a whole room when she smiled which was often thanks to her carefree and bubbly personality.
Amber, on the other hand, was more of the sultry type having that come fuck me beauty found in abundance in her adopted home town of Los Angeles. In contrast, to the sweet innocence of her daughter, Amber was all blonde hair, blue eyes, deeply tanned skin, and luscious curves sculpted to near perfection by weekly sessions at both the gym and yoga.
Both of them thought the Eiffel tower was too crowded and maybe a bit overrated. They enjoyed a better time exploring a couple of the old French Museums before hitting the shopping district.
After a late dinner at a fashionable restaurant, they retired to their room. Amber took a chance on Maddie being OK with only the one room even if it was a large suite. She had briefly considered getting them separate rooms, but decided if this trip was going to cement their relationship like she hoped it would, it was worth taking the chance of only getting the single room.
As they ambled down the hallway toward their room holding hands Maddie surprised her mother when she announced, "You know, I am really glad we will be sharing a single room Mom. I was actually wondering about that on the plane ride over."
"I am relieved you are OK with it," Amber replied casually while doing her best to hide her excitement as she fished the hotel key out of her purse.
"More than OK. I want us to spend as much time as possible together on this trip."
"Me too, hon, me too."
By the time they got settled in the small living room of the suite it was just past eleven pm. After returning from the bathroom where she pinned her long pretty blond hair up for the sake of comfort, Amber noticed her daughter staring at her.
"What is it hon? You are looking at me funny?"
"Oh nothing. I am just trying to figure out if I like your hair pinned up like that or not."
"Oh really, well let me know when you have it figured out."
"OK I have figured it out. I like your hair like that. Put a business suit on you and you could pass for a very pretty lawyer."
"Jesus, a lawyer, could you be any more insulting?"
"Why, yes I could. Care to hear?" Amber replied with a giggle.
They spent the next forty minutes or so talking casually while flipping through the stations looking for anything interesting to watch on the TV. At quarter to twelve, Amber stood up. Extending her hand she said, "Here follow me to the bedroom. I got you a little something for your birthday."
"Really, you got me something. I thought this trip was my gift."
"It is, but you can't wrap a trip and have your daughter open it so I got you a present. I just figured you should have at least one gift to open on your birthday."
As they entered the bedroom Amber pointed to the bed. In the middle of it was an elegantly wrapped box with a large red ribbon.
"Take a little time checking out your gifts but don't take too long as I want you back out to the living room at least a minute or two before midnight."
"Why you have another gift out there for me?" Maddie answered.
"Maybe if you can call wanting to be able to give my baby girl a hug and a kiss on her birthday exactly at midnight a gift."
"I think I would call that maybe the best gift in the world. Don't worry I won't be long."
Amber left disappearing back into the living room while Maddie sat down on the bed after picking up her gift. She carefully tore the wrapping paper off revealing an oblong box. It was embroidered with the name La Chic. If Maddie recalled correctly La Chic was one of the several clothing stores they had visited when they hit the shopping district earlier.
After carefully prying the lid off the box, Maddie let out a short gasp. Inside the box was a beautiful white satin robe. Even better, resting neatly on top of the robe was a black lace trimmed bra and matching panties.
Poking her head out of the bedroom Maddie yelled out to her mother, "I love your gifts, Mom. The robe is really nice. Should I put it on?"
Amber yelled back. "That is the idea. What about the bra and panties. You like them too? I saw you admiring them earlier at that little shop fancy shop with the nice lingerie section we popped into this afternoon while shopping."
"The bra and panties are really . . . sexy. I guess that why I was admiring them. Should I put them on too?"
"If you want. It's up to you, but either way remember to hurry." Amber glanced at her phone. She had her timer set to go off exactly at midnight. It was 11:54 now.
"How much time do I have?"
"About six minutes."
Maddie took a quick minute deciding if she should change out of her boring old underwear and into her new exciting underwear. She decided what the heck why not, after all, it was her birthday and if a girl can't wear something exciting on her birthday . . .
Maddie quickly stripped off her jeans and blouse throwing them on the bedroom floor. Picking up the bra, she quickly examined it. It was not her style, of course. Her style, forced upon her by her conservative step- mom and overbearing father, was boring and white.
"You're almost nineteen, Maddie. Time to develop your own style girl," Maddie whispered to herself as she quickly tore off her "boring" old bra and panties.
A minute later she came bounding out of the bedroom heading toward the living room of the suite dressed in her birthday presents. The pretty white satin robe barely covered her ass, but much to her surprise—she didn't care. Instead of making her feel self-conscious, the sexy robe, combined with the alluring bra and panties underneath only made her feel like showing off - to her mom.
"Thank God," Amber whispered quietly under her breath as watched her obviously happy daughter come bounding into the living room. She had been worried, very worried truthfully, Maddie would think her presents maybe "too" personal.
"You really like your presents, hon? I remember you checking the robe out so I got it for you and as for the bra and panties . . . well, I think I recall you complaining to me several times how old and boring all your underwear was and how your mom and dad would not let you buy any, you know, exciting ones. I suppose you will have to sort of hide your new bra and panties from your mom and dad when you get back home."
Maddie took her mom's hands and squeezed them tight. "So you were listening to me bitch and whine. Nice to know!" Maddie exclaimed with a bright smile. "I love my presents Mom don't worry."
The alarm on Amber's phone went off. It was midnight. Maddie's birthday.
Amber pulled her daughter closer. "Now do I have permission to give my lovely daughter a birthday hug and kiss?"
"Of course, Mother."
Wrapping her arms around her, Amber gave her a long extended hug as she brought her lips up to her ear. "I love you so much baby." Before she could lose her nerve, Amber pulled back slightly and gave her daughter a pair of kisses on each cheek.
Maddie beamed. "I love you too, Mom. This trip, your presents and just you being back in my life. It means so much to me."
"I am relieved to hear that. And now that I am back in your life I intend to stay that way. I am actually thinking of selling my place in San Diego and moving back to Wisconsin."
"Jesus, Mom, really? You are going to move from Cali to Wisconsin. Are you itching to be bored or what?"
Before she could reply there was a knock on the door. The final surprise for Maddie was here and right on time.
"Geez, who could that be knocking this late?" Maddie asked.
"I guess I will find out," Amber replied with a sly smile.
Amber earlier in the day stealthily arranged with room service to have a cake, complete with flaming candles, nineteen of them, along with a bottle of the hotel's best champagne to be delivered to their room at just past midnight.
As Amber came back into the living room holding the bottle of champagne in one hand, and the cake in the other, Amber let out a small giggle.
"Cake and champagne. Hey, we are going to have a party after all, huh Mom?"
"You betcha girl," Amber said sitting the cake down carefully on the small coffee table. "Now I am going to go get a couple of glasses for us from the mini bar while you sit there and think of a real nice birthday wish before you blow out your candles."
A minute later Amber was back with a pair of champagne flutes filled with the sparkling wine. After handing one to her daughter, she asked, "So have you thought of a nice wish hon?"
"Maybe, but first I wanna say how cool it is you are letting me drink. My, ahh, you know, other mother, would not be so cool. I can hear her now, 'you are not twenty one young lady so no drinking.' Dad is no help either he is so over protective of me it's ridiculous."
"Well good thing I am the cool mom then. As for drinking you know the legal drinking age in France is eighteen so really I am not being such a bad mother after all."
"Oh really. Well then cheers," Maddie said, holding up her glass while beaming from ear to ear.
After they both, happily racing, downed their respective glasses of champagne Maddie chirped, "Hey, just so you understand, you are more than 'not a bad mother', you are a wonderful mother. I mean this trip, the nice presents, you treating me like an adult, is all so cool."
Reaching out, Maddie surprised her mom with a spontaneous kiss on the cheek and a tight hug.
Now it was Amber's turn to beam as she pulled back. "Well, let's fill our glasses once more and drink a toast to my tremendous mothering skills, but this time we sip it young lady."
After taking a few small sips of the champagne, Amber looked at her Maddie seriously. "I hope you have a wish ready as I think it's time you blew out the candles and we have some cake to go along with this delicious champagne."
"I do," Maddie answered quietly before she blew out on the candles on the cake.
"Wow, you got them all at once. Great! Happy birthday honey. Your wish is sure to come true now."
They both shared a piece of the delicious chocolate cake with creamy white icing while making some ordinary small talk.
After setting her glass aside, it was nearly empty, a somewhat tipsy Maddie surprised her mom by saying, "So do you wanna hear my wish?"
"Sure, I suppose, if you wanna tell me sweetie."
"You have to promise me something first though."
"Anything," Amber smartly replied.
"OK, you have to promise me to help me make my wish come true . . . hundred percent true that is."
"Of course, I just hope you don't wish for a million bucks or anything outrageous like that?"
"Mom, I am serious. I wouldn't ask you to help me make my wish come true if it was NOT in your ability to do so."
"OK then. I am all ears."
"Alright. I have to give you a bit of background information first. Something that happened not so long ago that I can't get out of my mind, but you have to swear whatever I tell you will be strictly between me and you. You can't tell my dad or my . . . ahh 'other mom'. Promise?"
"Yes, of course. Now tell me as this sounds interesting."
"OK, well, a few weeks back me and some of my friends, there was five of us including me, we were at my friend's house. The parents were gone so we were having a little party. Anyways we decided to play truth or dare."
"Oh wow, people still play that? God, I used to play that with my friends too hon when I was young."
"Yeah, it's still kind of popular. So anyways, I was forced to perform a dare. We sat on the floor and I had to close my eyes as the other four surrounded me in a circle. They each were assigned a number one through four in secret so I would not know who was what number. Then I had to pick a number and say it out loud. I picked number two."
Maddie paused. To her mother she appeared nervous. "Want some more champagne hon it might help relax you. I can tell by the way you downed the first two glasses you aren't exactly new to drinking, but don't worry I won't spill that secret either."
"Yeah. Really it's like my only vice, sneaking a drink or two with my friends, but don't worry I'm not a lush or anything."
"I know that hon," Amber replied as she filled her daughter's glass up along with her own.
After Maddie took a generous swallow she was ready to continue.
"So anyways I got my kiss. It was nice, I mean kind of, but you know Mom, at this party . . . it was all girls."
"Hmm, I see. So you were kissed by a girl. First time?"
Maddie shook her head yes. "So my wish is for you to help me sort out my feelings about the kiss and then help me with something else that happened later in the party."
"I can do that?" Amber told her daughter as she reached out and squeezed her hand tight. "What are mom's for anyways."
"Yes, exactly, and, you know, I could never tell Maria this."
"I'm happy you trust me over her."
Amber was also secretly thrilled Maria had been downgraded from "my other mom" to "Maria". A mere few weeks ago she would have never dreamed such a thing was possible.
"I do. Ready to hear more?"
"Yes, tell me everything hon and please don't hold back."
"OK. At first, I sort of liked the kiss but then I found out who kissed me. Number two was April and we really don't get along that well. I mean, well, it's complicated."
"Tell me. I'm sure I can help, complicated or not."
"Well, April is pretty with brownish red hair and really big breasts that she likes to show off. She is this big time flirt with both the boys and the girls and I just . . . well I don't really like her because truthfully she is kind of a bitch but still I sort of have a crush on her . . . physically. She is like twenty or something and is in college and has a great body . . . especially those tits of hers. Is that weird to not like someone . . . but still like them."
"You know hon, at your age, your feelings, your emotions, especially about liking or not liking someone can be really complex so no it's not weird at all. I know guys go through that all the time liking a girl just for her looks so why can't a girl do the same huh?"
"Yeah, I guess you are right. So can I tell you what happened later?"
"By all means baby. Your mother wants all the juicy details." Amber hoped her light hearted approach to what was such an obviously serious matter to her daughter would allow Maddie to fully confide in her.
"As the game continued, we were all getting kind of drunk and I had to go to the bathroom. When I got back April was sitting on the floor surrounded by my other friends. Her top was pulled up, she had some sexy bra on and they were all taking turns feeling her tits."
"I am assuming this was some sort of dare."
"Yeah, that is what they told me when I got back."
"That is like . . . Wow . . . you girls were playing for real."
"Yes we were. So when I stepped in the room I guess everyone seen how shocked I was at what was happening and so April looked at me and with a stupid grin said, 'We played another round without you Maddie and I lost. I was dared to let everyone take turns feeling my boobs, but, of course, you can't since you were off in the bathroom when the round started.' Then they all kind of started to tease me telling me how I missed out and stuff. It really bothered me, Mom."
"It did?" Amber asked after taking a large swallow of her champagne. She was just starting to get tipsy which was maybe a good thing considering where their conversation appeared to be heading.



"I am hoping you can help me, like I said earlier, sort out my feelings about everything that happened."
"I can try. So why don't you just start by telling me how you feel, how you really feel about being kissed by that girl and by not being able to feel her up like all your other friends did. I promise I won't judge you baby, and we can go from there."
"OK, but can we take a short break because I have something for you. A gift."
"Honey, it's not my birthday," Amber moaned.
"I know, but I just wanted to buy you something nice. You know, as I a way of saying thanks for the trip and everything. Plus, but it's one of my wishes for you to accept my gift without complaining and to also to try it on. I'm wearing your gifts so it's only fair you put on what I got you."
"Well, since you put it like that I guess I have no choice. Where is your mom's gifts then?"
"It's in the bedroom. I hid it in the nightstand on the right side of the bed. Put it on and come back and then we can start sorting my feelings out."
Fine," Amber sighed as she disappeared into the bedroom touched by her daughter's generosity.
Opening the drawer of the nightstand, Amber resisted the urge to laugh. Inside the nightstand was a small white shopping bag from the same trendy boutique La Chic where Amber had purchased her daughter's birthday presents.
Obviously, while she snuck away to purchase the robe and bra for her daughter, Maddie also took the opportunity to slip away herself to purchase her mom a little something.
After opening the bag, Amber let out a long sigh. The lovely little brat! Her daughter bought her a black teddy, along with matching robe, and a pair of black fishnet stockings. How sweet! The little devil must have noticed me admiring the black teddy and decided to buy it for me.
Of course, she would have no choice but to accept her gifts and show them off to her daughter. Coming back into the living room while nervously pulling the shiny smooth silk black robe around her body, Amber observed how Maddie had refilled both of their glasses full of champagne.
"You look sexy Mom," Maddie told her while patting the sofa next to her. "Here one last toast before we start sorting out my feelings."
"OK, but this better be our last glass hon. I don't want to get too drunk you know."
"Why? Afraid your daughter is going to take advantage of her sexy mom?" Maddie replied teasingly.
"Actually, young lady, your mother can handle her champagne and if anyone gets taken advantage of tonight it will be my pretty young daughter."
Just to prove her point, Amber held the full glass of champagne up, tipped it to her daughter with a sly smile and then chugged it down in two long swallows.
"Really? That looked like a challenge." Maddie, not to be outdone, repeated her mother's gesture as she gulped her champagne down in a hurry trying to match her mom.
Holding hands they both broke down in giggles. "I guess we are both a couple of boozers honey," Amber exclaimed once their spontaneous giggling bout ended. "But now let's get serious so I can help you with your feelings about what happened at that wild little party of yours with the girls."
Maddie paused for a moment to gather her thoughts. Choosing her words carefully she began to speak slowly. "So was wondering . . . have you ever, hmm, been kissed by a girl, Mom?"
Amber smiled. She really had been hoping her daughter would ask her that exact question. "Funny you would ask because the truth is I have."
"Really, and did you, ahh, like it."
"Hmm, I suppose so."
"Can you tell me the juicy details?"
"What makes you think the details are juicy young lady?"
"Coz, Dad said you used to be a wild child when you were a teen. I mean you did have me when you were really young right?"
"Yes, but just let me go on the record and say . . . I am against teen pregnancy . . . unless, of course, it produces a wonderful little girl like my Maddie."
Amber paused to stroke the side of her daughter's face with one finger, "But then again, you are a good girl so I suppose I don't have to worry about that with you, huh?"
"Yeah, I am a good girl alright. Good and boring enough so I won't be getting knocked up any time soon I guess. Now details about that kiss, Mom . . . please."
"Fine. It was with some friends at a sleepover and we were kind of playing, guess what, truth or dare ourselves. My best friend ended up kissing me on a dare."
"Was your best friend pretty?"
"Yes. She was a cheerleader like me . . . very popular with the boys and well, very . . . ahh well developed too if you know what I mean."
"Yeah, you mean she had big tits," Maddie blurted out with a smile.
Amber laughed her daughter's candor before speaking. "Now it's your turn. Tell me some details about your feelings."
"Yeah, well, my feelings about getting kissed by a girl. Hmm, truthfully, I liked it, at first anyways, when I didn't know who kissed me, but then when I found out it was that bitch April . . ." Maddie stopped talking and shook her head sadly. "Yeah, it sort of ruined the whole thing."
Amber reached out taking Maddie's hands into her own. Squeezing them tight she whispered, "I supposed getting kissed by someone you don't really like would ruin things hon. It's only natural you would feel that way you know."
"Is it also natural I want a second chance?"
"A second chance. How do you mean?"
"I want to be kissed again, by a girl, but this time I want it to be by someone that is not only pretty, but that I actually like. It also has to be someone that I can trust will keep it a secret."
"Of course, that is all understandable. So what about that friend of yours Katie. You two seemed kind close from everything you have told me. And remember I met her and she is certainly attractive. Maybe, you could ask her just try dropping at hint to her. You might be surprised."
Maddie sighed. "Yeah, I thought of that, but the thing is Katie is really uptight about sex. Her mom and dad are really, I mean, really overbearing, almost worse than you know Maria and Dad. Plus her family is like deeply religious so I couldn't ask her."
"Well, have you thought about another one of your friends then?"
"I don't have any other friends I trust enough, or are really pretty and that I like." Maddie paused as she stared at her mother with a funny look on her face. Finally, after a long moment she whispered, "Unless I count you as a friend, Mom."
Amber let out a shaky breath. Her daughter's comment confirmed the growing sensation in her gut things were trending in a somewhat naughty way and it left her feeling queasy—a good kind of queasy though.
Amber smiled at her daughter sweetly before whispering, "Do . . . do you want your mother to give you a nice kiss baby. Is that what you are maybe suggesting?"
Maddie smiled shyly. Moving closer to her mom on the small sofa she reached up and touched the side of her face gently before whispering, "Yes."
Amber made one last desperate attempt to avoid being naughty while, at the same time, giving her daughter what she wanted—a kiss. Leaning in, she kissed her tenderly on the cheek before pulling back.
"Mom, during the game I got kissed on the lips. Can't you do the same?" Maddie whined.
Amber was, all at once, both disappointed her little ploy failed and greatly relieved it did, in fact, fail. Deep down inside, she wanted to kiss her daughter—on the lips. The mere thought of doing so sent a surge of excitement all throughout her body.
Amber slowly brushed her fingers along Maddie's smooth cheek thinking if she was going to do this she was going to do it right and without shame. Grasping her daughter's hands tightly, she lowered her voice to a whisper, "OK, so tell me hon, did that little bitch, April, with her nice breasts, kiss you like this?"
Amber leaned forward and before she could lose her nerve planted a very nice kiss directly on her daughter's lips. She even felt her tongue, involuntarily, or so she told herself, slip out of her mouth, and probe, ever so lightly, along the soft contours of Maddie's champagne stained lips.
Smiling sweetly at Maddie, Amber leaned back. Her heart was racing. Amber was fairly certain she felt her daughter shiver when her tongue skated lightly across her lips. One thing was for certain—Amber's little bit of tongue action had caused a very pronounced shiver to crawl up her own spine.
Maddie looked away causing Amber a brief moment of panic. Did she push things too far? When Maddie looked back up at her mother and was silent the fleeting the panic became more pronounced. "Was . . . was that OK hon? Did I go too far with my kiss? I mean, you wanted to know what it was like so-"
Reaching out, Maddie touched her mother's lips with one finger. "Shhh, Mom, your kiss was like . . . Wow . . . wow with double exclamation points, especially that thing you did with your tongue at the end. That was cool."
"Cool huh? Well, I don't know about the cool part but it was pretty naughty and maybe I should not hav-"
Again Maddie cut her mother off in mid-sentence. "Can you kiss me like that again, but like make it last longer this time . . . Please?"
"Honey, I don't know if that is such a good idea."
"Please, pretty please with sugar on top." Scooting closer to her mom on the sofa Maddie added in a desperate whisper, "You gotta. It's my birthday and you are supposed to be making all your little girl's birthday wishes come true, Mommy."
That single word—Mommy—Amber thought she would never hear her daughter call her that and it caused any resistance she might have been feeling to crumble.
Gathering her daughter in her arms, Amber brushed her hand through her soft golden locks one more time before bringing her lips down. They kissed. Slowly. Amber's tongue flickered in and out, once, wavering slightly across her daughter's soft lips before slipping into her mouth. Swirling her tongue deep in her daughter's mouth, she left it in there, allowing it to explore just a bit as she felt Maddie shudder in her arms.
Things were on the verge of spinning out of control, when Amber, with an act of tremendous willpower, managed to pull back. She ought to put a stop to this—before it was too late.
But it was already too late, much too late, as Maddie was about to make abundantly clear to her mom. "Jesus . . . that was fantastic, Mom! You are such a great kisser."
At first, Amber did not know how to respond before deciding she should at least try and not let things get out of control. Yeah, that is what a good mother would do. "So honey, enough of the kissing. I think, or, at least I hope, I showed you being kissed by a girl is not so bad."
"You did, Mom, but . . ." She paused as a cunning smile crossed her pretty face.
"I know that smile! What are you thinking young lady?"
"Just that, well, remember how I said earlier it really bothered me what I missed out on when I left to go to the bathroom?"
"You mean how everyone but you got to feel up that April girl. Yes, I remember."
"Well it really bothered me and I was just hoping. . ." Maddie was obviously nervous as she twisted her hands in her lap before continuing. "You know, just like with the kissing, maybe my Mommy could help her little girl."
Amber sighed. The "Mommy and little girl" gambit sparked emotions deep inside of her . . . much as she suspected Maddie knew it would. While it may have been obvious what her daughter was asking, what was not so obvious was how she should answer.
After taking a quiet moment of reflection Amber looked at her daughter and began to speak softly. "Honey, you want Mommy to let her sweet, and very curious little girl, feel her boobies?"
Maddie smiled shyly nodding her head yes.
Turning her body to face her daughter, Amber whispered, "If you think it would really help, I suppose it couldn't hurt to let you feel them a bit."
"Can you take your robe off first though? I mean . . . April had her top up when everyone was feeling her up."
"S-sure hon." Amber's excitement at what was about to happen was given away by the slight quiver in her voice.
"Better yet, let me," Maddie said as she boldly reached out grabbing the robe's tie. Maddie's nervous fingers carefully unknotted the tie as mother and daughter gazed sweetly at each other.
Amber looked away, shutting her eyes, as she felt her daughter slip the robe off her body. Hearing her daughter let out a loud sigh Amber opened her eyes to find Maddie eyes fixated on her tits.
Thrusting her chest out her proudly she whispered, "So does your mommy have a nicer looking pair of tits than that stupid April, honey?"
Maddie's voice gushed with girly enthusiasm as she answered. "God yes, your tits are really big and look super nice. Can I really touch them? Please."
"Yes, of course baby. I don't want you feeling like you missed out on something like at the party."
Maddie slowly reached out to touch her mom's tits as Amber closed her eyes once again. She hoped what they were doing, and how they would have to keep it a big secret, would only serve to bring them closer together.
Gently cupping her mom's tits in her hands through the silky soft material of the black teddy Maddie whispered sweetly, "They feel nice, Mommy."
"Do they hon?"
"Yes, very nice." And just to empathize her point Maddie squeezed the fullness of her mom's tits through the thin protection of the see through teddy. Letting her fingers slip down they skated briefly across Amber's ripe nipples causing her to let out a gentle sigh. Amber's big nipples had always been rather sensitive.
Again Amber had to summon an extraordinary amount of willpower to keep things from spinning out of control. Grabbing her daughter's hands she reluctantly pulled them off her tits.
"Hmm, I think you have done enough exploring there little lady . . . for now."
"Yes, for now . . . anyways," Maddie answered quietly while alluding to the fact there would be more "exploring" to come later.
Maddie grabbed the bottle of champagne and quickly refilled both their glasses exclaiming happily, "A toast to the best mom in the world."
Amber wanted to protest they had had enough champagne but after hearing her daughter's "best mom in the world" comment how could she. She drank matching her daughter gulp for gulp as they both nearly drained the entirety of their glasses.
"Do you wanna hear why I think you are the best mother in the world?"
"Sure, hon. I am all ears." Amber responded while wondering if she should slip her robe back on before rejecting the idea. The way Maddie's eyes kept flickering down to her chest made her feel warm and fuzzy inside and this was not a feeling she was ready to let go of yet.
"Because you have the confidence to be real with me and let me explore my young girlish curiosity about the sexy stuff."
"The truth is baby, I am actually secretly thrilled you feel confident enough with me, you know, considering how I just recently came back into your life, to want to explore your curiosity with me."
"Speaking of exploring, you know something else happened at the party that night which I have not mentioned yet."
"What? Tell me."
"Later on, after everyone but me had their turns feeling April's boobs, they all started really teasing me. April started the teasing and the rest of them joined in."
"About what honey?" Amber asked. She could tell by the sad look on Maddie's face whatever this teasing was about it had seriously hurt her.
"About how I had probably never been felt up."
"That stupid April again. You shouldn't let her get to you."
"I know but it was true what they were saying. I have never been felt up before. Mom and Dad are so . . . overprotective of me, but now they are not here and it's just you and me and I was hoping, you know, since you have been so willing to help me explore things Mommy. . ."
Maddie paused letting her dangerous thought just dangle there like some live squirming bait Amber should resist- but could not.
Steeling her nerves Amber tried to control the excitement in her voice before she began to speak. "You want your mommy to feel you up hon?"
"Yes," Maddie replied sweetly.
Amber was torn. She wanted to give in to her natural inclination to say yes to her daughter, but on the other hand saying yes would be so wrong- wouldn't it?
"Honey, I don't know if that is such a good idea. I mean-"
Making her voice both desperate and whiny Maddie reached out and gripped her mom's hands. "Please . . . this is a special night and I am too old not to have experienced what you know other girls experience . . . heck most of the time by junior high."
Without waiting for an answer from her mom, Maddie boldly began to push her mom's hands up toward her chest. After feeling her mom resist, if ever so slightly, Maddie responded by pulling harder on her mom's hands while pleading softly, "Please Mommy, pretty please, with sugar on top."
Amber's resistance crumbled as she allowed her hands to be guided upwards toward her daughter's chest.
"I think you should take your robe off sweetie if we are going to do this."
Amber smiled as she practically ripped her robe off.
"I see you are wearing the black bra I bought you."
"Yeah, I wanted us to match since I hoped you would be wearing the black teddy I bought you. So how does it look on me? I think it looks sexy on me . . . don't you?"
"Yes, Maddie, it looks really good on you, but you know it sounds like maybe you had all this planned out in advance."
"Maybe just a little," Maddie replied smiling at her mother.
Amber's hands slowly moved to the front of her daughter's exquisite looking lace black bra. It was adorned with a small pink ribbon in the front of the bra just between the two delicate cups.
"I especially like this little pink ribbon honey. Its looks cute," Amber told her daughter in a quiet whisper while carefully stroking the ribbon with a pair of nervous fingers before adding impulsively, "Yeah, it looks cute just like your little boobies."
Letting her hands slip forward, Amber very gently, very gingerly pressed her hands against Maddie's small tits causing her to, at first, smile and then to sigh softly before whispering, "Finally."
"Hmm, you like that baby," Amber said warming to the task as she began to fondle her daughter's tits, a bit more aggressively through her bra.
"Yes, Mommy. I like it . . . a lot. I just wish, maybe . . ." Maddie, just as before, left her thought tangling as she turned around on the sofa leaning back against her mother.
Amber took the opportunity to let her hands slip off her daughter's tits. She still had hopes of not letting things fly out of control, but Maddie quickly brought her hands up and aggressively pushed her mom's hands back in place.
Amber sighed. Apparently, fighting her naughty fate was hopeless. Moving her mouth to Maddie's ear she whispered, "Now what do you wish for baby? Tell your Mommy."
Maddie spoke slowly her heart pounding in her chest. "I just wish my stupid bra wasn't in the way."
Amber took one last chance to try and lighten the mood and maybe change the course of their naughty journey. Pulling her hands from Maddie's chest and making an attempt to lighten the mood, she exclaimed, "Really Maddie, your bra is stupid now. And here I thought you said you liked it!"
Maddie, apparently in no mood to change the course of the night's events, turned to her mom and whispered, "I do like it Mom, but . . ." She reached around and once again boldly grabbed her mom's hands guiding them to her back. Pressing her mom's fingers against the bra's strap in the middle of her back Maddie whispered. "Can't you undo my bra and take it off? Please, Mommy."



"Are you sure little girl that is what you want?"
"Yes."
Amber actually had her fingers on the clasp and was about to unhook it when she abruptly stopped. Sighing deeply, she decided she just could not go that far . . . not yet anyway. She would have to deny her baby.
"Hmm, you know I am thinking maybe it's best you leave your bra on for now anyways baby. Sometimes waiting for what you really want only makes it all the more special when you finally get it."
Maddie was silent for a moment before answering with a simple, "OK." Her voice, full of obvious dejection, caused Amber's heart to wrench a bit but she managed to stay strong—her daughter's bra would stay in place.
Closing her eyes, Maddie leaned her head back against her mom again before whispering as Amber continued to softly fondle her daughter's tits through the bra, "Well, if you won't take my bra off can I at least have some more kisses?"
Amber knew she should say no to this request also, but lacked the will power, especially when Maddie turned around and smiled at her mother sweetly while mouthing the words pretty please. Leaning forward, Amber greeted her daughter's smile by brushing her lips against her mouth. Giving in to her deepest carnal desires, she punched her tongue deep inside her daughter's mouth while her hands roamed all over her delicate tits.
Maddie responded in kind by swishing her tongue around the inside of her mom's mouth before pulling back and turning around to face her mom. They sat there side by side on the small sofa, both quiet for the moment; they were now closer than ever thanks to this sexy little adventure they were enjoying.
Finally, Maddie was the one to break the silence. "Mommy, can I touch your boobs again, but this time without your teddy in the way."
"Oh, Geez, I don't know if . . ." Amber tried to protest, but Maddie wasn't to be denied.
Ignoring her lame protest Amber said, "Here, stand up, Mom." Amber's voice managed to be both soft and commanding all at once.
Reaching out to grip her mom's hands, Maddie helped her to her feet. Maddie slide her hands up her mom's bare arms before they stopped at her shoulders. Slowly she slipped a pair of fingers under the thin spaghetti straps of the teddy.
Amber tried once more to be good. "Honey, I shouldn't let you do this. We need to stop."
The young and utterly willful Maddie only smiled while totally ignoring her mom's weak protest. Instead she began ever so slowly to drag the teddy's straps outward across her shoulders before they slipped down.
Amber exhaled- deeply- before swallowing her motherly guilt and letting her daughter have her way. She relaxed her arms as she felt the teddy slipping down and off her body.
Maddie actually giggled as her mom's ultra-sexy black teddy dropped down revealing both of her luscious 34DD boobs.
Something about the way Maddie was giggling finally did it for Amber. Obviously her daughter felt zero shame in what was happening- so why should she?
Right then and there, Amber made her mind up. If she was going to do this, and clearly she was, she was going to do it right and proper. In other words: no more of the shy and reluctant mother routine. With this new attitude firmly in mind, she took a step closer. "What are you giggling at little girl," she hissed at her daughter.
The new firmness in her mom's voice was not lost on Maddie nor was the fact she called her little girl. While Maddie may have been the one to lead them on their naughty journey thus far, she instinctually knew it was time to let her "mommy" take control.
Instead of responding, Maddie shyly looked away hoping her mom would take the bait. She did.
Making her voice as harsh as possible Amber snapped, "I asked you a question little girl and expect an answer. Are you laughing at your Mommy's big boobs? You think they look funny or something!"
Maddie looked up demurely blinking her eyes at her mom before responding quietly, "No Mommy, I think your boobies are beautiful and . . ." She paused, for dramatic effect, before, again looking shyly away-as if she was much too bashful to finish her thought.
Softening her voice to a quiet whisper, Amber reached out and carefully turned her daughter's face upwards as she took yet another small step forward closer to the sofa. "And what sweetheart? Why were you giggling when you saw my boobs?"
Maddie blinked her eyes. Her mom tits, tanned to a beautiful golden bronze with a pair of slightly erect nipples that looked deliciously sweet, were mere inches from her upturned face.
"I was giggling only because I was thinking how much fun they would be to . . . you know, play with . . . if you let me."
"Hmm . . ." Amber stroked the side of Maddie's face sweetly with one delicate finger. "So my little girl wants to play with her mommy's big boobies huh?"
"Yes, Mommy, please . . . pretty please with sugar on top," Maddie responded in the sweetest of whines sealing both of their fates.
Amber took a step back and then carefully sat down on the edge of the coffee table. Staring intently at her daughter she announced, her voice firm and commanding, "First, you have to tell me something little girl and it had better be the truth."
"I will Mommy," Amber replied sweetly.
"Earlier you keep going on and on about what a nice set of tits that little bitch April has. You talked about how big they were and how you wanted to touch them so badly and were upset when you missed out. Do you remember that?"
"Yes, Mommy," Amber meekly whispered.
"Well, now that you have seen your Mommy's tits how do you they compare to your friend's. I mean you do have a crush on her . . . physically you admitted as much so I can imagine you wanted to play with her tits too . . . hmm maybe more so even than mine little girl?"
Without having to think about it, the words simply poured out of Maddie's mouth. "God Mommy your tits are much bigger and nicer than April's. I mean they are beautiful . . . just like you and . . . and well, I would much rather play with yours than hers."
"Really baby," Amber purred as she arched her back, proudly thrusting her tits out toward her daughter. "Well, then show me."
Maddie scooted to the very edge of the sofa before reaching out with a pair of quivering hands to cup her mom's tits in her hands. Bouncing them up and down delicately in her hands her mom's tits felt deliciously firm.
Flickering her fingers at first slowly, and then quicker, across her mom's erect nipples, Maddie was delighted to see how this made her mom squirm.
"God baby you are getting me so hot," Amber gasped as she quickly moved over to the sofa. After settling down next to her daughter, they embraced, their mouths coming together.
Neither held back this time as their tongues engaged in mock battle while their restless hands fondled each other tits. After a breathless minute, Amber pulled back and smiled at her daughter whispering, "Let's try this baby. It might made you giggle some more. It's a little game me and my best friend used to play sometimes, but we should play it in the bedroom."
Hand in hand the girls weaved their way slowly to the bedroom. They both had had too much to drink by now which would only contribute to the ensuing drama.
"Now sit on the edge of the bed and I will be with you in a minute sweetie."
Maddie obeyed quietly her heart beating rapidly as she had the idea her mom's game was going to be a little naughty.
Deciding a more relaxed atmosphere was needed, Amber moved quickly grabbing the half dozen small tea light candles she bought earlier for back home and setting three a piece on each of the nightstands flanking either side of the bed. After turning off the lamp on the nightstand, she lit the candles casting the bedroom in a soft romantic glow.
"Hmm, candles are nice and romantic. I like it," Maddie chirped happily from the bed.
Amber strolled slowly across the bedroom room with her sexy black teddy still pulled down. Plopping down next to her daughter on the bed she said, "You still wanna play Mommy's game sweetheart?"
"Yes, very much so," Maddie eagerly replied.
"OK, so in that case, hmm, the game is called, what . . . Jeez it's been so long since I played . . . I know we had a cute little name for it . . . Oh yeah, it's called 'booby battle'."
"Interesting name."
"Yes, well, do you still wanna take your bra off honey? It's kind of necessary for the game."
"Yes," Maddie eagerly replied as she reached around to undo her bra.
"Would it be OK if you let your mommy have the honors of being the first one to take off your bra hon. I mean you have never taken it off for anyone before right or let anyone take it off?"
"No," Maddie replied quietly.
Amber moved behind Maddie on the bed and very carefully, with a pair of nervous fingers that quivered ever so slightly, undid the pretty bra's delicate clasps, and then just as carefully, slid the bra off Maddie's body.
Maddie let out a gentle sigh as she felt her young boobs being exposed for the first time. Sensing her mom peering over her shoulder and staring at them she shyly whispered, "Are they nice, Mommy?"
"Oh sweetheart they are beautiful . . . just like you." Without thinking, Amber reached down and cupped her daughter's precious little boobies in her hands. They felt deliciously firm as she jiggled them in her hands before allowing her fingers to go dancing across Maddie's ripe young nipples. They immediately snapped to attention as she let out a pronounced sigh.
"Hmm, I think someone likes their little boobies being played with but unfortunately that is enough for now hon if we are going to play Mommy's game."
"Yeah, let's play," Maddie answered now more than ever eager to see what her mom had in store for them.
"So this is how the game is played. We get up on the middle of the bed, on our knees facing each other and when I say go we come together pushing our tits against each other. The object of the game is for me to try and push you backwards so you end up flat on your back while you try to do the same to me and one thing . . . no hands. No grabbing, no pulling, no using your hands at all. In fact, as I recall the way we used to play was for the both of us to keep our hands firmly clasped behind our backs."
"So I am going to try and force you onto my back just like you are doing to me?"
"Yes, but just remember, keep them hands clasped so all you can do is just push your chest against me and the same for me to you."
"The loser is the one who ends up on their back then huh?"
"Exactly honey and that is when the real fun starts. Now the winner can use their hands freely once someone ends up on their back while the loser they must submit to the other one and allow them to . . . well, kind of mash their boobies all down in their face. The winner basically tries to smother the loser with their tits and since the loser can't use their hands to fight back, they just have to basically lay there and take it."
"This sounds like a real fun game."
"Good, I am glad you like it. I was afraid you think it would sound stupid."
"No way. Let's play," Maddie gushed as she hopped over to the middle of the bed.
After a beaming Amber joined her the game was afoot. They held hands facing each other as Amber counted down, "One . . . Two . . . Three . . . Go!"
The game started out at a seductively slow pace as mother and daughter took their sweet time slowly pushing their tits against one another in a most alluring and delicious manner.
"Wow," Maddie exclaimed, "this is kind of fun and it feels neat too," Maddie gushed as she felt a tingle of shivers go up and down her spine as her mother's large nipples gyrated around circling her own sensitive young nips.
Sadly, although fun, it was not much of a contest. The bigger busted Amber quickly used her larger tits to overpower her giggling daughter as poor Maddie found herself flat on her back in a mere matter of seconds after they both got serious.
"Ha! Got you little girl. Now to finish you off with my . . . big boobs of death."
They both giggled as Amber sunk down burying young Maddie's sweet innocent little face in between her tits. Literally smothering her daughter with her boobs, Amber laughed recklessly while rotating her tits up and down, and all around in her daughter's face.
Maddie closed her eyes against the delicious assault as her giggling finally subsided. Wondering what her mother might do if she tried to escape Maddie bravely started to fight back.
She managed to raise herself up to her elbows before Amber hissed at her, "You are not to struggle young lady. You lost fair and square, now lay back and take your punishment."
Looking down at her daughter, her pretty young face was flushed with excitement, Amber sweetened her voice as she ran one hand delicately through Maddie's blonde hair whispering, "Please baby, play the game right and take your punishment. You might like it you know. Otherwise . . ." Amber paused and, without warning, twisted her hand deep in Maddie's hair before yanking on it . . . hard. "Mommy might not be so nice."
"Ouch, Mommy . . . OK, OK . . . I will take my punishment." Maddie sunk back down onto the bed one again closing her eyes in eager anticipation as she had a very good idea what her punishment would be. More of the same!!
"I think I told you, me and my best friend used to do this hon. God this is going to bring back memories and as I recall, I won more than I lost."
Positioning her chest over Maddie's face Amber allowed her boobs to drop down into the young girl's face. As her mother swayed back and forth, Maddie began to giggle as she felt those big firm boobs bouncing against her face.
"You like that sweetie? Having that pretty face of yours tickled by your mommy's boobies."
Maddie wanted to answer but literally could not as her mom, snaking one hand around the back of her head, pushed her face up into all that glorious tit flesh literally smothering her in an abundance of boobs.
Amber continued to grind her boobs down and all around against Maddie's face before letting up slightly allowing her daughter a moment's peace. Maddie had just enough time to let out another series of giggles before Amber renewed the assault.
It was hopeless. No matter how much Maddie squirmed or thrashed about on the large bed her mom, who was bigger, stronger, and much more insistent in her actions, easily tracked her movements. Maddie finally submitted fully closing her eyes and relaxing as her face was engulfed by her mom's delicious tits.
After another full booby attack, Amber lifted herself up. Looking down at her daughter she noticed how her face was flushed with excitement while looking so utterly beautiful. Reaching down, she gently pushed a loose strand of Maddie's blonde hair from her face before whispering sweetly, "If you give Mommy some nice kisses little girl maybe I will show mercy."
"I will try," Maddie whispered back as her mother lowered her lips to hers.
They kissed, long and slow, soft and sweet. Both of their tongues took turns angling in and out with careful precision into each other mouths before Amber leaned forward while dropping her boobs down into Maddie's face. Now it was her turn to giggle as she briskly shook her upper body back and forth slapping her boobs against Maddie's face in a most provocative and playful manner.
Momentarily Amber's giggling subsided; her damn pussy was on fire and she needed more. Reaching down, she gently turned her daughter's face upwards. They stared intently at each other for a long moment, their very soul's connecting as her large tits hovered mere inches from Maddie's soft lips. Stroking her hair she whispered, "Does Mommy's little girl want to suck on her boobies."
Maddie slowly nodded her head yes as she gazed at her mom's large areoles with intense anticipation. "Close your eyes and open your mouth baby."
Maddie's eager tongue flickered across one of her mom's rigid nipples, making her sigh, before she opened her mouth and begin to suck on her mommy's tit with a passionate intensity. The overwrought Amber was nearly whimpering as she tangled her fingers in Maddie's long blond hair.
"Oh God baby that feels so good, "Amber whispered as she pushed her daughter's face deeper into her cleavage. Closing her eyes she sighed becoming lost in a dream world of forbidden incest.
Maddie eagerly attacked her mom's tits- her mouth kissing up and down the vast valley between her boobs- before capturing first one, and then the other, in her mouth. She made sure to lather both of her mommy's boobs with a twisting and turning tongue before finishing up with a series of soft and gentle kisses. The tender loving care her daughter was showing her tits elicited several long moans from Amber.
Her eyes flickered open. Looking down, Amber witnessed the glorious sight of her daughter feasting on her tits causing an intense longing deep inside of her.
Maddie, eager to please her mommy, became assertive. She rose up and clamping her arms around her mom's back she twisted her around so Amber was now the one who ended up on her back. She eagerly buried her face once more in between her mom's tits while she slipped one nervous hand down and in between her legs. First one, and then a second finger, slid easily inside her mom as Amber arched her back.
Maddie took her sweet time, suckling on each of her mom's lovely breasts as she slowly explored with childlike curiosity the moist gash between her mom's legs. She observed with loving curiosity how pushing one finger up and inside of her mom caused her to moan and squirm. Ever so carefully, while she continued to feast upon her mommy's tits in an ever increasing series of wet and wild kisses, Maddie added a second finger to the mix.
Poor Amber was soon reduced to a quivering mass of hot flesh thanks to the efforts of her eager young daughter. Amber, thrashing all over the large bed, finally, couldn't take it anymore. She aggressively pushed her daughter's face southward while spreading her legs. Maddie knew what her mom wanted.
Closing her eyes, she diffidently flickered her tongue out along the moist folds of her mom's pussy. "Oh that's it honey, work that virgin tongue all over your Mommy's pussy."
What she lacked in experience Maddie made up with youthful exuberance. She licked and kissed her way all around her mom's wet vagina, her tongue darting in and out, her mom's hand on the back of her head guiding it up and down and all around.
Amber was nearly there, but this was not the way she wanted to come. "Stop baby. I want us to be gazing into those pretty hazel eyes of yours when you help make mommy come. Go . . . Grab my purse. Hurry. It's over on the dresser."
"What's in your purse?" Maddie asked as she crossed the room.
"A girl's best friend."
Just as she hopped back up on the bed Maddie smiled. "Oh I know what you have in there. I bet it's a vibrator."
"You are so smart, little girl."
Amber maneuvered her daughter so she leaning, her back up against the head board of the bed while she snuggled down in front of her.
Leaning her back against her daughter, Amber whispered, "Now you occupy yourself playing with mommy's tits while she turns her toy on OK baby and plays with herself."
"Yes, Mommy," Maddie eagerly replied curious to see just how her mother would use the large toy on herself. The vibrator was long and purple, maybe seven inches and was ribbed. As it hummed to life Maddie, peering around her mom's shoulder, stared at it inquisitively while bouncing her mom's tits up and down in her hands.
Maddie watched, delighted to have such an up close and personal view, as her mother carefully worked the purple humming toy back and forth and all around her pussy before she pushed it up and inside of her.



Amber's head lolled back onto Maddie's shoulder as she let out a long moan while the humming toy worked its magic all over her clit just as her daughter begin to flicker her fingers across her sensitive nipples.
"Oh God . . . it feels so good honey. Hmm . . . kiss me baby, kiss Mommy."
Bringing one hand up, Maddie turned her mom's face toward her. They kissed deeply as Maddie's tongue, now full of confidence, swirled and dipped inside her mom's mouth.
The humming grew louder after Amber kicked the vibrator up a notch and was now working it furiously in and out of her pussy. She was close.
Breaking the kiss off, Amber pulled back from her daughter and whispered, "Look at me baby. Stare deep into my soul as I come."
Maddie obeyed staring at her mom intently in the eyes as Amber grasped her daughter's hand and guided it down between her legs.
Amber was breathless and rapidly approaching having a tremendous orgasm. "Baby, use your fingers to play with my clit while I use the vibrator OK?"
Maddie obediently answered her mom's naughty request with a shy and sweet, "Yes, Mommy."
Waiting until her mom slid the vibrator out, Maddie pushed her finger deep inside her mom's warm, wet pussy. It felt . . . nice. After wriggling it around for a moment she slid it back out allowing the vibrator to have its turn. Maddie again leaned over her mom's shoulder and watched while continuing to use her index and middle fingers to stroke her mom's clit as Amber- furiously now-began to fuck herself with the large vibrator.
"Oh God . . . yes . . . yes, yes, yes, oh baby, YESSSSS!!"
"You like that, Mommy," Maddie whispered as she circled her clit with her playful fingers while applying just enough gentle pressure to send her mother careening toward an orgasm.
"Am I helping to make you come, Mommy?"
By now Amber was too far gone to answer. Tipping over the edge, Amber, shaking, let out one last loud moan before collapsing against her daughter.
Maddie sat there holding her mom as she shook from the aftershocks of a wholly intense orgasm. After allowing her mother a quiet moment to recover, Maddie whispered in her ear, "Mother, can . . . can you use your toy on your little girl and make her . . . you know."
"Have your first orgasm?"
"Yes."
Amber smiled sweetly at her daughter. "OK sweetie. Let's have you lay down on your back in the middle of the bed. Mommy needs to warm her little girl up first before using her toy on her."
Maddie obeyed having an idea being "warmed up" would involve a whole lot of kind words and loving attention from her beautiful mommy.
Amber got comfortable next to her daughter stretching out alongside her. Reaching down she stroked her daughter's hair pushing it aside to reveal an ear. Bringing her mouth down to the revealed ear, she whispered, "You are such a beautiful little girl honey and Mommy is going to take really good care of you now. Just like this."
Amber's tongue slithered out lapping lightly along Maddie's ear causing her to squirm all over the bed. Moving down, Amber's aggressive tongue play dropped to the nape of her daughter's neck. Her tongue circled along the area between Maddie's hairline and her collar bone and then back again.
Hearing her whisper, "Oh God Mommy, that feels . . . like wow," gave Amber the needed confidence to continue.
Picking up her daughter's hand, Amber alternated between sucking and licking on her fingers, again making her squirm. Gazing down at Maddie's fully erect nipples caused untold excitement to crawl up and down her spine. Leaning down she gently lapped at Maddie's small boobs with her darting tongue before fully opening her mouth. She suckled first one, and then the other, of the small boobies into her mouth causing her daughter to let out a soft moan that only grew louder as Amber slipped one finger up and inside of her daughter's tight little virgin cunt.
Amber used her thumb, slowly rotating it against Maddie's clit, while her tongue delicately circled those adorable little nipples of her daughter's. Maddie closed her eyes as she felt her mom's mouth slowly slip down and off her tits. It crossed the flat plain of her youthful tummy, the tongue like a playful snake always darting in and out. She wriggled in rabid anticipation when her mom's tongue passed over her navel knowing exactly where her mom's mouth was heading.
Amber, in expert in teasing, carefully slurped at Maddie's inner thighs in soft circles which -ever so slowly- moved closer and closer to the moist treasure between her daughter's legs.
"God, M-mommy, please . . . please kiss me there," Maddie whined in a voice that crackled with keen expectancy.
Amber patiently moved her mouth directly over her daughter's untested cunt. After a few moments hesitation, designed by the mother to specifically to allow the growing sexual tension her daughter was sure to be feeling to grow to a fever pitch, Amber snaked her tongue out and begin tracing gentle lines all up and down the lips of Maddie virgin pussy.
Flickering her tongue out, she lapped at the tight little crevice of Maddie's delectable tasting pussy. Swirling her tongue, faster and then slower, Amber allowed it to dip once, twice, and then a third time teasingly into the sweetened honey pot of Maddie's womanhood.
Amber, deciding Maddie had been teased enough, now went to work. She quickly spun her tongue out and around before it whirled onto Maddie's clit. Lapping at it with a tongue obviously experienced in the Sappho arts, Amber attacked her daughter's nub skillfully with a mixture of sweet little kisses and long, carefully orchestrated, licks of her tongue.
Maddie was quickly turned into nothing more than a squirming, squealing little girl begging to be pleased by her mommy.
"Oh God, Mommy, that feels so so good. Please don't stop . . . pleeeassse." The long drawn out please would be the last coherent word uttered by Maddie. Her eyes fell shut, her head lolling back on the pillow, as she slipped into a pleasurable abyss.
Amber continued to dart her tongue in and out as Maddie began to shake all over, her breath coming in raggedy gasps; her very first orgasm rocketed her into heaven.
Amber held her daughter tight for a few quiet moments before whispering in her ear, "I guess we didn't need mommy's toy after all huh little girl."
"No we didn't. Jesus that was fantastic, but, you know, I still would like to try you toy out . . . sometime."
"But not tonight honey, as I am afraid I am on the verge of passing out. The wine you know but we have one more night in Paris to . . . well . . . share and explore whatever you might want to share and explore."
"Promise, Mommy?"
"Promise, hon," Amber whispered back stroking her daughter's hair. At this very moment, she could not imagine loving anyone as fiercely and as passionately as she did her beautiful, young daughter.
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As the waitress approached the table, eighteen year old "Tony" was apprehensive. He was a freshman at the University of Georgia, with an untested fake ID in his wallet showing him to be two months past his twenty-first birthday. The fake ID identified him as one Tony Mercer. His real name was Howard Jaimeson, but his friends called him Howie.
His two older buddies, Tom and Frank, both of legal age, assured him the phony ID was more than adequate. His friends were right; the waitress scanned all three of their ID's before handing them back without comment.
Howard actually look older than his true age. He was of mixed heritage, his dad was a Caucasian, while his pretty mother was a beautiful mixture of African American and Cherokee Indian. Of the two, Howard took after his father more so being fair skinned, although he received his mom's dark hair which he kept short and neatly trimmed at all times. He was built bigger than his father though as he was just over six feet tall while weighing a solid two hundred pounds.
Many people remarked how closely he resembled his older brother, Holden, if only in the looks department, which rarely pleased him as he didn't really care for his older sibling.
From the very beginning, Howard aka Tony, found himself smitten with their waitress, Vanessa. She was an older, his guess maybe early to mid-thirties, light skinned, well put together, African- American beauty. As she served them throughout the night she was more than a little flirtatious with the boys, but most especially toward the well-mannered Howard.
After bringing them yet another round of beers, their fourth if anyone was bothering to keep track, she was in the process of clearing the table when she accidently knocked over one of the half full beer bottles. It was just the two of them with Howard's buddies over at the bar talking to a couple girls.
"Oh God, I'm sorry. I'm so clumsy," she said offering an apologetic smile.
"It's OK," Howard quickly replied as his eyes slipped off her face and travelled inadvertently downward.
Howard wasn't lying-- it really was OK as he was treated to a most delicious sight. Leaning over in front of Howard while patiently wiping up the spill, she appeared oblivious to the way he was gazing at her. There was plenty to gawk at as the snug, light colored blouse Vanessa was wearing showed off a pair of rather sizable tits.
Howard wanted to avert his eyes, but it was, at first, difficult, and then nearly impossible, once it became patently obvious Vanessa's large tits were unencumbered by a bra.
Later on, as Howard told his tale of the spilled beer to Tom and Frank, along with describing in glowing terms her braless tits, they both went as far as to suggest she spilled the beer on purpose as a way of flirting with him. The self-effacing Howard wasn't buying it, but it was a nice thought regardless.
As the mid- September night wore on, Howard generously tipped Vanessa, while treating her with extreme politeness—unlike his two older buddies who were both a bit crass with her.
He considered asking for her number, but in the end decided against it mainly because he figured a beautiful older women like herself would not be interested in someone so young. Besides, if he was to ask her out would he do so as the twenty-one year old fake Tony, or the eighteen year old real Howard?
In the end, it all became too much to think about so he did the easiest thing possible—nothing.
It seemed fate was on his side though as they ran into each other a few short days later. It's was a lazy Wednesday afternoon when Howard wandered into the restaurant side of the Bulldog to have lunch after finishing a late morning class.
Much to his delight, she was waiting tables in his section, and surprisingly enough, remembered him from the other night. The restaurant was slow, and after bringing him his food she plopped down on the chair across from him and they struck up a pleasant conversation.
Howard made a snap decision to keep up the charade of being the fake older Tony. He was reluctant, as of yet, to reveal his ID from the other night was a fraud, especially after learning she was twenty nine, unmarried, and didn't drop any hints of having a boyfriend. Somehow their age difference of only eight years with him being the fake Tony seemed better than the alternative—telling the truth.
After discovering she was also taking classes at U of G, majoring in English, which just happened to be his worse subject, he screwed up enough courage to suggest maybe they could meet one day in the library for a quick tutoring session.
After adding he could pay her a little something, her pleasant reply caught him off-guard. "Or maybe, instead of paying me you could just treat me to lunch here or there, and then if you manage to get a good grade this semester a nice dinner."
Over the course of the next month, they met for several tutoring sessions and after the second one she graciously allowed him to take her out to lunch.
The one lunch turned into a nearly weekly affair with him still keeping with being the older "Tony". Pretending to be older, and someone else, was actually giving Howard a stronger sense of self-confidence to handle dating this attractive older woman.
Other than using a fake name and age, Howard was himself with her—a perfectly charming young Southern gentlemen, amiable, a bit on the shy side, and abidingly polite. It seemed to be working, although he knew, sooner or later, if things continued to go well, he would have to reveal the truth to her.
Maybe because she was such a good tutor, or maybe just because he wanted to impress her, he put a lot of time and effort into his English course and ended up with a final grade of B. They celebrated his good grade with dinner at an Italian restaurant in downtown Athens.
After dinner, they ended up back at her place alone. Her roommate was out of town visiting family allowing Howard the hope this might be the night he finally would lose his virginity. God knew he hoped so as Vanessa looked ravishing in a short white dress emphatically tight enough in all the right places to show off her abundant curves.
Cuddling together on the old fashioned swing on her front porch they enjoyed the warm late autumn evening while sharing a glass of lemonade generously spiked with some kind of alcohol. Howard's eyes keep darting to her chest mainly because before they headed out to the porch, Vanessa excused herself to go slip into something a bit more comfortable. Her new comfortable attire consisted of a pair of cut off blue jeans shorts, along with a tight red and gray University of Georgia tee shirt.
After sharing a second, and even more potent lemonade, somehow, someway, he found himself making out with this goddess of dark beauty. His first kisses were clumsy at best, but Vanessa said little, instead showed him a kind, motherly patience which only served to turn him on all the more.
During a prolonged kiss, Howard took a chance, snaking his tongue deep inside her mouth (she tasted delicious), while brushing his hands up against her breasts (they felt pleasantly full). Vanessa offered him a whimsical smile as she took his hand and led him into the house.
Settling down on the couch in the living room, they shared several more breathless kisses during which he groped, with growing eagerness, at those large tits of hers. His hands slipped around to her back, and then under her tee shirt with his inexperienced fingers fumbling at trying to get her bra undone. She allowed his muddling about for a short moment or two before pushing his hands away.
With an exaggerated primness she admonished him for trying to undo her bra. "And here I thought you were such a perfect gentlemen Mr. Tony. I guess my tits are too much for even this gentlemen to resist huh?"
"Sorry Vanessa. Guess I got carried away." His face flushed as in the semi-dark living room he failed to notice her devilishly smile.
"Turn the lamp on," she whispered. "I need to tell you something serious."
Howard sighed. Surely he blew it if she wanted the lights on now.
He flicked the switch on the lamp to find Vanessa smiling at him. "I just wanted you to turn the light on for a second so you could see how serious what I have to say really is."
When she said nothing for a long moment, instead just sitting there with a sly smile on her pretty face he asked quietly, "So what did you have to say to me that is so serious?"
"Oh nothing much . . . just this." His eyes grew wide as—unbelievably-- she pulled her tee shirt over her head before casually tossing it to the side.
"Jesus Christ," he muttered. Her white lace trimmed bra was adorned with small red roses scattered over the immense cups and looked ultra-sexy on her.
"This should make it a bit easier for you to, you know, take off my bra."
They begin a series of adoring kisses as he struggled to undo the triple clasps in the back of her bra. He managed to get the first two undone, and was struggling with the third, when her phone chirped from somewhere nearby.
"Oh Christ what timing. Let me turn that damn thing off, hon. Just hold on a minute."
Vanessa stretched out retrieving her phone from the nearby coffee table. "Damn, it's my sister. I better take this. Sorry."
Howard heart shrank, along with his cock, as he listened to her side of the conversation. It was clearly not good news.
"My mom, she is in the hospital. A stroke. I really need to go," Vanessa said her voice breaking.
Howard retrieved her tee shirt and handed it to her while trying not to think of what might have been. "Is there anything I can do?"
"No, I don't think so. Just call me later," she said before kissing him quickly on the cheek.
The stroke was bad leaving Fiona dependent on her daughter for nearly all her basic needs. Vanessa was forced to drop out of Georgia and move back to Holmfeld, a small town roughly forty miles northeast of Athens, where her mom lived.
Much to his relief, they continued to stay in contact talking on the phone a couple times a week after she moved away. He was smitten with her now more than ever.
It was during a late night phone call, a few week later, when their relationship took a turn. They had just started their conversation when she sighed heavily, "Well I guess it's time I told you the truth. You have been so good to me so you deserve nothing less than the truth. When we first met I told you I was only twenty nine, well, I tell everyone that little lie. The truth is I am thirty four years old. I meant to tell you sooner of my little hang up about admitting that I am over thirty, but I guess I just never got around to it. I hope you are not too mad at me?"
He sighed. Now it would be his turn as he had been given an opening as wide as the Mississippi to bring up his own little white lie.
"You know Vanessa, I have a similar confession of my own. Remember that night at the bar when we first met and I showed you my ID. It was a fake."
"I thought it looked sort of fishy but you were so polite so I let it slide. And then since you didn't bring it up the next time we ran into each other I thought I was wrong or you would have told me. So your name is not Tony, huh? Maybe its Prince Charming instead."
Pleasantly surprised by her lighted hearted answer he told her everything. "Actually, it's Howard and I'm eighteen, soon to be nineteen in a few months anyways and things were going so good between us I . . . shit I just didn't want to take a chance and mess anything up by telling you how young I really was. I was going to tell you . . . eventually. It was just I didn't think you would want to keep hanging out with me if you knew my true age."
"I suppose I can't be too mad or complain as I was kind of using the same excuse about things going good so why rock the boat and reveal my true age. So we are both guilty of the same crime. That is too funny huh?"
"Yeah," he sighed still not one hundred percent sure she was OK with him being only eighteen.
"So tell me Howard, the ID as I recall said your address was in Athens. Is that true at least?"
"Yes, that part is true. Originally, I guess I never told you this, I'm from Brandenberry."
Brandenberry was another small town in Georgia not far from Holmfeld and about a good half hour's drive from Athens.
"Really, my mom worked in Brandenberry when I was a teenager. So are you going to tell me your real last name or is that a secret?"
"It's Jaimeson," he told her.
"Wait . . . Your last name is Jaimeson and you're from Brandenberry?"
Yes, I--"
"Your father's name, is it Arthur? Does he have a son named Holden?"
After he answered yes to both questions the phone went silent for several long moments before she spoke again, her voice barely rising above a whisper.
"Can you tell me your birthday Howard?"
"Sure, I guess I better so you can buy me a nice present."
"Just tell me please," she whispered.
Howard hesitated before speaking. It sounded weirdly desperate the way she was demanding to know his birthday. Just after he told her, the phone went dead.
He tried to call back right away, thinking there was maybe something wrong with the line, but she wasn't picking up, nor did she pick up for the next several days either. Howard was baffled about what happened. Maybe she decided eighteen was too young for her after all.
Finally, after three days she sent him a short text.
Howard-- I need some time and space to figure things out. Please understand. I can't say anything more at this time and please don't try and contact me.
Howard was baffled by the turn of events but, not wanting to come on too strong, gave her the space she wanted. It would be nearly two years before they spoke again.
Fiona eventually passed away due to complications from her stroke allowing Vanessa to return to Athens after almost two years. After enrolling at the university, she made a determined effort to look up Howard, knowing she, at the very least, owed him the truth.
After tracking him down, he was still taking classes at Georgia, and was now a junior, they met for lunch. Things were at first a bit awkward as Vanessa refused to go into detail of what happened but finally, toward the end of their lunch, just as he was near bursting with curiosity, she made a startling confession. The story behind the shocking truth as she told it would break his heart.
"My mother worked at the Jaimeson estate for a long time, your family's estate and when I got older, into my teens, I used to go there and help my mother out doing odd little chores and stuff. Anyways, Holden, he was quite a bit older than me, in his early twenties, I think and he liked me."
Howard interjected quietly, "I know he is my brother and stuff, but honestly I really don't like Holden. He is a jerk."
"Yeah, you might like him even less when I am done, but for now please no more questions or comments. I need to just get through this."
"Sure," Howard said. He tried to reach out and take her hand but she pulled back.
"OK, so Holden, he liked to flirt with me and stuff, always making crass jokes that I, being young, foolishly giggled at maybe encouraging him a bit. Actually, I thought he was cute and kind of funny even if he was a bit crass."
Vanessa paused to collect her thoughts. The really difficult part of her confession was coming up. "It was during one of those times when I was there helping her that it happened. My mom was off on some errand that would take a while and no one else was there but me. Holden came home and began to flirt with me, again, but really aggressive this time. At first, I was sort of flattered having the attentions of this older boy, I mean I was all of sixteen at the time, but quickly his flirtations were out of control and . . . Howard . . . he ended up raping me."
"Jesus, did you call the police? Did you press charges?"
Vanessa dabbed at her eyes with a napkin before shaking her head no.
"Why?" Howard lamely asked but he was pretty sure he knew why in the back of his mind.
"I wanted to but my mom, she knew about these things, talked me out of it. She said, 'Arthur socialized with Brandenberry's chief of police and had been elected on the back of Jaimeson money'. Besides, she stressed to me a black girl accusing a white boy of rape, especially a white boy with the last name of Jaimeson, it was not bound to end well for the girl. After my anger cooled, I guess I agreed."
Vanessa paused again. Longer this time as she twisted the napkin in her hands.
"What is it, Vanessa tell me? Look I understand if you are upset with my family. I mean my brother did rape you and--"
"Howard, you don't understand at all do you? I got pregnant because of the rape. I wasn't sexually active at the time so it was Holden. When I found out I demanded something be done. My mom, she talked to Arthur in private. I think she actually threatened him although she would never tell me exactly what went down. Anyways, an agreement was reached that everyone hoped I would abide to."
"What agreement was that?" Howard asked. A strange feeling was starting to come over him as to exactly where this story was heading.
"To give my baby up after I had it to Mary, Arthur's third wife who desperately wanted a baby but could not have one."
"Wait you mean my dad wanted you to give . . ." Howard was growing confused, possibly in a futile attempt to avoid the truth. "Give your baby up to my mom?"
"Howard," Vanessa reached across the table taking his hand into hers, "Mary is not your mother . . . I am. Holden is your father. Of course they keep this all from you. I don't know, I doubt if they ever would plan on telling you the truth."
Howard was too stunned to talk as Vanessa finished her story. "As part of the deal worked out, they gave my mom a sizable cash payment. Enough for us to move away up north to Chicago. We moved in with my Aunt Rose. Howard, you have to understand, I didn't want to give you up, but I was young and had plans. I was angry about being raped. I thought you being raised by a stable family, well off and everything would give you the best chance in life. Better than being raised by a single young black mother anyways."
"Jesus, you gave me up," Howard muttered under his breath.
"I liked your mom. She was like me in a way. Young, I think she was all of twenty seven or twenty eight at the time, black, well half anyway, I think she is mixed and after talking to her one day for a long, long while trying to decide what to do I decided she would make a good mother especially after she told me her and Arthur had been trying unsuccessfully to have a child together."
"So fucking Holden is my dad. Jesus--"
"Please Howard, let's not talk about him. Instead let's focus on us. On us moving forward."
"Fine. So you said you moved to Chicago though, but you are back here and so was your mother. What happened?"
"My mom got tired of those bitter cold Chicago winters. Besides she had always been a simple country woman and the big city just did not set well with her. So after five years or so we moved back down here and I started taking classes at Georgia and working at the Bulldog and I met you, or actually your alias Tony Mercer and . . . well, you know the rest."
Alone that night in his apartment Howard could not sleep. He kept trying to wrap his head around how this woman he was so smitten with could now suddenly be his mother. Was he supposed to now just turn his feelings for her off—just like that?
By mutual agreement, they decided to take a week off from each other, no phone calls, no meeting, no texts, nothing in an effort to sort out their respective feelings with everything out on the table now.
Much to his surprise, Howard found over the course of their week apart, he was, if anything, even more enamored with his newly found mother. At least now, he understood better the reason why he felt so close to her so quickly after meeting. Maybe it was some sixth sense trying to tell him this woman was special.



After the week was up they decided by mutual agreement to take some time getting to know one another over the next few months. By the time spring came their relationship was on solid ground, although trying to keep things on a normal level between them sometimes proved difficult as just under the surface of their new relationship was a hint of smoldering passion.
As Mother's Day weekend approached, Howard was determined to do something special for his new mom and after some deliberation he finally decided to surprise her with a three day weekend trip to the rustic vacation cabin his family owned on Darwin Lake.
Arriving at the lake on a sunny Friday morning, Vanessa fell in love immediately with the Jaimeson's beautiful lake front cabin. She was especially captivated to find the gently sloping back yard went right down to a private little beach area.
When she found out the cabin only had a single bedroom with only one bed she wondered briefly about the sleeping arrangements before sighing to herself. Of course he will sleep on the couch out in the living room. Stop being silly, Vanessa.
Wanting to change the subject in her mind, she told him, "Howard you should have told me the cabin was on a lake. I would have packed my swimsuit."
"But that would have ruined my surprise, but hey, when we go into town I'm sure you can find something. Darwin has plenty of little clothing shops. We need to head to town anyways to pick up food for the weekend."
After hitting the modest sized town they split up. Howard went off to pick up some groceries at the local food market, while she headed off to one of the local boutiques.
After taking care of his errands, Howard tracked his mother down in the Pink Lady boutique where she was holding up an attractive little one piece suit. "That would look sweet on you Mom," Howard chirped as he approached her from behind.
"You think," she said doubtfully. "God, the prices here are outrageous, but this little one piece is actually kind of cute but it's too expensive."
"What do you expect? Darwin is pretty much a tourist trap." Howard replied before spotting a mannequin displaying a white with red polka dots tie-front bikini top.
Vanessa turned to see her son eyeing the bikini top and decided to have a little fun with him. She dropped the one piece back down on the shelf sidling up next to him.
"Now that one is sexy. Probably too sexy for this thirty something year old mom though."
"Not hardly, I think it would look fantastic on you. You should buy it."
"Hmm, well, I do like it, the polka dots are cute and I think white looks nice on me."
Howard couldn't resist. He leaned in close whispering in her ear, "Everything looks nice on you, Mom."
"Stop," she said swatting at his arm while secretly loving the way he was always paying her compliments both big and small.
"Yeah it's nice alright and the price shows it. Look." She flipped the price tag over to show him.
Howard shrugged his shoulders. "Seventy nine dollars. What is that expensive?"
"For the top alone. Yeah. You are right anyways this place is a tourist trap. No way am I paying seventy nine dollars just for a damn bikini top."
"Well, maybe you won't, but I don't mind paying that much. Besides you like it so let me buy it for you . . . that plus, of course, whatever you pick out to pair with it as a bottom."
"Are you sure? I mean if I do find a matching bottom I'm sure it will be expensive too. Together you are going to end up spending probably over a hundred dollars."
He smiled. "No worries. Go find a matching bottom, Mom."
"Howard . . . no. It's too expensive."
"You like it which is all that matters. Call it a gift. It is mother's day after all. Now come on pick out a matching bottom so we can hit the beach already."
"Fine," she huffed before adding, "and, well, since you are the one splurging for my swimsuit you need to help me find something nice to match my sexy top."
With Vanessa scrounging through what passed as the clearance section of the swimsuit aisle, Howard wandered over as an attractive white bikini bottom displayed on a nearby mannequin caught his eye.
He turned to find his mom tossing aside several bottoms as she exclaimed, "There is nothing here very appealing son. Maybe we should just forget trying to find me some bottoms and buy that one piece instead."
"Well if you really want, but first take a look at these," he replied pointing to the mannequin.
Vanessa took one look at the amount of skin that would be displayed on her ass if she allowed her oh so generous son to buy her these bikini bottoms and gave him a rueful smile.
"Sexy and skimpy. Hmm, I can see why you like em."
"Well if you don't then I guess we can find you something else," he said trying to hide his disappointment.
"You are right son. I don't like them . . ." She watched his face drop before adding the kicker. "I love them. If you want to buy them for me I would happily accept."
"Really? You aren't going to argue they are too expensive."
"Would I win?"
"No, probably not," he said laughing.
Vanessa was thrilled by her son's generosity, although she half suspected the "gift" was really maybe as much for him as it is for her. The thought of this, instead of making her uneasy, only secretly thrilled her.
After getting back to the cabin, they headed out back to the small lake where they planned on spending the rest of the warm afternoon lounging about.
Just as Howard assumed his mother looked fucking fantastic in her new bikini. The bikini top showed off her gorgeous tits to the point where poor Howard fought -- and pretty much lost—to keep from ogling her chest the whole afternoon. He got little relief whenever she turned her back on him either, as the view from the backside was just as generous to the eyes considering the little matching white booty shorts she generously allowed him to pick out for her did little to hide her delicious ass.
Marveling at what great shape his mom was in he made an innocent inquiry. "Are you, like, working out Mom because you are in pretty good shape?"
"Thanks. Glad you noticed. I have been working out again. Been hitting the gym about four times a week. Now speaking of working out how about we take a dip in the water. Maybe we can have a little race out to that raft just off shore."
"I don't know. I'm a pretty good swimmer, Mom."
"Oh yeah, well let's see about that."
They laughed happily as they raced across the beach and into the water. Howard, in a mood to show off, gave it his all and easily beat his mom out to the raft resting about thirty yards off shore. After climbing aboard the small wooden platform he reached down to help her up and onto the raft.
After resting on the raft for a few minutes they jumped back into the water and spent some time engaging in a bit of physical horseplay. The highlight of the afternoon came a few minutes later as they both stretched out in the sun on the sandy beach. He was nearly asleep when she nudged him, "Hey honey, can you be a doll and rub some sun tan lotion on your mom's back."
Of course, it was a thoroughly delightful invitation that he eagerly accepted. Going slow he ended up spending the better part of ten minutes working the lotion all over her back. Her dark skin was pleasantly warm while being ultra-smooth to the touch, forcing his cock to full erection status in nearly thirty seconds flat.
In short, it was a maddening experience rubbing his hands all over the backside of her body while wishing fervently somehow she would turn over and invite him to rub the lotion all over her front side also—after casually removing her bikini top, of course, so she could receive a "pleasantly even" tan.
Alas, his daydream fantasy was crushed under the cruel fate of realism. Instead of receiving a further invite after turning over, Vanessa gave him a quiet thank you before she dozed off leaving him with a throbbing erection.
Later that evening, they went back to the village where Howard treated her to a casual dinner after which they strolled, hand in hand, around what passed for the downtown section of the village.
They ended up at the local arcade/entertainment center where they played a round of miniature golf. Vanessa wore a tight little mini skirt that made it a true adventure for Howard's eyes whenever she bent over to putt or to retrieve her ball from the hole. Adding to the eye candy was the clingy cream colored blouse she wore with an extra button left undone at the top. In short his mom looked three kinds of hot.
Just before their putt putt game, as he was ready to strike the ball on the first hole she stopped him. "Hey how about making things a bit interesting, son. You up for a little wager?"
"Sure, what do you have in mind?"
She moved closer to him lowering her voice. "It should be something nice for the winner say . . ." She paused, flashing him a mischievous smile, "like the loser has to give the winner a nice back rub before bedtime tonight."
"Hey that sounds nice. I could use a back rub as I'm a bit sore. probably from the way I trounced you earlier in our swimming match."
"Oh you are assuming you are going to win."
"But of course," he replied confidently before striking the ball.
Just like their earlier swimming match, he beat her. Badly. As he tallied up the final score he smiled at her saying, "I hope you give good back rubs, Mom."
"Only the best, hon and just because you are my son and have been treating me like such a queen I am going to go out of my way to make sure your back rub is extra special."
He nervously smiled back at her light flirtations while trying to control the raging monster that was growing inside his jeans.
That evening, cuddling in front of the TV, while watching the remake of an old horror classic The Thing, they shared some popcorn while enjoying the movie. After the movie was over, Howard stood up, stretching as a broad smile crossed his face.
"I think I strained my back beating you so badly at putt putt, Mom. I hope you are ready to pay off on your ill-advised wager."
"Your mother lost fair and square and yes I am prepared to pay off on the wager. And just to show you what a good sport I am, I will let you decide exactly where you will receive your back rub."
"What are my choices?"
"Well, choice number one would be in the bedroom. You could stretch out on the bed, of course, or second choice, you could lay on the sofa here, but that might be a bit cramped or finally third choice, and this is my personal favorite." She paused and pointed across the living room at the fireplace, "There. We could start a fire, and on what looks to be that very comfortable rug I could give you your nice back rub."
"I think I have to agree with you on this one. Choice number three is the clear cut winner."
She smiled before replying with a playful smirk. "You are so easy, son."
"What do you mean?" he replied defensively. He didn't want to be tagged as being easy.
"I mean you always give me what I want. Anyways, I like it so don't ever change. Now why don't you get the fire started, refill our wine glasses while I go slip into something a bit more comfortable. A mini skirt and blouse is not exactly a girl's best massage uniform."
Howard, his chore completed of getting the fire started and their respective glasses refilled, sat on the sofa anxiously awaiting for her to come back. He could not wait to see what "slipping into something a bit more comfortable" actually meant.
Vanessa came bouncing back into the living room with a bright smile. As he looked up, nearly choking on his wine, he observed how his mother was in a mood to obviously show off. She was wearing a pair of red silk shorts and a white half tee shirt that barely covered her large DD tits.
"What are you doing son sitting there still fully dressed?" she asked gliding across the room to him.
"What do you mean?"
"I mean, how am I expected to give you a very nice full body massage if you are still dressed?" She took the glass from him and nearly drained half of it to his utter delight.
She had already consumed three glasses of wine during the movie which was very much OK for Howard as with each successive glass of wine she seemed to get a bit more "friendly".
"So my ahh, back rub has been upgraded to a full body massage", he asked hopefully.
"Yes I have generously upgraded you son so hurry and let's get you undressed,. unless, or course, you just want to stick to a simple run of the mill back rub?"
"No, no, I think I would prefer the deluxe package of the full body massage," he told her with a smile. He started to unbutton his dress shirt but she immediately stopped him by grabbing his hands as she hurriedly sat down next to him on the sofa.
"I have an idea, Howie. Why don't you let me undress you, baby. I mean, it may be silly, but it's something I never got to do . . . helping my baby get undressed. We missed out on so much by me giving you away . . ."
Her voice started to hitch as Howard feared she was about to break down in tears.
"Shh, don't worry about that Mom. We are together now and that is all that counts." He scratched the side of her face lightly with a soft finger, "But if you wanna undress me, I will let you."
"I do and besides getting you undressed is part of the deluxe package you wanted," she said hoping her little joke would stave off the tears that were threatening to put a damper on what, thus far, has been a near perfect day and evening.
It worked, but just barely, as she concentrated on deliberately unbuttoning his dress shirt. Sitting this close to her, Howard found it next to impossible to keep his eyes from flitting ever downward to her chest.
It was rather apparent she was not wearing a bra as the outline of her delicious dark nipples pressed invitingly up against the thin white tee shirt.
He found his cock growing stiff as she carefully slipped his dress shirt off his shoulders before pulling it off his body. Taking the time to carefully fold it, she placed it on the sofa neatly before turning back to him.
"Now stand up so I can take your jeans off baby."
"Mom, I think . . . I mean taking off my shirt is good enough." Despite his best efforts, he was still quite firm down there and obviously did not want her to see this embarrassing fact.
"Not if I am going to give you the deluxe package of your well-earned full body massage. Now if you are going to turn all shy on me we might as well stick to just giving you a back rub but . . . ahh, I think you would regret that choice deeply."
"Of course, I'm not going to do that Mom, it's just that--"
"Just nothing hon now stand up for your mother and stop being silly."
It seemed he had no choice. He stood up.
The raw sexual tension between them was anything but lacking as Vanessa patiently undid her son's jeans and then slid them down. Her eyes, once, and only once in her defense, darted to his crotch. He was wearing a pair of common white briefs while sporting what was, in her estimation, must have been at least a semi boner.
After leaving to retrieve a small bottle of baby oil from her suitcase in the bedroom, she returned to lead him across the room to the rug in front of the fireplace. Within minutes she had him sighing with pleasure as she worked her skilled hands up and down his bare back, rubbing and kneading expertly to the point where he felt as if he had died and went to heaven where he was being attended to by this lovely dark angel of hot smoldering beauty.
Her hands glided up the back of his legs and then onto his lower back as she worked her magic with her well- oiled hands. "You like that hon, feels good huh."
"Yes."
"Your mother took a course in massage therapy some years ago. I guess I remember a thing or two," she told him as she rubbed his back with just the right amount of pressure. Unfortunately, between the relaxing massage and the wine, Howard was close to dozing off within minutes.
As she leaned forward, running her hands up to his shoulders, her heavy breasts dropped down just enough to rub invitingly up against his back. Howard, despite being near to dozing off from the numbing effects of both her massage and the wine, couldn't help but to notice the enticing way her tits were resting against his back. The feeling was nothing short of maddening especially as she leaned even further down pressing her breasts ever more firmly against him as she brought her mouth to his ear.
"Does that feel good honey?"
His mind was reeling. Did she mean does her tits feel good being pressed against his back? Did she even know what she was doing?
He sighed before answering, "Yes, mother . . . real good."
"Roll over for just a minute hon," she whispered.
Sluggishly he rolled over, trying to will his poor aching cock to relax. It didn't work much at all.
Vanessa was leaning back, a coy look on her face, as her eyes quickly flitted down. His bulge was now much more pronounced.
"I think you liked my massage . . . a lot, but I also think you are very tired. Maybe you are ready to go to bed honey?" Vanessa, feeling more than a little playful and carefree from the wine, had to resist the urge to add, "With me."
Howard's eyes flickered back and forth between her pretty face and those tempting treats hidden just barely under the tight confines of her tight little white half tee shirt.
After a brief moment of silence he managed to find his tongue. "Yeah, I am tired I suppose. Your massage really got me relaxed."
"Well I'm glad you enjoyed it, hon," she said as she bounced to her feet. Howard waited until she had turned around to jump to his feet before he beat a hasty retreat to the sofa where he quickly pulled the throw hanging over the back of the sofa over his lower body.
Turning to face him she resisted the urge to chuckle. She knew exactly why he had hurried over to the safety of the sofa. Still feeling a bit reckless she plopped down next to him, "Maybe next time we have some kind of contest you will let me win so I will be the one getting a nice massage. I mean that is if the thought of giving your old mom a nice massage appeals to you in the least."
"Of course it appeals to me, Mom and you are hardly old, OK."
"Sure if you say so. Anyways . . ." she said running a hand casually through his short curly hair, "In the meantime, do you think you can at least give your mother a sweet little good night kiss or maybe are you too old for good night kisses from your Mommy."
"No, I don't think I am too old at all for a good night kiss," he whispered as they both leaned forward. Their good night kiss was quick and furious sending both of their hearts to thumping, thanks to Vanessa deftly redirecting his kiss aimed at her cheek with a touch of her hand onto her lips.
As their lips lingered on each other, maybe for a moment or two longer than was rightly proper for a mother and son, both of them knew one thing--they both wanted more, but neither had the courage, as of yet, to push for what they truly wanted.
"Now I suppose you are going to be a gentlemen and offer to sleep on the sofa while I take the bed?"
"Of course," he replied trying to keep the sadness out of his voice. Somehow, although he knew it was impossible, he hoped she would have suggested they shared the cabin's only bed.
Their simple little kiss left him desiring so much more as she disappeared into the bedroom. Now alone in the dark living room, after spending a good ten minutes trying to deny the naughty images of his pretty mother seared in his mind over and over again during this fateful day, he ultimately succumbed.
He came hard, thinking about fucking her tits with savage joy as she laid out under the sun out on their private beach. So ended day one of their Mother's Day weekend for Howard—in a sticky mess.



Saturday dawned cool and clear, but with a bright blue sky overhead; chances are it would turn hot in the afternoon. Perfect bikini weather again Howard fervently hoped. They headed to town for a late breakfast, and then after a quick debate about what to do with the day, they decided to rent a boat and go cruising on the lake.
Howard, in a mood to impress his mother, rented a Yamaha SX210 twin engine jet boat for the day. The expensive rental boat turned out to be well worth the price as his mother spent the day on the boat in her sexy bikini.
After an afternoon of fishing and racing around the lake they headed back to shore. Before going back to the cabin, Vanessa splurged on an expensive bottle of wine for them to enjoy with their dinner. She insisted on being the one to grill the steaks out on the back patio, while Howard took a short nap.
He retired to the master bedroom finding himself once again unable to get his mind off how sexy his mother looked that afternoon in her bikini. He fought the good fight—this time for all of about two minutes--trying to keep his thoughts pure but just like the night before it was a fight he could not win.
Masturbating with shameful vengeance, Howard fancied what it would be like to leisurely undo that damnable knot in the front of her bikini allowing him get a good look at her magnificent tits. Of course, in fantasy land where anything was possible, thinking about playing with his mom's big, beautiful, black tits had him climaxing in less than two minutes.
After dinner-- a dinner in which Vanessa got happily smashed on even more wine than she had the night before they adjourned to the living room to watch a movie. Barely half way through the movie Vanessa passed out as she curled up next to Howard on the sofa.
As she slept quietly Howard, knowing she was dead to the world, entertained the very naughty idea of unbuttoning her pretty blouse and taking a peek inside. The thought of doing this was totally depraved, but yet enticing enough where he found himself stretching his fingers out, flicking at the buttons on her blouse.
When she doesn't stir, a small voice, the devil inside all of us maybe, told him to "go for it". After a quick debate, Howard ignored the voice and hurriedly pulled the blanket up to his mom's chin. Sighing in resignation, he moved over to the large easy chair across from the sofa and fell asleep.
Sunday morning, Mother's Day, found Howard hustling around the kitchen preparing breakfast while Vanessa, at some point during the night having crawled off to the bedroom, was still sleeping soundly.
He was not a great cook by any means, but still he figured she would greatly appreciate the gesture of him preparing breakfast for her.
Carrying a large tray, with a bouquet of violets he picked from outside the cabin perched on it, Howard knocked on the bedroom door.
"Come in sweetie . . . I'm decent."
He almost dropped the tray after he entered the room when he saw what her definition of decent was. Sitting up in the bed, Vanessa allowed the sheet to deliberately slide off her body.
Howard eye's got big as his mother said, "My, my, breakfast in bed on Mother's day . . . oh what a sweet honey of a son you are. Here bring it over closer and let me see what you prepared for your mom."
As he sat the tray down on the bed next to her his eyes kept involuntarily flickering to his mom's chest. The tight white tank top she was wearing showed off her big boobs to a yummy factor of ten.
Her dark round nipples were clearly visible as he sat nervously perched on the edge of the bed.
"It's nothing special Mom. Just some toast and eggs."
"It's the thought that counts baby. And I suppose these pretty flowers too are nothing special."
Shrugging his shoulders he said, "I found them growing wild outside the cabin this morning."
"Well, they are beautiful baby. You treat me like a queen you know that. Now come closer and give me a nice mother's day kiss."
She leaned forward in such a manner, presenting her cheek to him for a kiss, as to allow him to stare down into the heavenly abyss between her braless tits. He gave her the briefest of kisses on her cheek, before drawing back while wondering if she was teasing him on purpose.
After their late breakfast was finished, they spent the afternoon strolling through Darwin's quaint downtown section. Later in the afternoon, he suggested they split up so he could run off and buy her something. Heading to a nearby jewelry shop, he bought her an expensive glittering diamond bracelet planning on presenting it to her as a Mother's Day gift later that night.
Before they hooked up again, Howard stopped by one of the local restaurants where he arranged for a lavish meal to be delivered direct to the cabin. The meal would consist of soup, salad, appetizer, main course and dessert. Satisfied his preparations to make this Mother's Day special for her were finally complete, he headed back up the street to find her.
Later that evening as the appointed time drew near for the meal to be delivered, he pushed his mom into the bedroom telling her, "Now don't come out until I say so. I have a surprise planned for dinner."
"Fine, fine," she happily told him. "I will just take my time getting ready for dinner then."
A few minutes past five thirty, after the young lady who delivered the meal from the restaurant left, Howard summoned his mother. The stage was set with a lovely flower arrangement placed in the middle of the small dining table—red roses this time-- along with candles, soft music, and another bottle of expensive wine.
Howard was a little worried as maybe she would think the whole "romantic candle light dinner" thing might be too cliché, but his concerns proved to be unfounded.
Vanessa emerged from the bedroom and upon spying the flickering candles and roses she let out a small shriek. "Oh my God! A good old fashioned candle light dinner. Oh baby, I love it."
She came bouncing across the cabin toward him looking utterly beautiful in her new dress-- a silver off the shoulder sequin lace gown.
All during dinner Vanessa was floating as happy as happy could be at the extraordinary lengths her son went to make Mother's Day special for her.
After dinner, as dusk was settling over the cabin, they went for a short walk, hand in hand, along the beach. It's was a warm pleasant evening with a faint breeze blowing off the lake as they wandered along the beach, both wrapped in a warm cocoon of happiness from both the wine and each other's company.
Looking out over the lake, Howard said, "Look, the sun is about to set. You wanna maybe go back up to the cabin and watch from the back deck. It has a nice view overlooking the lake."
"Sounds perfect hon but let's hurry. I want to slip into something a little more comfortable if we are going to watch the sun set."
Grabbing his hand she practically dragged him back up to the cabin urging him to hurry the whole time. Back inside the cabin, they agreed to meet on the deck in five minutes.
Out on the back deck, Howard positioned the wooden cushioned love seat so it faced out toward the lake. Settling down on it he waited anxiously for his mother. A short minute later, she came padding softly out onto the deck in her bare feet.
She was wearing those red silk sleeping shorts again and a tight gray University of Georgia tee shirt that looked familiar but before he could place exactly why she was plopping down next to him.
As she snugged up to him on the loveseat she whispered in his ear, "You know Howard if this sunset is half as spectacular as the way you have treated me today on Mother's Day it ought to be something real special."
Well, I just figured this being our first chance to celebrate Mother's Day you deserved something nice, Mom." Reaching over he grabbed her hand and squeezing it tight added, "I love you, Mom."
"I love you too, baby," she replied before dropping her head on his shoulder.
They both fell silent for a moment as they sat snuggled together while gazing out at the lake. Mother Nature apparently was in a mood to show off as the sun, a fiery orb of brilliant oranges and reds, was gradually receding into the waters below, while the sky consisted of an assortment of shades, a blending of reds, oranges and yellows, while the water below mirrored the effect.
"Howie, it's so lovely."
"Yes, just like you Mom," he replied. "And speaking of lovely I have something for you . . . a gift." He slipped the bracelet out of his pocket before telling her, "Close your eyes Mom."
He slinked the bracelet around her wrist. "Open your eyes Mom."
Vanessa stared at the glittering diamond bracelet and nearly shrieked. "Oh . . . My . . . God . . . Howard! You shouldn't have."
The last of the sun's dying rays caught the diamonds making the bracelet sparkle as she fastened it around her wrist. "Oh I love it . . . it's beautiful."
"Again, like you Mom," he said, trying his best to be charming. Leaning close to her he gave her a light kiss on her cheek as he whispered, "Happy Mother's Day."
Vanessa gave him a warm smile before snuggling her head on his shoulder. After a quiet moment she whispered, "You, young man, are such a charmer."
Their hands found one another, squeezing tight, as the last brilliant rays of the fading sun disappeared leaving the small deck in darkness. Howard reluctantly pulled out of his mother's embrace and said, "I going to light the torches."
Howard moved from torch to torch lighting each one in turn. When he was done the back deck was cast in a soft romantic glow from the half dozen or so Tiki torches spaced out along the outer railing surrounding the back deck.
As she sat there watching her son light the torches Vanessa she felt her heart wrench with the sudden realization her love for him-- at this particular moment in time-- could not have been any more powerful.
Turning back to his mother, Howard was about to cross the deck and sit back down next to her when it hit him-- why the tee shirt she was wearing looked familiar. With a sudden utter clarity, one which was almost too painful to bear it hit him. This was the exact same tee shirt she was wearing on that fateful night when he almost scored with her. Was it mere chance she was wearing the same shirt or was it fate laughing at him?
Either way, he suddenly knew it was useless. He turned away, clutching the railing for support as an immense sadness washed over him, drawing down like a black curtain shutting out all hope. Yes, he had almost scored with her that night, but now any prospect of a repeat performance was out of the question because she was his mother.
Maybe it was the romantic setting, combined with the whole perfect weekend in its entirety, which conclusively did it to Howard. This could lead nowhere which, at first, caused him only to sniffle before a few tears slipped out and found their way down his cheeks.
The tears were nothing major, just a trickle or two rolling down each cheek. If she only knew how raw and intense his love was for her; how he dreamed of her; how he wished they could be together day and night; but most importantly, how he loved her as only a boy can love his mother, while at the same time lusting after her --sexually-- with a ferocious hunger which threatened to rip his world apart.
Vanessa, sensing something was wrong, crossed the deck silently coming up behind him. Placing a hand on the small of his back, she leaned in, her mouth next to his ear.
"What is wrong baby? Tell your mother."
"Just thinking," he whispered while taking a swipe at his face with the back of his hand as he tried desperately to brush his tears away.
"About what?" She stretched her hands around his mid-section pulling him into her embrace.
"Nothing." His answer was a pathetic lie and she knew it.
She was quiet for a long moment, allowing him time to regain his composure as he stared down at the sandy beach below the railing.
After a moment of long silence Howard began to speak. "Do you remember our first real date? The dinner after you helped me get that B for my English course."
"Yes."
"And I asked you why you liked me? You remember that?"
"Yes. I told you I was deeply drawn to your sweet innocence. I didn't like pushy men, demanding men, especially when it came to sex. Probably you know it from what happened . . ."
She snuggled tighter against him sensing they were approaching, or maybe they were already there, some sort of dramatic crossroads in their relationship.
"Yes and . . . ah forget it." He abruptly decided his near confession was too painful to finish.
Her hand slipped up to the collar of the nice dress shirt he was wearing. She starts to undo the buttons.
"Mom wha--"
"Shh, maybe if I expose your heart to the cool night air you will expose its secrets to my warm touch."
She continued to unbutton his shirt, pulling it open as she undid each of the buttons until his bare chest was fully exposed.
Turning him around so he was facing her, she leaned forward and planted several small kisses over his beating heart.
"Tell me hon what you need to say."
Letting out a long sigh he gave in. "I was innocent then. A real virgin. Never even got to first base really. I had romantic notions of finding the right woman. My friends, they teased me but I stood firm with my romantic notion of meeting the perfect girl before having sex."
Vanessa listened intently before whispering, "That was very noble of you. It's not easy for a young man to hold firm to his convictions, especially when his buddies are pressuring him, and most especially when those convictions include abstinence." She ran her fingers through his hair, "Color me duly impressed."
"Yeah, well, I was beginning to doubt my convictions and then I met you. At first I couldn't believe it. I dared not believe it . . . that you were the one. I knew you were special the first time I laid eyes on you."
"A cub recognizing its mother after so many years apart maybe?" Fighting back her own tears, Vanessa traced soft patterns on his chest with her sharp fingernails as she perceived this exchange was leading them somewhere they both wanted desperately to go.
"Maybe, but anyway, you know the rest, but what you don't know is I waited for you . . . all that time. I was sure, somehow you would be back in my life, so, yeah, and I waited."
"Two years, that is a long time for a young man to wait."
She stopped playing with his chest and looked up at him seriously.
"Longer, if you count the last six months since you came back into my life like that great fiery ball of energy that just melted into the lake."
She smiled at his overly dramatic description while at the same time being secretly delighted at his eager attempt for such dramatics. "God, Howie, so you are still a . . . virgin?" Somehow the word—virgin-- stirred a deep longing in her heart. Maybe it was just not men who wanted virgins?
Vanessa reached up, stroking the side of his face, saying nothing, while staring at him. Her heart was steering her now in a most forbidden direction. She leaned in, closer and closer still, for a kiss to seal their fate.
Then Deja vu . . . all over again. On the small round patio table next to the loveseat, was Vanessa's phone. She had set it down there after first coming out onto the deck. Now it was buzzing . . . loudly.
Howard cursed silently as Vanessa broke away from him and quickly crossed the deck to her fucking phone. Snatching up the phone, she hurried back to him. It was still buzzing.
"So, do you think of that night, Howard still?"
"What night?" The buzzing phone was distracting him.
"Our night silly. The night we almost--"
"Y-yes, all the time."
"Me too." Turning, she gave him a sly smile before tossing the phone over the railing. It was still buzzing as it arced out over the railing and landed on the sandy beach with a soft thud. It buzzed one last time before finally falling silent.
"Now give me your phone, Son."
He fished it out of his pocket and handed it to her. He then watched, too dumbfounded to even react, as it too ended up out on the beach.
"Now we won't have any distractions."
She took him by the hand and led him back over across the deck. After pushing him down onto the middle of the cushioned loveseat, she paused to smile at him.
Slowly Vanessa pulled the gray U of G tee shirt up and over her head. After dropping it nonchalantly onto the wooden deck she turned so she was standing directly in front of him.
Howard's stared; unable to speak. She was wearing the same white lace bra adorned with those delicious little red rose petals; the bra of his dreams; the bra he had whacked off to countless times over the years.
"A mother always knows what her baby needs, just as a son should always know what his mother wants. Do you know what your mother wants hon because . . ." She thrust her chest out at him. "I definitely know what my baby needs." She gathered his hands into hers, guiding them around to the back of her bra as she carefully sat herself down on his lap straddling him on the love seat.
"This time you won't have any reason to stop."
Their mouths come together as the lustful craving they both have been so carefully avoiding for the past six months could no longer be denied.
Tongues snaked and twisted inside each other's mouths with unrestrained fury. His fingers clawed at the first clasp--unsuccessfully-- before she broke off their kiss.
Leaning back she whispered, "I see you really aren't any more experienced at undoing a girl's bra than you were before huh sweetheart?"
"I told you . . . I not exactly experienced, Mom. It's embarrassing. I sh--" He pulled his hands away from behind her back. Her tits were as safe as the gold in Fort Knox against his inept attempts to undo her bra.
"Quiet. It's not embarrassing. No not at all, instead it's very gallant of you waiting for me all this time . . . all your life actually. Now here . . ."
She reached down, finding his hands she guided them upwards to her chest. "Here feel them first through your mommy's pretty bra. Let your desire build as you play with your mommy's big boobies, honey."
This was, without a doubt, the single greatest invitation of his young life. He kneaded the fullness of her large tits through her bra as she started to grind downwards against his hardness.
"You have been dreaming about this huh, sweetheart? About fondling your mother's boobies?"
His voice barely rose above a whisper. "Y-yes I have." He watched--it felt like a dream-- as she slowly moved her hands around to her back. This time Vanessa would be taking no chances; she would be the one to undo her bra.
After her bra parted in the back she whispered, her voice full of sugary sweetness, "Go on baby, I did the hard part, I undid it for you so you can go ahead and take it off."
Howard carefully slipped his fingers under the twin bra straps. Very slowly, as if he was about to reveal a great piece of art work, he pulled the straps of her bra across her shoulders allowing it to fall down. It dangled there precariously on the dark summit of her glorious tits.
He took another deep breath, staring, searing the memory into his very soul, before giving one last gentle tug. The bra fell down and off his mom's tits revealing the bare essence of his many countless dreams. In the soft flickering light from the tiki torches, her big, beautiful, black tits looked utterly fantastic, and they were, without a doubt, the single, most exquisite sight he has ever beheld in his young life.
A smile, one full of mirth, crossed her face as she whispered, knowing full well the answer, "Do you like your mother's tits baby?"
Howard licked his lips trying desperately to come up with something clever to say but cleverness stood no chance against the craving he felt for those two delicious mounds of dark chocolate. It came out in a hoarse whisper-- the only thing he could come up with being, "Jesus, Mom, they are so beautiful. I love them."



While his answer may not have been particularly clever, nor original, at least it was honest . . . as was Vanessa's response.
"Go on sweetie you can touch them."
He raised his hands, bringing them into contact with her breasts. Mindful of her earlier statement about pushy men he forced himself to be deliberate—much to Vanessa's delight.
Leaning back, she used her hands on his knees to support herself while she jutted her chest out to him allowing him full access to her tits. She sighed as she felt his hands, oh so tenderly just as she loved, begin to knead her tits before cupping them both.
As Howard bounced them up and down in his eyes she sighed again before whispering, "Yeah, that's it baby play with your mommy's boobies as much as your little heart desires. They feel nice huh?"
"God yes," he managed to croak before his curious fingers flickered across her nipples. Already fully erect and sensitive from the cool night air, Vanessa let out a small hiss as his thumbs joined in the action batting at her nipples playfully.
When Vanessa suddenly jerked her head up Howard became spooked thinking maybe he was being too aggressive. His worries were unfounded as Vanessa, in a harsh whisper, demanded to be kissed. Of course, he obeyed their mouths crashing together in a series of wild kisses as his hands continued to fondle her tits with endless delight.
Finally, breathless, she broke off their kisses. "Howie, they are cold."
"They?" His mind, still reeling from their passionate kisses, did not fully comprehend what "they" meant.
"My poor boobies. The night air is cool and they are sensitive."
"You wanna go inside?"
"No, I want you to . . ." Her voice dropped to a sultry whisper as she slowly snaked one hand around the back of head before pulling his head downward into the dark valley between her tits. "Use that warm, hungry mouth of yours to warm mommy's tits up baby . . . please honey . . . pretty please."
Closing his eyes and opening his mouth wide Howard becomes lost in his mom's beautiful tits suckling one, and then the other, of her nipples into his frantic, desperate mouth. He cock was raging hard now. Back and forth his mouth flied worshipping her tits as if they were a pair of divine idols. Her small moans of pleasure only egged him on to greater heights of desire.
After allowing Howard to have his way with her boobs for a short minute or two she simply could not take it anymore. She pushed herself backwards deftly landing on her feet before grabbing his hand.
"I need you inside me . . . Now!"
After yanking Howard across the deck they ended up facing the beach with Vanessa leaning against the railing. Howard nearly tore off her red shorts while she clawed at the front of his dress pants. With a sense of anticipation bordering on pure insanity she spread her legs wide while guiding his throbbing rock hard member to the silky smooth opening of her wet cunt.
Leaning his full weight against her, Howard snuggled his mouth against her neck while gently cupping her tits in his hands. After lathering her neck with dozens of small kisses he flickered his fingers across her distended nipples.
Vanessa lets out a soft moan as his kisses locate the weak point on the nape of her neck. "Please, Howie," she panted, reaching back for his hardness. Finding it, she guided him to the very edge of her womanhood.
"Put it in me now baby." Her voice was husky and full of wanton yearning for her son's hardness. He could no longer restrain himself. Propelling his hips forward he rammed his hardness deep inside his mother causing Vanessa to let out a sharp gasp.
Howard tried to control his urge to fuck his mommy hard and fast imaging she would not like it, but was finding it to be a near impossible task. Sensing as much, Vanessa opened the cage allowing the beast that was her young son's lust to run wild.
"Go on honey," she whispered urgently, "fuck me nice and hard. I deserve it the way I have been teasing you all weekend."
Those whispered words was all it took. Howard pulled back before waiting a few glorious seconds and then drove his cock into his mother—as hard as he could.
Vanessa let out a sharp yelp as her son rocked into her, thrusting his cock into her over and over again while her moans of passion grew louder piercing the quiet stillness of the night air.
He came—beautifully--after a dozen vigorous thrusts, his knees buckling as she turned to help hold him up. They stood there, he was literally panting, tears slipping out of his eyes as he gazed up at the dark sky.
They had been standing there for a good thirty seconds or so, leaning against the rail, he was still snuggled in her arms, soaking in the warm aftermath of his spent desire, when it happened. Out on the sandy beach her phone was buzzing again sounding incredibly loud on the tranquil beach. Turning to each other, they both started to laugh.
Vanessa took his hand and started to lead him across the deck. "Let's go inside honey? Maybe to the bedroom. It's too damn loud out here with all that buzzing going on."
"Mom did you . . . I mean I didn't last long. I'm sorry--"
Stopping in her tracks, she turned, and after planting a small kiss on his lips, she whispered, "That, just now, was for you. Later tonight, maybe after I have made you come a couple more times, I will urge you to go nice and slow and make love to your mother good and proper."
After leading him to the bed she pulled the covers back. "Let me tuck you in baby so you can take a short nap and recover your strength."
"You're not going to lay down with me?"
"I guess I could hold you for a few minutes until you doze off, but I am going to need to get up so I can pick out something nice and sexy to wear for later on tonight."
He sighed as she kissed him sweetly on the cheek after fixing the covers around his naked body.
"Sweet dreams, honey."
"Only if they are about you, Mom," he whispered back.
At first, Howard believed there was no way he would be able to fall asleep, especially as she cradled his head against her naked bosom but as she stroked his hair softly he soon found himself dozing off.
Sometime later, maybe an hour, maybe longer, maybe shorter, he turned mumbling in his sleep. She was not there. His eyes flickered open. The bedroom was awash in soft candle light. Glancing around, he observed about a dozen flickering small tea light candles spaced throughout the bedroom.
He felt the bed shift as she sat on the edge of it. She was wearing an elegant looking white satin robe that looked divine on her. "The candles are nice," he muttered before collapsing back into the bed.
"Yeah, I found them out in the kitchen. Are you awake?"
He didn't reply as he had already close to slipping back to sleep. Watching him mumble something and roll over onto his back Vanessa whispered to herself, "I guess not. Well, let's see what we can do about that."
Howard was deep into the no man's land between being awake and being asleep when he felt a rustling under the covers and then something warm and moist surrounding him down there.
Was he dreaming? God it felt so good. His eyes flickered open as little by little he pulled the sheet back. Looking up at him, his cock slipping from her mouth, she smiled, "Awake now honey."
"Jesus I thought I might have been dreaming . . . God it felt so good."
She climbed off the bed and onto her feet. "Where are you going?' he asked his voice rising in near panic. Wasn't she going to finish the job?
As if she had been reading his mind, she reached out, stroking the side of his face, "Don't worry sweetie, your mother is not done with you down there just yet. I just gotta take off my robe first. I think you might like what I have on underneath."
Turning to face him, Vanessa slowly stripped off her robe. Billy sighed with his eyes slipping down at first. She was wearing a pair of dress sandals with clear four inch heels. His eyes floated upwards and onto a pair of the thigh high sexy black stockings. The stockings were hooked to a white garter belt with delicate lace black trimming. His eyes settled between her legs as she stood there, smiling coyly. Apparently, his mother had forgotten to put on her panties as she was deliciously bare down there.
Saving the best part for last his eyes flitted up to her chest. Her white bra perfectly matched the garter belt and showed off a rather decent portion of her sizable breasts. Final conclusion, yeah, she was right-- he liked what was underneath her robe.
"God, Mom you look sexy as hell." It was really all he could think to say.
"So I guess you are really are awake now, huh Howard?"
"I am getting there."
"Here, sit on the edge of the bed so your mother can make you . . . come . . . fully awake."
He pushed himself up and then moved to the edge of the bed. They stared at each other for a long moment letting their desire build before Vanessa took a step forward. His eyes had been glued to her tits the whole time. She knew exactly what he wanted.
After taking another small step forward, she was standing in front of him very near. She leaned forward just as she slipped her hand under his chin tilting his face upwards so it became engulfed in her lovely tit flesh. His tongue slithered out of his mouth licking the way up the vast expanse of her exposed cleavage made all the more abundant when she playfully scrunched her arms together. Howard brought his hands up kneading the fullness of her tits through the beautiful white bra.
Looking up at her he smiled. He was in heaven and she knew it. "You love your mommy's tits don't you honey."
"God yes," he breathed before burying his face between them as he closed his eyes. His tongue went to work again licking all over the abundance of her beautiful ebony skin exposed by the sexy bra.
He pulled back, taking a deep breath while remembering she liked it slow. Sensing what he was doing, she took a step back from him. "This time is not for me honey. This is your treat. Again. You're going to take care of me later."
Her hands floated up to the twin straps of her bra. Ever so slowly, she started to pull them down as she whispered, "I want to see you lose control."
She took another small step forward as the bra slipped down and off her tits exposing their immense beauty to him. His cock was raging hard . . . again.
"Go on baby, lose control don't make me ask twice--." His hands reached out grabbing her around the waist. Planting his face between her tits Howard began sucking on them as if his very life depended on it.
Vanessa surrendered her body to him completely while offering him encouragement in a soft whisper. "Go on baby, suck on your mother's tits. That's it baby . . . mmm."
His tongue circled one of her nipples once, twice, before latching onto it. Like a hungry baby suckling on a pacifier, Howard lost himself completely in the beauty of his mother's gorgeous tits.
His hands were massaging her ass the whole time before he slipped one up and in between her legs. She was soaking wet.
Vanessa felt his fingers slip inside of her, but she wasn't ready yet to be pleased. She took a step backward breaking contact. "I think it's your mother time to suck on something sweetie."
Dropping to her knees she positioned herself between his legs. She took one look up at him and smiled before lowering her mouth. His cock jerked to new heights of hardness as her wet, slithering tongue began to lightly lap at the tip of his penis. This would be his first blow job and as his mother took him fully into her mouth he took a quiet moment to ponder if maybe he had died in his sleep and was now in heaven.
Soft moans escaped him as she wrapped her tongue around the sensitive underside of his head before taking him once again deep in her experienced mouth.
"God, that feels so good . . . Oh, Jesus, yes, please don't stop . . ."
Her tongue slowly circumnavigated the head of his cock, slipping up and down the hypersensitive underside before she once again gloriously opened her mouth wide and took him whole. He reached down, stroking her hair, as she worked her mouth up and down, going faster, and then slower.
Raising her head up, she gazed up at him. "Promise me you won't come in my mouth sweetie."
"I . . . Mom, I'm not sure . . ." He wanted to make the promise to her, it seemed important, but he simply did not trust himself. He was near to exploding already.
"Promise me baby. Make it last and I promise it will be worth it."
He knew it might have been foolhardy but he made the promise. "Yes, yes I promise," he answered breathlessly while briefly wondering where he was expected to come if not in her mouth.
After getting her promise, she dropped her head and went back to work. Her tongue twisted down the entire shaft of his rock hard cock before licking lightly at his balls. After spending an inordinate amount of time worshipping his testicles with her mouth and tongue she slowly, ever so slowly, worked her way back up.
His legs were, by now, twitching involuntarily giving her a sign he was ready to explode. In no hurry, she dawdled over his cock lathering up the tip of his penis with a mouthful of saliva in preparation for the final act.
Rising up onto her knees, her naked body glowing with unearthly beauty in the soft candle light, she whispered to him, "I think maybe my baby should be rewarded now for keeping his promise and not having an accident in his mommy's mouth."
He couldn't resist. He had to ask. "Where am I going to come, Mommy?"
She said nothing, ignoring his question, instead her only response was a sly smile as she rose to her feet. After unhooking her bra and letting it fall carelessly to the floor, she reached over grabbing the small bottle of baby oil she strategically placed there earlier.
He watched as she squirted a generous portion of the lube all over her hands before bringing them up to her chest. His whole body began twitching in anticipation as he watched her rub the lube all over her tits.
Slowly, she dropped to her knees. She smiled before whispering, "You wanna fuck your mom's tits sweetheart."
"Oh Christ yes."
"This should be fun," she whispered before purposefully swaying her chest back and forth as she moved forward positioning herself between his legs once more.
Her swaying tits batted at his throbbing penis as she let out a girlish giggle.
"Oh shit you are teasing me again," he whispered when she began to grind her chest up against his hardness.
"Yeah, your mom is a bit of a tease I suppose." Her tone was ultra-serious standing in direct contrast to the playful way she was batting at his cock with those wicked tits of hers.
Finally, she brought her hands up slowly and squeezed her tits together trapping his hard cock in between them.
Their eyes meet-- hers twinkling, his half lidded-- as she started moving slowly up and down rubbing her big, soft tits against his cock.
Propelling his hips up and forward, Howard never knew anything could be as nice as having his cock buried in between a pair of soft, squishy tits. It didn't take long before he was ready to blow.
"Come on baby . . . fuck em harder . . . come for me sweetie."
Her soft pleas only added fuel to the growing fire. It took just four or five more hard thrusts upwards from Howard before he had her gasping in pure delight when his cock exploded shooting a virtual geyser of white sticky cum all over her tits.
She lifted up and with an innocent smile showed off her handiwork. The white sticky cum stood out in direct contrast to her dark skin.
"That was nice huh sweetie," she told him before strutting off to the bathroom. After returning to the bed, he again dozed off contented like a well fed cat in her arms. In preparation of what must come next, she hadn't bothered to put her bra back on. Roughly two or three hours later, he felt himself being gently awoken, this time by a series of soft kisses all over his face.
"Baby, wake up now it's finally your mother's turn."
Wrapping their arms around each other, they exchanged several kisses before he gently flipped her onto her back. Staring down at her, he whispered, "I love you so much, Mother."
"Show me," she breathed. Leaning down, he showered her lips, and then her neck, with dozens of tender kisses. The kisses fell to her chest where, taking an extravagant amount of time, he sprinkled the entirely of his mom's breasts with a plethora of loving kisses. His kisses slowly turned into a series of tender licks floating up the delicious peaks and valley of her of chest before turning into a long slow gentle suckling session as his mouth found each of her fully erect nipples. He suckled on each of her boobs with a greedy appetite bordering on insanity.
A hand slipped down between her legs at the height of his little suckling session to explore his mom's garden of delights. It was wet and moist. She was more than ready for him, but still he felt the desire to warm her up even more.
Moving his mouth downward, he kissed his way across the flat plain of her tummy, making his way toward where she gave birth to him those many long years ago.
Snuggling his way down and in between her legs, he parted her thighs with a pair of nervous hands. Of course, he had never went down on a girl before, but in a hopefulness that was reserved for the young, he spent a great deal of time on the internet studying the art of cunnilingus. He felt somewhat confident he would know just what to do.
He started by flattening his tongue, using it to explore her inner and outer lips before diving in deeper. Judging by the soft moans escaping from his mother, so far he was doing just fine. He pulled back slightly, pausing to grab a quick breath and to let her desire simmer.
He imagined licking an ice cream cone as he swirled his tongue around and around testing out a variety of strokes by licking up and around her clit and back down the other side. Still experimenting, he added a wet finger to the mix pushing it inside of her with short firm strokes while he continued to worship her clit with his tongue.
He would have smiled, if only his face wasn't buried between her legs, as based on the intensity of her moaning he was still doing quite well. She began clawing at him her breath coming out in a short pants. "Jesus, Howard, I need you inside me . . . now!"
Reaching down, Vanessa pulled him into her embrace. They kissed long and deep as he positioned himself over her. Sinking down, his rigid cock penetrated her slowly while he proclaimed his everlasting love for her.
Like a director of a Hollywood romance, she now took control of the action directing him in soft soothing tones. At her urging, he pumped up and down driving his manhood deep inside her bit by bit. The gentle whispered words of her encouragement exhorting him to new heights of passion.
"Faster, slower, ahh that's it baby, harder, yes fuck Mommy harder . . . Jesus you feel so good inside me." Her pleas of lustful passion fueled his growing desire to please his mother—his goddess of forbidden desire. He was getting ready to come yet again when he felt her hands clawing at his ass.
He rose up, supporting himself on his arms before he drove his cock down inside of her, over and over again, feeling a quiet intensity of love that only a boy who truly worships his mother in that wholly forbidden way could understand.
Staring down at her, she was a picture of supreme beauty: her beautiful, black hair matted to her forehead, head back, eyes shut, her breath coming in short pants, but finally, most deliciously, his eyes became fixated on her heaving chest and those big tits bouncing up and down as he pumped into her with a fierce urgency.
He was nearing another orgasm and was scarcely there as Vanessa started to moan breathlessly. "Ohhhhh baby . . . I . . . I . . . am coming." It was a fairy tale ending as Vanessa tipped over into the most intense orgasm of her life—while dragging her young son down with her into that divine abyss as mother and son came in unison.



Snuggling down under the covers together, wrapped in their tight cocoon of love, he whispered to her, "Happy Mother's Day."
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The first wave of the deadly Covid-19 was nearly over by mid-May. Most people assumed the worse was over. They were wrong.
The second wave hit in late May of 2020 and made the first go around with the virus seem like mere child's play. The virus mutated and was now attacking young people felling them in droves. On the last day of May, America was under the strictest lock down orders yet. Anyone under twenty five was basically confined to their homes for the next three months. This time America listened.
Oakwood, Wisconsin June 2020
Jimmy, rather ironically turned eighteen on June 1; the day after the nationwide lock down for young people. Nope, there would be no party for him on his 18th birthday, instead he was stuck at home with his mother, Alyssa.
It was just the two of them as his dad, Roger, died in October of the prior year in a car accident. Alyssa, happily married for seventeen years, was devastated by her husband's death. After nearly five months of grieving Alyssa was just starting to feel normal again when the virus hit the country hard. What sustained her during this period of intense grief was the single thought she must stay strong for her son. Grieving together, they grew extremely close as the country lurched unknowingly ever closer to its time of reckoning.
At the age of thirty five Alyssa, a former nude model was still smoking hot—at least in her son's eyes. Her chestnut brown hair, with blonde highlights hair fell to her shoulders. Her eyes, a dreamy blue, sparkled with untold mischief more often than not. But it was her stunning measurements, a rousing 42-25-35, with FF cup enhanced breasts that allowed her to be a leading lady in more than a few strip clubs along with a plethora of big tit magazines and websites. She put on a little weight since her modeling career but still weighted a respectable 135 pounds carried nicely on her five foot four frame.
Her resume during her brief career was impressive. She was a former Miss Nude Midwest and Miss Nude Wisconsin along with being a featured cover girl in scores of the leading big tit magazines from 2001 to 2006.
She retired from the business young to concentrate on raising Jimmy. He did not learn of his mother's prior modeling career until he was much older though and when he did it gave his heart fits of jealousy.
Then the virus hit. Alyssa, nicknamed "The Alps" for the immense size of her tits was laid off from her job in March as a bartender at a sports bar in downtown Oakwood. After going back to work in mid-May, when the bars and restaurants started to open back up, she was again laid off when the second round of the virus hit hard.
This time her lay off would be permanent as the bar's owner announced he was closing the bar with no intentions of re-opening. With the second round of closures hitting the town hard shuttering all the restaurants and pubs for the summer Alyssa's job prospects were practically nil.
July 2020
Having run through their savings paying the usual everyday bills Alyssa was getting desperate to the point where she went back to her roots—using her delicious body to make money as she became a web cam model.
While mainly confining herself to simply stripping for her audience she would occasionally perform solo masturbation acts when she wanted to get paid a bit extra.
The only issue was with Jimmy. Wanting to be completely honest with him, especially since her new job would not be easy to conceal with the both of them being sequestered at home, she told him what she was doing from the start. He didn't like it but understood they needed the money.
His feelings of jealousy over his mother showing off for the world soon mixed with feelings of forbidden lust to create a lethal combination as the summer wore with things only got hotter for Jimmy.
His mother would often lay out in the backyard sunning herself by the pool in a skimpy blue string bikini while he was confined to watching helplessly from his upstairs bedroom window. He could only resist so long before, after a solid week of fighting it, he started whacking off as he watched her. He especially got off when she slowly would spread lotion on her body as he furiously stroked his hard cock to an intense organism.
He often wondered if, his mother knew he was watching her from his upstairs bedroom window, but as she gave him nary a hint one way or the other, his curiosity remained unresolved.
September, 2020
After three months of total lockdown for the young people of America, the government tried lifting the lockdown. Jimmy was excited thinking he might finally get some relief from being cooped up in the forbidden lust factory which was his home.
Fortunately, as things turned out, his mother was overly cautious begging Jimmy not to take any chances, not yet anyways, by starting to socialize outside the house. She simply wanted to know things were really better before risking her only child to the ravages of the virus.
Her caution turned out to be warranted as within weeks the rate of infections for young adults in Wisconsin skyrocketed once again. This time the lockdown for young people was listed simply as "indefinite".
October, 2020
Things came to a head in October. Alyssa tried to perform most of her web cam performances/shows late at night while her son was sleeping knowing he was not at all thrill with what she was doing.
Despite her best intentions their relationship was starting to show signs of strain mainly due to his intense feelings of lust and jealousy over her. Alyssa, sensing this, and suspecting why, tried to diffuse the situation.
With the end of summer, the free bikini shows outside in the backyard came to an abrupt end. Over the course of the long summer Alyssa slowly became aware of her secret admirer and instead of causing her any sort of angst it only made her feel proud she still possessed a body worth checking out.
Around the house she stopped wearing anything remotely sexy thinking it might help put his feelings of lust on hold. This was not something she was particularly happy about, Alyssa was a born showoff, but if it would help him control his feelings and improve their relationship she decided to try it.
In worked to a point. Instead of lust his quiet feelings of jealousy grew knowing she was dressing like an old lady around him while showing off in a wide variety of sexy outfits he could only dream of behind her bedroom door during her web cam shows.
Finally, over the course of a mid-October weekend things came to a head. It was a Friday night when Alyssa, tired of watching her son mope around, told him over dinner, "Hey you know what honey, I think I will take the night off from work and maybe we could hang out together. Watch a movie and cuddle under a blanket. Maybe share some wine and just you know . . . be together. Sound like fun?"
"Sure Mom," he replied, "It would be nice for you to take a night off from showing off for the world to spend some time with your son."
"Honey, please you know I have to do this. We need the money. Can we just concentrate on being together tonight and have a good time?"
"OK, OK, yeah, you're right."
They agreed to meet in the downstairs living room at 9 pm. After taking a quick shower and throwing on a pair of jeans and a tee shirt, Jimmy headed downstairs to enjoy his quiet evening with his mother.
She was waiting for him curled up on the sofa flipping through Amazon Prime selection of movies. She was already sipping on a glass of wine; a good sign, since when she got a bit tipsy she tended to become needy, loving, and emotional. On the other hand, she was dressed in a pair of old ratty pajamas bottoms and an oversized night shirt and wasn't wearing any makeup.
He plopped down next to her trying to hide his annoyance at his mother for not even trying in the least to look good for him. It did not work as Alyssa's "mom radar" was operating at 1000 percent efficiency. She knew right away by the way he sighed when he sat down on the sofa, as far away from her as possible, something was wrong.
"What is it, Jimmy? What is wrong?" she asked him point blank.
"Nothing," he mumbled.
"You are not a good liar, honey." She scooted across the sofa toward him. "Now tell your mom what is wrong . . . Please."
"I don't want to talk about it OK?"
"No it's not OK. You need to open up to me and tell me what is wrong. Come on, don't be like that with me."
"I said I don't want to talk about it," he grumbled. "Now can we just watch the fucking movie?"
"Well if my being nice and saying please can't get you to open up to me I guess I will have to try something else." She paused to take a large sip of her wine. "I wonder if I could bribe you into telling me what is wrong."
"Fat chance of that, Mom. What do I need money for if I can't leave the damn house?"
"Actually, I wasn't talking about offering you money but maybe something else."
Now, for the first time he turned to her and showed some real interest in what she was saying. "Such as?"
"You remember back last winter during football season and you would come home complaining about being sore after practice or after a game?"
"Yeah, what about it?" he asked. Jimmy had been the starting free safety as a senior last year and often, being on the small size for a football player, he was 5' 11" and weighed close to 190 pounds, he was forced to show a reckless disregard for his body in order to stop the bigger and faster players. As a result he often came home all banged up and very sore.
"Well I am curious if you miss at all those nice back rubs I used to give you when you were all sore and aching from football because if you do I could give you a real nice one after the movie . . . if you would only open up to me."
"Yeah I do miss those actually," he replied.
"Well how about it then. A nice little back rub for a bit of information on what exactly is bothering you, hon." She paused before reaching over to pick up her glass of wine. "That is fair huh."
"It could be and I could be persuaded to agree if you agree to something . . ." He started to head out of the room crossing over toward the dining room. "Where are you going?"
"Be right back. There is more wine right?"
"Yeah, it's in the fridge I just opened it tonight."
Inside the kitchen he hummed to himself as he filled up a decanter with the red wine from the freshly opened bottle before heading back out to the living room.
"So you are going to join me huh? Is that what I have to agree to Jimmy letting you share a glass or two of wine with your mom?"
"Actually mom I am only agreeing to your bribe if . . ." He picked up her glass of wine off the coffee table, it was still half full, and filled it up from the decanter before filling his own glass up. "You agree to keep slurping down your wine while we watch the movie."
"Hmm, interesting. You wanna see your mother get a bit tipsy huh, Son?"
"Yeah, I guess. You are kind of fun when you have been drinking Mom but it's been a long time since I saw you drunk so . . ."
He handed the glass to her. "Take a nice big drink now . . . the bigger the drink the more likely I will be to agree to your bribe."
"Really," Alyssa said as she brought the glass to her lips slurping down half the wine in one long drink.
"Not bad," he said.
"Well just know there is more of that in the future if you just stop shutting me out of your feelings sweetheart."
"In that case, I accept your bribe."
"Of course, you should have at least a glass or two of wine with me honey. You can't let me get all drunk alone."
"I won't," he said before taking a big drink from his own glass.
"So tell me why the long face and all the negative vibes when you walked in the living room just a few minutes ago and it had better be the truth."
"Alright," he said before sighing, "the truth is I was just disappointed I guess by what you are wearing."
"Really, what is wrong with what I am wearing? It's comfortable."
"Yeah sure it is." He paused taking another large drink of his wine in the hopes it would allow him to be real honest. He wasn't much of a drinker so after this second large swallow of wine he did feel a bit more relaxed about telling her the truth. Sitting his glass down, he turned toward her.
"Yeah, so basically, I get to see you in your comfortable and boring clothes while the rest of the damn world gets to see you looking all hot and sexy. I bet if you were doing a web cam show tonight you wouldn't worry about putting on something comfortable."
On the outside she was looking at him seriously, but on the inside her heart was all a tingle. So this was it . . . this was really it! He wanted to see her wearing something sexy.
Choosing her words carefully, Alyssa spoke softly, "I appreciate you being really honest with me so I am going to return the favor by being honest back. This was not my first choice of what I was going to wear for our movie night. This was the safe choice, and the boring choice."
"Well Mom, maybe you should have stuck with your first choice."
"Really," she said as she slowly climbed to her feet, "Give me a minute then as I think maybe your mother is overdressed for watching a movie while cuddling under a blanket next to her adoring son."
He watched as she disappeared down the hallway wondering what she might be changing into. His curiosity only grew as she was gone for quite some time; longer than it took to simply change her clothes.
Maybe she is putting on some makeup for me too, a hopeful voice in his head whispered to him.
Roughly twenty minutes later she came casually strolling back into the living room. The nearly half glass of wine she took with her was now empty.
Stopping before him she whispered, "Better honey?"
"Yes, much better," he replied with a triumphant smile.
She was wearing a pair of extremely snug pink velvet pajama shorts matched with a well-fitting white tank top. He really could not help but to notice how very nicely those tremendous tits of hers were being put on display by her tight little tank top. As she settled down next to him, with a coy smile, he also noticed, quite deliciously, how her tits seem quite unencumbered by a bra.
After an enjoyable cuddle session during the movie, where Alyssa kept her word consuming an abundant amount of wine, it was time for his back rub.
He stretched out on the sofa, shirtless, as his mom started to knead his shoulders. Unfortunately, things did not get very far as a very drunk Alyssa soon basically collapsed on top of him.
"Sorry honey, Mommy is wasted," she said before breaking out into giggles. Jimmy managed to extract himself out from under his mother before getting her situated with a blanket and a pillow allowing her to pass out on the sofa.
Having decided to be a gentlemen and spend the night watching over her, he went upstairs to grab a blanket. After turning off all the lights except for a single lamp in the far corner of the living room he settled down in the easy chair across from the sofa.
He sighed, pulling his blanket up around him meaning to get some sleep but the sleep he wanted, the sleep that would have kept him out of trouble, proved to be elusive.
His mind keep wandering to his mother's beautiful tits so amply on display all night under the tight confines of her tank top. It had been nearly impossible to keep his eyes off of them while they cuddled during the movie and especially so when she pressed her body so close up against him.
Complicating matter for him the little devil, the one all humans possess deep inside of them, kept whispering to him, "She is passed out. You could go see them . . . probably even touch them a little if you want."
Somehow he managed to ignore this devilishly voice—for about twenty minutes. Rising quietly to his feet he moved slowly over to her a wicked plan forming in his young sex obsessed mind.
Crouching down next to her, the sole lamp he left on cast just enough light for him to see his mom was slumbering peacefully. In her sleep she managed to pull the blanket down exposing the soft rise and fall of her chest.
It was like an invitation one could not ignore. Very carefully he reached down, delicately grabbing the edge of her tank top. With the devilishly little voice inside him shouting loads of encouragement, he very carefully started to pull her tank top up.
After fully exposing her tummy he paused. He couldn't do it; he couldn't go any further; it was simply too depraved. Instead, he settled for a consolation prize of sorts. Pulling his phone out from his back pocket, he held it up taking a quick picture of his mom's chest and exposed tummy.
Once again he tried to fall asleep but the image on his phone seemed to be calling him. It was a call he could not resist. He hurried off upstairs to his room and spent a breathless five minutes studying the picture letting his desire grow as he stretched out on his bed. He let his eyes first feast on his mom's taunt and perfectly tanned stomach. It was amazingly flat and well-toned—just as he liked in a woman.
Next, his eyes drifted north to those amazing big tits of hers snugly hidden under her white tank top. His eyes seized upon the outline of her dark nipples pressed so invitingly against her tank top. Her fucking areolas looked absolutely huge—again something he very much liked in women.
Unzipping his pants he prepared to get some small measure of satisfaction. It didn't take long as he dreamed what it might be like to carefully pull that tank top up to expose her giant tits. He was spurting cum in less than two minutes dreaming of this simple image alone.
After this naughty little interlude, he got dressed and went back downstairs and this time was able to actually fall asleep across from her in the easy chair.
Some hours later, he woke up with a start. She was calling his name softly. "I . . . I'm here Mom," he said groggily as he slowly rose to his feet.
"Still watching over me. What a gentlemen you are," she whispered as he slowly approached her.
Yeah, some gentleman, I am, he thought to himself as he squatted down next to her. "Do you need something, Mom," he whispered.
"Yeah, I wanna go upstairs and sleep in my bed, baby. Can you help me up the stairs please? I'm still a bit sloshed, I think, and so tired."
"Sure," he said standing up. It took some effort to get her up and moving but he finally managed it. She leaned heavily on him as they made their way up the stairs and into her room.
"Wait here, while I go to the bathroom please," she said before staggering into her bathroom.
He sat on the bed after turning her covers back with a heavy sigh trying not to think of this being the room, this being the bed, where she filmed the majority of her damn web cam performances.
She came out a minute later. "Oh look at you, pulling the covers back for your mother and everything. You are such a little angel."
"Yeah, that's me your little angel alright," he said while his eyes—in a very un-angel like manner-- got stuck on her chest as she crossed the room toward him.
As she approached the bed he hopped up meaning to beat a hasty retreat to his own room ready for some sleep—and maybe to whack off again dreaming of his mother.
As he started to go she reached out and snagged him by the wrist. "Wait honey," she said before collapsing on the bed. "You have to tuck me in and then turn out the light. I think I am still too drunk to do all that by myself."
This was a little white lie. While not completely sober, Alyssa, after grabbing a few hours' sleep on the sofa, was really not that drunk anymore; she just wanted to be pampered by her young son.
After he helped get her situated under the covers of her bed, he was about to once again leave when she called out, "Honey can you help me with something before you go?"



"What?"
"It's just I don't like sleeping with a shirt on. Truth is your mother usually sleeps in the nude but tonight I will settle with just sleeping topless. Can you maybe help your mother pull her snug little tank top off of her . . . please baby."
Like she had to say please to such a request! "I . . . sure," he said trying to control his excitement. Was he really about to get a glimpse of those tits of hers!
His excitement died a quick death though when she added with a coy smile, "Of course, you better turn the light off first so you don't see anything you aren't supposed to, baby."
"Of course," he said, "I was planned on doing that anyways."
After reaching over and clicking off the light he found the room—much to his disappointment—to be utterly dark, leaving him no chance of catching even the smallest glimpse of her heavenly boobs.
"Here sit on the bed next to me, Jimmy," she whispered to him.
She found his hands in the dark and slowly guided them to the bottom edge of her tank top. The next three or four seconds might have been the most tantalizing of his young life as he slowly helped peel his mother's tight tank top off of her.
"Thanks baby," she said before tossing the top casually off into the dark somewhere. "That is much better."
"No problem," he said rising to his feet. He was about to walk away when she reached out and caught him by the hand. "Wait, aren't you forgetting something?"
"No . . . what?"
"How about a kiss good night. You know to celebrate our wonderful evening together."
"Sure," he said trying his best to sound casual. They rarely gave each other kisses anymore and when they did it was usually just a quick little peck on the cheek. He surmised because she was still a bit drunk and was more emotional than usual she wanted a kiss, but whatever the reason, he was happy to oblige her as he leaned down to give her the requested kiss.
The kiss turned out to be no simple affair. He was aiming for her cheek but in the dark somehow his lips found hers, in no small part thanks to her guiding hand. Their kiss lingered on a beat or two longer than was necessary before he managed, with a great effort, to break it off.
He wondered what, if any, reaction she might have to their kissing on the lips but all she did was let out a gentle sigh while snuggling under the covers—the darkness hiding the shameless smile on her face.
He was crossing the room and was about to exit when she called out, yet again. "Honey wait."
"What?" he said before sighing. He just couldn't seem to get out of her room.
After a brief pause she said softly, "I love you."
"I love you too Mom," he said before turning to leave. He was more than a little anxious to make good on his escape in order to get busy taking care of that fucking erection taking off her tank top had caused him to have. To this end he had just managed to step out of the room and was shutting the door when she called out to him again.
"And I love the way you have taken care of me tonight and I have another favor to ask . . ."
Lingering in the doorway he wondered: what possible favor could she be thinking of asking him?
"Oh, forgot it, never mind, you would never go for it."
"What?" he replied as he stepped back into her room curious. "Tell me."
"Well, it's just I had too much to drink tonight . . . kind of thanks to you and the room is spinning a bit. I was wondering maybe if you could come and crawl into your mom's bed next to me and just hold me until I fall asleep anyways."
Being stunned by the sheer audacity of her request, he lost his voice for a moment.
"I guess you probably think you are too old to hold your mother though huh," she told him in a voice resonating with sadness, "Sorry for even bringing it up. Just go to your own bed and forget I asked . . . your mom is being silly I suppose."
The marked sadness in her voice did it. He quickly moved toward the bed saying, "No, it's OK, I can lay down next to you for a few minutes and hold you until you fall asleep if that's what you really want."
"It is," she whispered. "But hey you need to get out of those jeans and take off that shirt. I know I haven't done your laundry in a while and your mom's sheets are freshly cleaned so . . ."
"OK sure," he said figuring it was dark anyways so she wouldn't be able to see the still somewhat pronounced tent pole sticking out from under his dark boxers.
After he hurriedly undressed he crawled into bed next to her. Alyssa was stretched out on side facing him and as soon as he got himself settled down she whispered, "I have changed my mind."
For a moment his heart sank; she didn't want him in her bed after all?
"Instead of you holding me, I want to hold you. It's been a long time since you let me cuddle you in my arms honey."
"OK . . . if that's what you want."
"It is. Now turn your back to me honey and just relax."
After turning over on his side with his back to her, he waited in breathless anticipation of being held by his "mommy".
He could fell her breath in his ear, tickling him, before she began to whisper, "Honey, your needy mommy just wants one more thing from her baby."
"What?"
"That kiss you gave me good night was so good it left my poor heart begging for another one. Please baby could you give your mommy just one more kiss good night before she passes out on you."
He sighed as he turned his head meaning once again to aim for a soft kiss on her cheek. She was having none of it. Using one finger she deftly steered their lips together.
They kissed softly, once, twice, their lips parting and coming together again. After the second kiss he tried to pull away but she murmured a single word that set his whole world on fire, "More."
Once more, their lips came together, delicately exploring, parting, only to come together again. They shared another three or four, he lost count, gloriously soft sweet kisses before she finally pulled back whispering, "Hmm, that was nice. We should make doing this a tradition."
He was afraid to ask. Make what a tradition? Sleeping together, him in his boxers only, her topless in a pair of sexy sleep shorts, or the kissing part? Or maybe, could he be so lucky, both!
Within less than a minute she was out like a light snoring softly next to him; her arms wrapped tight around him in a tight spooning position, her big tits squished nicely up against his back.
He laid there for a few minutes wondering if he could somehow extract himself from the bed, without waking her up, before finally giving up and succumbing to a restless sleep.
A few hours later, he woke up with a painful erection. At some point while sleeping he managed to roll out of her tight embrace. Sitting up, he rubbed his eyes while trying to figure out what to do about his morning wood. Glancing at the digital alarm clock on her nightstand he saw that it was morning; 4:07 to be exact.
He knew what needed to be done—retreat back to his own room and have a very hot whack off session while reliving taking off her tank top but this time with the lights on so he could see her glorious mounds of joy.
With this thought squarely in mind he was just starting to pull the sheet down as a prelude of getting out of the bed when she rolled over. Mumbling she reached out and touched him lightly on his arm, "Good you're still here."
He held his breath hoping she would quickly fall back to sleep but instead she began tugging on his arm. "Come on snuggle up next to your mom honey. She wants to be held."
Turning onto her side, she continued to pull softly on his arm. It seemed he had no choice. He carefully snuggled his body against her as they assumed a new spooning position with this time him holding her.
He tried to keep his lower body somewhat away from her, fearful she would feel his large erection poking against her backside, but she was not complying. "You are too far away hon," she whispered.
Reaching back she placed one hand on his hip pulling him forward as she pushed her lower body back. Mumbling softly she said, "Mmmm, that is better. Now you are snuggled up against your mother the way she likes."
He held his breath willing for his erection to die a quiet death but it was not working. Instead with her backside snuggled tight against his crotch his erection was growing even more powerful.
As her breathing slowed, and then became steady, indicating she went back to sleep he considered his alternatives. Escaping from her bed to flee to his own room in order to take care of business was seemingly out of the question considering the way she was snuggled against him.
On the other hand, willing his erection to die and pass gently into that good night was not working. Something had to give . . . but what?
When she sighed in her sleep and kind of jiggled her ass snuggling it tighter against him-- that is against his raging hard on-- the answer came in the form of his involuntary response: he simply could not help himself as started to slowly hump his mother's ass.
When she showed no signs of coming awake due to his soft humping, he became more emboldened. Knowing if he was going to do this it should be done quickly, Jimmy reached down and carefully managed to extract his rock hard seven and half inches from his boxers as he pulled it out of the fly in front.
The cool velvet of her sleep shorts felt fantastic against his hard cock. He slowly pumped his hips up and down rubbing himself against the velvety softness of her shorts covering her firm ass. Thinking of the way they kissed earlier combined with the way she invited him to take off her top left him approaching a climax in less than thirty seconds. He thought briefly of letting his hands wander up from being around her tummy to fondle her tits but decided not to press his luck. He was near to coming anyways.
Three more fast and hard pumps against her backside as she slept, blissfully unaware he assumed of his shenanigans, had his legs quivering as a prelude to a powerful orgasm. He was close, so close in fact, that it only took one more pump of his hips, the hardest yet though, before his cock exploded in a geyser of cum.
He held his breath hoping, praying maybe, she was still asleep. Her steady even breathing seemed to indicate his prayers were being answered.
His raging lust sated, he turned his attention to cleaning up his mess.
Carefully, he rolled away from her. Reaching down to the floor he searched for his discarded tee shirt knowing it was somewhere nearby. After some quick fumbling about in the dark he found it.
He used it to wipe the semen off his shrinking cock before turning his attention to his mom. Reaching out gingerly, he used his fingertips to probe the backside of her shorts searching for any signs of his sticky semen he must have left behind after ejaculating. Finally, he found it. A rather large blob of cum was caked on her shorts in the middle somewhat near the waistband.
He bunched his tee shirt up into a ball meaning to ever so carefully wipe the cum off her shorts as best as possible but then . . . Oh shit she rolled over and onto her back.
He waited a minute or two hoping she might turn back over but when she didn't, like a thief in the night, he stole out of her room and back down to his own room. He could only hope the stain would not be too noticeable on her pink shorts.
He woke up in the morning to the smell of bacon. After washing up, Jimmy wandered tentatively into the kitchen. He was worried about what happened last night; if she had maybe somehow discovered the stain, but after greeting him with a casual smile she seemed relatively normal.
Only relatively normal because usually when she made breakfast for him in the morning she wore a heavy white fuzzy robe showing no justice to her heavenly curves. But ahh today, instead she was wearing a pretty white robe adorned with small red flowers. Better still the robe was both thin and short. Thin enough to be nearly see thru, allowing him to notice how she was naked under it, while being just barely long enough to cover her ass.
He didn't complain about either the robe or the bacon and eggs she prepared for him. Nor did he have an issue when she plopped down across from him to enjoy her yogurt and grapefruit. They made some small talk, while he tried his best to keep his eyes off her chest. He mainly failed.
"Listen hon, I was thinking maybe around noon or so we could go enjoy a picnic."
"A picnic in October? Won't it be a little cold for that, Mother?"
"No, not really. The weather guy on the TV was gushing about how warm it was going to be today. The high is going to be seventy eight which is just shy of the October record for this time of year he said."
"Really, well that sounds OK weather wise but I can't really go to any parks remember . . . the stupid lockdown is effect for us young people."
"I know and that's why we are going to have our picnic out back. We got that big old yard and all that green grass beyond the pool. The yard guys were just out last week to cut the grass. We could hang out there, catch some sun, I'll pack us some sandwiches. We could maybe toss the Frisbee around if you want. I mean, don't you wanna get out of the house even if it's only in your own backyard and only to hang out with your mom?"
"You don't have to give me the hard sell, Mom. I'm there. You said noon right."
"Yes, go back to bed and take another nap so you aren't tired and moody with me. I don't think you slept too well last night. Maybe because I half dragged you into my bed to watch over me huh and you weren't so comfortable sleeping in your mom's bed next to her."
Considering what he did last night—to her—he really wasn't comfortable with this subject so trying to act as casual as possible he kept his reply short and simple, "I slept OK. It was alright sleeping next to you."
"You sure you slept OK, hon," she stood up and leaned over him, allowing him a nice view down her robe while she started to clear the table of the dirty dishes.
"Yeah," he mumbled while trying to avert his eyes.
"Because," she reached out and ran her fingers through his hair, "I felt you squirming around an awful lot especially toward the end of the night when you were snuggled up behind me."
"Yeah, well I tend to move around a lot in my sleep," he remarked while trying to quell the rising panic he was feeling. It was almost as if she was hinting around she knew what he did last night and really wasn't upset about it—which would be fucking amazing, to say the least.
"You do, that is for sure. Anyways . . ." she walked away with their dishes and after dumping them in the sink, she turned back around, "I'm not complaining. I really enjoyed having you snuggled up next to me in the bed last night."
"You did?"
"Certainly and I was thinking maybe we could turn what happened last night into a little Friday night tradition of sorts. You know where you mother takes the night off from work so we can watch a movie with her handsome son while cuddled under a blanket. And, if you want, I could continue to get smashed every Friday night by drinking too much wine where you have to help me off to bed eventually and then maybe sleep next to me to keep me safe and sound. And, of course, just so you don't get all sour on me because you think I am dressing like an old lady every Friday night I will put on something nice . . . just for you."
He got up and stretched before smiling at her. "I think I could get into a tradition like that, Mom. Now I think I am going to take that nap you suggested."
He started to walk out of the kitchen when she hit him with one last surprise dagger—and what a dagger it was!
"Oh one more thing Jimmy before you go."
"Yeah," he said turning around to face her.
She had a serious look on her face. "I have told you about eating on the sofa and how you have to be careful especially when you have that frozen fish you like with your tartar sauce."
"I am careful and it's been awhile since I ate fish out on the sofa anyways."
"Oh well you must have been eating something out there that you spilled."
"Why?" he asked having really no idea what she was talking about . . . yet.
"Because I found a stain on my brand new pink sleep shorts I wore last night. It was on the butt and it looked kind of white and crusty so I figured I must have sat in something . . . you know like tartar sauce maybe." She paused now, giving him a sly smile before continuing with her damning statement, "But if you haven't had any of your fish out there lately . . . hmm, I don't know what it could be?"
Jimmy could feel his face getting hot. He was not much of a liar in the first place, especially to her, so he knew he was in a tight spot here. "I don't know, maybe I did have some fish the other day and I think I might have spilled some . . . you know tartar sauce on the sofa."
"Funny how only now do you remember? Anyways just be careful in the future would you. I mean, I don't mind you making messes and all, that's what boys do." She was smiling again indicating what . . . she knew! "But only if you are honest about the . . . you know, the messes you make." Then came the dagger, "Even the big sticky ones."
"OK, sure Mom," he mumbled before fleeing to his room.
Once inside the safety of his room, he stretched out on his bed and just managed to get a short nap in after he was done berating himself for letting his lust get the better of him last night.
They made it out to the backyard closer to one than noon as he slept a bit longer than he intended. Just as her TV weather guy promised the afternoon was sunny and warm. She was wearing a white blouse over what appeared to some kind of orange top. Her blouse, unfortunately, was nearly buttoned all the way to the top not allowing him much of a glimpse underneath. Matched with her white blouse was a pair of canary yellow capri pants with draw strings. Her outfit was attractive overall but surprisingly conservative considering the way she dressed last night and this morning.
After laying out a large blanket, she arranged their lunch: tuna salad and an apple for her, and chips and a ham sandwich for him. After they ate she pulled the Frisbee out from the picnic basket.
"You wanna get some exercise hon," she said waving the blue Frisbee at him.
"Sure Mom," he replied. They moved to opposite ends of the large backyard and spent the next few minutes tossing the flying disc around. Jimmy was somewhat amazed at how graceful his mom was at tracking down his tosses, errant or otherwise, before remembering she had been a star volley ball player in high school.
After a good half hour or so of tossing the Frisbee around, Alyssa called out to him, "Hey your mom needs a break. It's really getting warm out here don't you think? Can we sit and rest for a minute on the blanket."
After sitting down on the blanket next to each other she started fanning her blouse out from her body.
"Mom do you wanna go inside and maybe turn the A/C on for a few minutes?"
"No actually it's fairly pleasant out here. I would like to take advantage of what might prove to be the last real sunny day of the year and get some sun. I layered my clothes so I just going to get rid of the top layer if you don't mind. That should help cool me off."
"Sure," he replied.
Alyssa, ever the showoff, paused to make sure her son was looking her way. She gave him a warm smile as she stood up and first untied her capri pants before stripping them off. Underneath she was wearing a multi colored string bikini bottom. The strings were a bright orange while the actually bikini bottoms themselves had a white background adorned with little orange and red and yellow flower blossoms. They were unequivocally sexy as all hell.
When she started to unbutton her blouse his world went on tilt. Underneath the blouse that flash of orange he thought he spied earlier turned out to be a form fitting orange tube top with the bottom edge coming down just above her navel. As for the top edge, it looked to be having a fairly hard time containing those tremendous tits of hers.



Oh Christ he thought if what she was wearing wasn't first class jack off material nothing in his virus ravaged world was. He tried to avert his eyes but those tits simply demanded to be stared at as she settled back down next to him.
Giving him her patented coy smile, she said in a soft voice, "I guess by the way you are staring at your mom's outfit maybe indicates you like it?"
"Hmm, yeah, I mean it's OK. You should be cooler anyways and you certainly going to get some sun on your body."
"Speaking of my body, you know I think I might have kind of pulled a muscle in my neck or something while we were playing. Would you mind giving your mom a quick little neck and shoulder massage?"
"I suppose I could," he said before moving around behind her. Sitting up on his knees as she leaned back on her arms he started to softly knead her neck and shoulders.
"Mmmm, that feels good baby. I like how you are always so gentle with me."
"Of course, Mom," he said in a whisper, "how else would one be with a beautiful delicate rose such as yourself?"
"I don't know what's better . . . your words or your hands," she whispered back.
The neck and shoulder massage he gave her lasted maybe five long tortuous minutes where he found his eyes staring down helpless over her shoulders and onto those mountainous tits of hers. Oh how he wanted to let his hands slip down and start pawing them!
When he was done she stretched out on her back and then called out to him, "Do you have your phone hon?"
"Ahh yeah," he said pulling it out of the back pocket of his jeans.
"Here, gimmie it and let's take a selfie." Holding the phone up she whispered, "Come on don't be shy scrunch on up next to your mom."
She proceeded to snap off three quick shots of them smiling at the camera with their heads leaning close together. Handing him the phone she said, "Here take one of me alone . . . for your private collection."
Aiming the phone at her, he took a picture that turned out to be pure gold of her leaning back slightly, supported on her arms, her awesome chest thrust out for all its worth, her light brown/blond hair, curled beautifully at the ends, falling to the edge of the orange tube top. The look on her face, with her mouth opened slightly, flashing an almost smile, defined the word "sultry".
"Let me see," she said after he snapped the picture. Taking the phone out of his hand, she glanced at it before handing it back saying, "Hmm, I think you should like that one honey as it shows off your mom's best assets quite nicely don't you think?"
Deciding to tease her back a little he said, "Tell me, what'd think your best assets are?"
Without skipping a beat she replied, "My tits, of course, honey. Why what do you think your mom's best assets are?"
He wanted to agree but that would be too easy and maybe too expected. So he paused, searching for the perfect clever answer. After a second or two, he came up with something.
"Mom, it's impossible for me to rightly say what your best asset might be as you are the embodiment of perfection and as such, everything could be considered, quote unquote, your best asset."
She ruffled his hair. "What a charmer you are hon and that was such a sweet answer that it deserves a reward. How would you like to have formal candle light dinner tonight with me in the dining room?
"Yeah sure . . . sounds wonderful Mom."
"We can even have a bit of wine with dinner and if you encourage me properly maybe you can get me drunk again after I get done with work." She paused, flashing him a mischievous smile before adding softly, "And if you are lucky, maybe you will have to end up having to sleep in your mom's bed again."
He really didn't know what to say to such an incredible offer so he simply replied softly, "Yeah that sounds nice, mostly except the 'after work' part."
"I'm sorry hon but its Saturday which is generally my biggest money making night. I promise we will hang out afterward I'm done."
Everything went perfectly as planned, until it didn't.
Their candle lit dinner was a dream. Alyssa came to the dinner looking simply fantastic in a tight short black dress that hugged her ample curves in all the right spots.
They traded playful barbs during dinner and then shared a nice slow dance with her clinging tightly to him. Jimmy up to this point couldn't been more happy . . . or horny.
Foolishly though he hoped their good time would continue unabated with her changing her mind about working. He tried to talk her out of doing her cam show tonight but she was adamant.
Around nine she told him, "Just take a nap or something. I will only be a few hours and we will meet back at midnight on the sofa. We can watch a late movie or something. Have some wine ready for me, OK."
He sighed, disappointed he couldn't get her to blow off work. "OK sure. Midnight I will be waiting, but don't be late."
After retiring to his room he set his alarm for 11:35 pm. As he stretched out on his bed, he tried to be good and just fall asleep but it was useless; his mind kept insisting on wandering back to this afternoon and how hot she looked in that ultra-sexy orange tube tub and matching bikini bottom.
Unable to resist he pulled his phone out and furiously jerked off while staring at the picture he took of her "for his collection" as she so eloquently put it. He couldn't help but to wonder: did she know he was going to do this and was actually encouraging him. The picture, after all, was her suggestion. The thought of his mother actually wanting him to whack off while dreaming of her only made him all the more hot and bothered.
After his intense orgasm Jimmy was able to take a long nap, his lust sated for the time being. He was awoken by his alarm and after taking a quick shower and brushing this teeth, he headed out to the living room hoping his mom would be there waiting for him.
Nope. Passing her closed bedroom door she could hear her talking. Yeah, she was still doing her stupid cam show probably. Resisting the urge to pause and listen, he instead went to the living room trusting she was almost done and would be there at midnight like she promised.
A little bit after midnight he impatiently called her number. She did not pick up.
A few minutes later, after she still hadn't come out of her bedroom, he sent her a text reminding her he was not so patiently waiting for her. When she didn't bother to respond he stormed off to the back porch highly upset.
Dropping appreciably all during the night, the temperature now was hovering around forty four degrees. Jimmy was dressed in a pair of shorts and a short sleeved tee shirt, thinking they would be hanging out on the sofa, and was starting to feel the cold out on the open porch. He didn't care, mumbling to himself, "I should feel cold . . . like my heart toward hers."
After glancing at his phone, it was 12:23 am, he slammed his hand down on the porch table. Hard. If, and when, she finally showed up and came looking for him he would not be in a forgiving mood.
It was quarter to midnight when Alyssa finished her show. If she hurried she could have kept her midnight date with her son but she had other priorities for the moment.
After trying to take care of these priorities, she came close, but with Jimmy interrupting her twice so she couldn't quite finish, she gave up. Slipping her robe on over her naked body, she popped her head out into the hallway, calling out to him as she assumed he would still be in the living room waiting for her. "Jimmy, honey, I know I'm late, but I'm coming out now."
When there was no response she stepped out into the hallway. Craning her neck she observed the living room appeared empty. He was probably in the kitchen. As she crossed the living room and went through the dining area on the way to the kitchen she felt a cold draft. The glass sliding door heading out to the porch was half open.
She was about to shut it when she noticed him slumped down in a chair, his back to the door. "Honey, look I'm sorry. I--"
"Go away," he snapped at her. Alyssa sighed heavily. He was really pissed. This was going to take some work on her part.
"Look, it is cold out there come on inside and let me explain."
"Fuck that. I would rather stay out here, alone and cold, then talk to you right now."
"Fine," she mumbled to herself before shutting the glass sliding door.
Heading back to her bedroom she stepped inside her walk in closet. After flipping on the light, she spotted one of Roger's old shirts laying on the floor. She had kept several of his favorite shirts as souvenirs. It must have fallen off its hanger as she rooted around earlier looking for something appropriately sexy to slip on for her web cam show.
Picking up the shirt, a blue and black checkered heavy flannel shirt she decided to put it on. First, in honor of her husband, and second because if Jimmy would not come in the house to talk, she would obviously have to go outside in the cold to talk to him.
She was about to throw on a pair of old jeans when she paused. Maybe I should try to get his attention a little bit she thought to herself. Making the decision to forgo putting on the jeans, or anything for that matter besides the flannel shirt she made her way out of the closet.
The shirt was a little big on her coming down just far enough to cover her butt. She knew this as having, on occasion, worn this particular shirt-- it had been his favorite hunting shirt—usually when she was really missing him.
After a quick trip to the bathroom to check her makeup, it won't hurt to look at least a little pretty for him, she headed out to the porch to try and mend fences with her son.
She paused at the glass sliding door, he was still sitting there slumped over, mumbling to himself. She opened the door a bit. "Honey come inside please."
No response.
"Fine I will come out there," she said.
Outside on the porch, she stood next to him for a quiet moment and when he would not acknowledge her presence she tried ruffling his hair—he had always liked when she did that—but apparently not now. As soon as she touched him he jerked away snapping, "Don't touch me."
He was not going to engage in any sort of conversation with her but after observing the way she was dressed, some kind of dark button up shirt with no pants and knowing how she didn't like being cold, he was actually starting to feel sorry for her, especially after she shivered mumbling under her breathe, "Jesus after such a warm day now it's so cold tonight."
"Go inside. I will be in in a minute."
"No you won't. I can always tell when you are lying. I am your mother and you are just saying that to get rid of me. I am staying out here as long as it takes."
"As long as what takes?" he asked knowing he shouldn't have taken the bait but unable to help himself.
"Until you are ready to hear my confession."
"What confession?"
"The one I need to make. I will tell you no more about it. You will just have to hear it. Now are you ready?"
"No, not really and probably won't be for hours. I just want to sit the fuck out here . . . maybe all night."
"Then I guess I will sit the fuck out here next to you all damn night myself . . . and freeze my tits off."
He shook his head. She just had to draw attention to her tits didn't she? "Mom go inside, please. We will talk tomorrow. Promise."
"Yet another lie. No, it's important you hear what I have to say . . . now." She reached out to grab his hand. He tried to yank it away but she was persistent.
After squeezing his hand tight, she moved her chair closer. Dropping her voice to a low whisper she said, "Please Jimmy. I need to make this confession and you need to hear it. It's important. If you can't do it for me do it for your father. It's the anniversary, it's been one year today since he died."
After a long pause he quietly said, "Go ahead then. I am listening. I guess I didn't realize this was the day."
Alyssa took a moment to arrange her thoughts. She needed to pick her words carefully. "Me and your father started dating when we were both in junior high. We were so in love with each other it wasn't even funny. Then in high school I got pregnant with you. I dropped out and we got married and the rest, as they say, is history."
"Yeah, I kind of know all that Mom . . . well except for I didn't know you started dating in junior high."
"Yeah, we did. Now this is the real important part so listen closely. He is the only man I have ever been with . . . you know sexually. He was all I ever wanted or needed honey. When I was a sophomore and he was a junior after we made love for the first time, we were both virgins, we made a sacred vow."
She paused, squeezing his hand tighter. "What was it?" he asked quietly.
"To never be with another person . . . forever . . . even if one of us was to . . . to, you know, pass early for whatever reason. Of course, when you are young like that you can't imagine dying for any reason. We figured to grow old and grey together meaning by the time one of us finally died the other would be so old anyways sex wouldn't really matter."
Now it was his turn to squeeze her hand tight. "But it didn't turn out that way," Jimmy said.
"No, not at all." She took a deep breath. "I have kept that vow, Jimmy and want to keep it but it's hard, baby. Really hard because your mother misses sex--"
"Mom," he said interrupting her, "you sure you want to tell me all this? You don't have to."
"Yes I do. Now let me finish my full confession." Her voice possessed a rough edge to it indicating she was deadly serious. He shut his mouth and after a minute she started to talk again.
"Those cam shows you hate so much, besides paying the bills, they are a release of sorts for me. When I am masturbating for whoever during a show you know I am thinking of your father and that is what gets me off and gets me paid. But tonight was different and I need to tell you why I was late and you need to listen with an open heart but can we please go inside."
Sensing they were on the verge of something special, Jimmy allowed himself to be led inside and over to the sofa. Once inside the living room, he could see she was wearing one of his dad's old hunting shirts.
"You have on dad's shirt. The one he used to go hunting in all the time?" He almost added, and you aren't wearing a fucking bra either. She had left just enough buttons undone at the top of the shirt to make this fact patently obvious.
Yeah, I know it's silly but wearing it makes me feel closer to him. Anyways now we are ready so here my confession. Please just listen, no questions."
He nodded his head OK.
"I was going to do my usual tonight toward the end of the show and make myself have an orgasm by masturbating while thinking of your father. I had the whole thing arranged to try and time my orgasm right at midnight in honor of the anniversary, but then I decided I didn't want to share his memory with a stranger . . . not tonight so I cut the show short a few minutes before midnight. I stripped so I was completely naked and then lit a whole bunch of candles. We used to both enjoy making love by candle light. I crawled into bed after checking the time. It was 11:51. I had nine minutes to get myself off. I set my phone to record as a sort of sexy keepsake so later on I could play back my orgasm. I tend to get loud when I get worked up honey."
"Yeah, I know," he said before he could stop himself.
"Hmm, so you do listen to me sometimes," she said giving him a mischievous smile that only grew more mischievous as his face started to flush beet red. "It's OK baby, it's only natural you being curious and listening."
"Yeah, I guess," he mumbled as he wondered just where all this was leading.
"So after a bit of foreplay where I was softly fingering myself and playing with my big titties I got worked up enough to start fucking myself silly with my favorite large dildo, thinking of him, and was almost there when my phone started buzzing."
She paused to look at him seriously saying nothing more. When she continued to say nothing he finally figured out what she wanted.
"I guess that was when I called you. I had come out to the living room to meet you, like we agreed, and you weren't there."
"I don't blame you but I was just about there. I didn't bother to check the phone. I knew it was you. I just didn't want to take the time because I was still on fire . . . down there. So I ignored it and went back to work, you know, and was almost there again when about maybe three or four minutes later my phone started to chirp. My impatient son was texting me this time and again ruined my chance to have an orgasm."
"Mom I'm sorr--" He wanted to apologize even though he could scarcely believe she was telling him all this.
"Shhh," she said putting a finger to his mouth. "Just listen." She pulled out her phone. "This is my recording. After your text. Please listen real close honey to your mother. Just give me a minute to find the important part."
She brought the phone to her ear listening it for a minute then gave him a half smile before setting the phone down on the coffee table with the volume turned up.
He first heard the sound of the sheets rustling in her bed and then her heavy breathing along with some more rustling of the sheets. He leaned in listening closer. He could hear her actually panting for a good minute before she started to whisper just barely loud enough for him to hear.
"Oh God, honey . . . that feels so good. Oh you are doing so good baby. I like that . . ." There was a brief pause before he heard the words. Words which would burn down his entire world, louder this time, "Mommy likes that baby. Oh come on, Jimmy you are going to make me come huh . . . oh just like that . . ."
Her voice was rising, the rustling noises growing louder, "Oh God Jimmy, fuck me harder . . . harder baby!"
She clicked off the recording and was staring at him. His mouth was hanging open. His poor heart was racing so hard he thought he might being having a fucking heart attack.
"Yes, I switched my fantasy of being fucked by your father to being fucked by you. I didn't do it on purpose. It just happened honey. Now you have to understand something, before you pass judgement." She reached out gathering both of his hands into hers.
"You remind me so much of him. Your thick brown hair, your soft hazel eyes, the shape of your cheekbones, even the arc of your nose . . . it's all so similar to his. Your quiet, shy demeanor, the intense jealousy you feel over me, how you show that jealousy with sarcastic little comments is just like him. The way you fawn over me, always putting my happiness first, the way you look at me, with so much love and, yes, desire. I'm not just your mother but a woman and I fully understand these things. Now add to the mix we are both sort of trapped here. You by the virus and me because of by my vows."
She stared at him, her eyes watering, before she finally finished by whispering, "We both only have one release honey. You must understand that?"
He shook his head yes, before whispering, "I think maybe I do."
She got to her feet. Turning to look at him she reached down with one hand to brush her hand lightly across his cheek. "Do you love your mother, Jimmy?"
"Yes, more than anything in this world."
She found his hands and helped pull him to his feet. "Follow me," she said simply.
"We are we going?" he asked numbly as he allowed himself to be led across the living room.
"To your mom's bedroom." She turned to face him. "Last night I wanted you in my bed because I was dizzy from the wine, but tonight I don't want you in my bed . . . I need you in my bed . . . badly. I need your love, baby. Your mother can't take being alone anymore."



When they reached the doorway to her room he pulled back just enough to make her stop. Turning she leaned back against the open doorway. "What is it honey?"
"Are you sure you want to do this, Mom?"
"Close your eyes honey and I will whisper my answer to you."
He closed his eyes and waited breathlessly for her answer.
It came in the form of several light airy kisses placed directly on his lips.
Moving her mouth to his ear she whispered, "Do you like my answer?"
"Y-yes," he managed to stammer.
"Just so we are completely clear. . ." She brought her lips to his once more giving him several more delicate kisses before opening her mouth. Her tongue slithered out, tasting his lips, as her kisses grew more urgent.
"Answer me back honey," she whispered in between kisses. Jimmy, lost in a world of forbidden passion, obeyed.
He kissed her back, the passion which had been building inside of him all summer finally came roiling out as his tongue arced neatly into his mom's mouth.
The sound of their kisses, loud and aggressive continued to reverberate through the quiet house before, after nearly a dozen or so kisses, she pulled back.
Reaching up, Alyssa touched his face lightly. She stared at him, her eyes touching his soul as she begin to speak in a sultry whisper, "I know you were watching your mom all summer baby, from your bedroom window as she laid out by the pool in her skimpy blue bikini . . . weren't you? Don't ruin things now by lying . . . about anything, Jimmy. I need to hear the truth and you need to confess it . . . just like your mother confessed to her wicked sins just a moment ago."
Alyssa gave him a severe look before adding, almost fiercely, "Tell me now!"
Jimmy whispered "OK" before taking a moment to organize his thoughts. "I was watching you . . . like you said from my window."
"That is a good start now go on," she prompted while reaching down to fiddle with the buttons on her shirt.
"I enjoyed watching you. You looked so sexy in your bikini, Mom," he said as the first of the six buttons on her shirt came undone.
"I think maybe you only watched at first but by the end of the summer you were doing more than maybe watching honey," she whispered as her fingers slipped down to the second button. "Tell me the more you were doing."
He took a deep breath. "Yes, I . . . by the end of the summer I was . . . I was touching myself while I watched you."
"Were you hard sweetheart? Tell your Mom," she asked sweetly as the second button came undone and she moved to the third.
"Yes, I was hard."
"And did you . . . keep touching yourself until you made a big sticky mess honey?" she asked while unfastening the third button. "Like you did on my pink shorts last night?"
"Jesus, you . . . you know about that?"
"Yes, now answer my question," she said.
"I made a mess yes, all the time. I couldn't resist," he told her obviously relieved she was not at all upset by what he did last night. He swallowed hard as more of her lonely tanned chest was now revealed when the third button came gently undone.
"What about that picture I suggested you take of me earlier . . . you know the one where your mom was wearing her cute little orange tube top. I wonder did you pull that up on your phone later and . . ." The fourth and fifth buttons both came free now as she looked at him expectedly.
"Yes I did."
"Was the result another sticky mess baby?" she asked while the final button came undone.
Yes," he said before sighing.
Her shirt was completely unbuttoned now. As it hung invitingly open a large swatch of her beautifully tanned chest down the middle was fully exposed to his wide staring eyes while the best parts— those deliciously ripe nipples—were still just barely covered.
"So you have been dreaming about your mom's big tits all summer and even more so today . . . especially while I was flaunting them in that tight little orange tube top of mine?"
He nodded his head yes as she reached out and guided his hands to either side of her unbuttoned shirt.
"Go ahead honey. You have to take this final step on your own."
He licked his lips as he gripped her shirt. Wanting to sear the image into his brain for all time, he slowly, ever so slowly, pulled her shirt open.
"Oh . . . my . . . God," he whispered under his breath as his mom's immense tits were finally revealed to him for the first time.
Indeed, he had been dreaming of them for the past six months and now here they were in all their perfectly tanned glory.
"Do you like them baby?" she whispered as she leaned against the doorway tilting her head seductively to one side.
Before he could answer she reached out saying, "Wait, don't answer that. Let me find the answer on my own."
He stood, stiff as a statue, staring at his mom's huge tits as she went hunting for her answer.
It didn't take her long as one of her hands slipped down to the bulge hiding inside his jeans. "Hmm, I think I found my answer. God honey you are so hard. Jesus I didn't know a young man could get that hard over their Mom!"
"You . . . you aren't your typical Mom," he said quietly.
"Well let's see if your non-typical mom can get her son somehow even harder . . ." She gave him a coy smile while bringing one arm up to support her tits while she whispered, "You can touch them if you want honey. I mean you have been dreaming of touching them haven't you?"
"Oh Christ, yes," he answered before he very slowly, not wanting this mad dream to dissipate by him making any sudden moves, brought his hands up cupping her boobs delicately.
While he gently cupped her tits, they embarked on another wicked kissing session leaving them both breathless.
Wanting him to know what was happening wasn't just about cheap sex she grabbed both his hands off her breasts before kissing each in turn as she whispered, "Your mother loves you so much baby . . . so, so, very much. You must know that."
"I do, just as you must know that you are the bright sun of my world. Without you I would wither and die."
She smiled at him as she gently guided his hands back down to the mighty summit of her tits. "You can fondle your mom's big boobs as much as you want baby but just remember to be gentle at all times," she told him as she leaned back against the door jamb.
Jimmy, taking her cue to heart, meticulously rubbed his hands all over her tits, giving them several tender squeezes, before flickering his fingers across her nipples making them snap to attention. Liking the way she squirmed when he did this Jimmy purposefully did it over and over again.
After she let out a low hiss, she whispered, "I see you are like your father in one regard . . . he also loved playing with my nipples."
Alyssa dropped one of her hands to his jeans once more, busying herself with rubbing her hand against his crotch, as their mouths collided, tongues battling as their passion started to boil over.
Jimmy, warming to the task, jabbed his tongue deep in his mom's mouth, exploring to his heart's content as she started to squirm under his teasing assault on her nipples.
"Now speaking of your father. I want you to follow in his footsteps honey and do whatever I command you to do. Can you do that for me?"
At this point he would have lit himself on fire if she had asked him. "Yes, anything you want Mom."
"OK drop down to your knees sweetie. You are going to start by worshipping your Mom's ass."
After he dropped to his knees, she turned around while pulling the shirt up.
"Now do what you have been doing all your life," she demanded in a voice husky with pent up desire, "and kiss your mom's ass . . . all over."
Jimmy took an inordinate amount of time and care in first running his tongue up and down both his mom's butt cheeks while stroking her thighs with his hands. His tongue action quickly turned to his showering her golden tanned ass with dozens of kisses as she stretched her arms up and pushed her butt out for him to worship.
After allowing her son to crisscross her butt with a plethora of kisses, Alyssa turned around. He was still on his knees, ready to continue worshipping at the altar of his mom's beautiful sexy body. Smiling down at him, she pulled open the shirt, and then pointing to her tummy she whispered, "Kiss your way up to your mom's boobs honey . . . slowly . . . and when you reach them you better worship them with that hungry mouth of yours like your very life depends on it."
Starting just above her navel Jimmy patiently followed his mom's instructions kissing his way across her flat abs. His whole body was quivering with anticipation as he twirled his tongue ever closer to her mighty mountains. After reaching their base he looked up at her.
She helped him to his feet. "Go on honey, show me how you have been dreaming of kissing and sucking on your mom's tits for so long . . . don't hold back."
After taking a long minute to admire his mother's breasts, he slowly lowered his face to her chest, sprinkling it with dozens of light airy kisses before he turned his attentions to her fully erect nipples.
Alyssa was beside herself with lust as her son teased her sensitive nipples with his young, eager tongue before suckling on them with so much tender loving care. She was undeniably blessed with both extra-large and extra sensitive areolas, a fact that her young and previously innocent son was in the process of happily discovering as pulled back slightly while bringing his hands up to use his thumbs to gently bat her erect nipples back and forth.
She was on the verge of losing control when he finally let up. Smiling at her he mouthed the words, "You like that, Mommy?"
"Yes, but are you done already?" Leaning back against the doorjamb again she thrust her boobs out in an implicit invitation.
Bringing his mouth down, he forced himself to be deliberate. He started slowly raining light kisses all over the vast twin peaks of both her breasts before finally letting his tongue loose to attack her ripe nipples again. She hissed, louder this time, as his tongue quickly found its mark.
"That feels so good honey . . . suck on them please honey," she whispered.
Refusing to give in to her pleas right away, she continued to flash his tongue quickly across her nipples causing her to whimper.
"Please baby, stop teasing Mommy and suck on them . . . I am begging you," she whispered fiercely in a voice husky with passion.
The whole thing was so surreal—his mom begging him to suck on her tits—and if it wasn't for his hard throbbing cock trapped inside his jeans—no way could he be this hard and be asleep-- he might have been dreaming.
Opening his mouth wide, Jimmy went to work sucking on him mom's tits old school, wrapping his lips around first one nipple, and then the other, sucking like a hungry baby.
He tongued one after the other of her magnificently large areolas while bringing his hands up to lightly squeeze them while tugging gently on her nipples with his teeth. Opening his mouth wider, he proceeded to stuff as much of her tit flesh as possible into his mouth while flickering his tongue out and across her nipple.
Alyssa's passion was growing desperately out of control as her son's eager attentions to her tits was driving her insane with longing to have his hard cock stuffed inside of her.
After getting his jeans undone-- yanking them down almost viciously—Alyssa grabbed his boxers and practically tore them off. Turning around, she stretched her arms up high presenting her back side for him to plunder.
"Your mom needs you . . . NOW! Put it inside me . . . please baby."
Not waiting for a response, she reached back and finding his hard cock she guided it to the edge of her pussy. Jimmy gripped her hips with both hands before he grunted as he drove his cock deep inside of his mother.
She let out a little yelp as his seven inches drove home. "Oh God that's it baby, fuck me hard honey . . . harder!" she pleaded.
Jimmy, out of control with desperate lust, slammed his cock into his mother over and over again. Her cries of pleasure only drove him to greater heights of passion. After a half dozen hard thrusts he was almost there.
He rocked into her one last time before the orgasm came rushing home and he exploded deep inside of her. He felt his knees buckle, he had never came before standing up, as he collapsed against her.
Holding each other tight they managed to stumble inside the bedroom. Once under the covers of her bed, Jimmy dozed off in her arms with his head nestled gently in the deep valley between her tits.
He woke up sometime later, it was still dark inside her bedroom and h was still nestled in her arms. "Mother, are you awake," he whispered to her.
"Mmm, only if you are ready to have some more fun sweetheart," she mumbled while running her fingers through his hair.
"I am," he replied simply.
"First give me a minute to go slip into something a little sexy huh. Go ahead and light the candles on both of your mom's nightstands baby."
As he busied himself lighting the candles Alyssa first disappeared into her closet before emerging wearing her fuzzy white robe. Crossing the room to the bathroom she told him, "I will be just a minute. I need to fix my hair."
After he put his jeans back on got comfortable on the bed waiting for her. It turned out to be much longer than a minute, but it was well worth it.
Having fixed her hair in a pair of attractive twin pony tails, and having put on a full complement of makeup, Alyssa went all out to make herself as pretty as possible for her young son in preparation of Act II of their forbidden drama.
Her chosen two piece outfit made her look nothing short of a divine blue angel sent by heaven. The sheer top was a powder blue camisole decorated by an elegant scrolling of pretty flowers that did a wonderfully delicious job of presenting those amazing tits of hers in such a way Jimmy was already growing hard from staring at them. The boy short panty bottoms, blue like the top and adorned with the same scrolling of flowers, was as equally sheer as the top complementing it perfectly.
"You like what I am wearing. I picked this out especially for you honey as I know blue is you favorite color." She came floating up to him as he sat awestruck on the bed his eyes trapped by those enormous areolas on full display under the snug fitting see thru top. "No one has ever seen me in this before sweetie. I was saving it for us . . . I bought it sometime during the summer with the anticipation of wearing it for you one night."
"Jesus Mom, really . . . you bought this for me . . . during the summer? You knew then?"
"Yes I knew the day I first spotted you staring out your bedroom window spying on me as I laid out in the sun in my bikini that you wanted to be with your mother."
He swallowed hard unable to fathom she knew his secret, all this time, but yet said nothing. She sat down on the bed next to him-- about to tell him something else which would blow his mind.
"Honey, I was wondering if maybe you could do your mom a favor. I bought something last year a little bit before your father's accident. It was supposed to be for the both of us and . . . well here, let me show you."
She reached over pulling open the bottom drawer of the nightstand. His heart skipped a beat when he observed what she pulled out: a pair of shiny black fur lined handcuffs.
"I had planned on surprising your father with these but before I could . . . you know." She sat on the bed next to him. "We had talked about adding a bit of kink to our relationship for a long time and finally I had worked up the courage to allow him to subdue me with these."
"Jesus Mom you want me to . . ." He could hardly believe it. This was going from surreal to downright . . . fantastic.
"Yes I want you to subdue your mommy and then do whatever your little heart desires to me. It might be fun. Would you be willing to try?"
Of course he was fucking willing to try.
Alyssa hurried off to get a few additional items other than the handcuffs for their kinky playtime: a bottle of champagne stuffed in a bucket filled with ice and a single long red feather. Back inside the bedroom she placed the champagne bucket on the nightstand while dropping the long red feather on the bed next to the shiny black handcuffs.
Jimmy led his mother over to her four poster king size bed. Their newest adventure started with a series of passionate kisses as he gently eased her up against up against one of the tall posts at the foot of the bed.
"Now I am going to clasp my hands together behind the post and then you go ahead and slap the cuffs on me," she told him in a voice breaking with pent up excitement over what they were about to do.
Jimmy secured her wrists with the cuffs and then took a step back to admire things. It was perfect--she was at his utter mercy. Staring at her colossal tits he felt like a little kid at Christmas who had just received the absolute most perfect pair of toys to play with--ever.
"Now use your imagination, maybe pour us both a glass or two of champagne . . ." She paused smiling before adding, "Or even three to kick things off and just so you know when your mother gets tipsy I tend to get really friendly and a bit wild sweetheart. And then after you get me good and drunk you can do whatever you want to me . . . for the rest of the night."
Jimmy hurriedly poured her first glass of champagne and brought it up to her lips. He tipped it forward allowing her to greedily gulp it down and then repeated the process over the course of the next few minutes until she polished off three full glasses-- minus a few generous sips he took along the way.
"I think its playtime," she said before giggling. "Any ideas?"
Indeed he had more than a few.
Filling up yet another flute of champagne this time he added several small ice cubes to the glass. Tipping it to her mouth he allowed his now tipsy mother another couple sips before yanking the glass back.
Smiling he said, "We have to save the rest."
"We do?" she asked smacking her lips.
"Yes, for these." He pulled the glass back holding it over her chest before, with an evil grin, he slowly tipped it forward. Laughing, he whispered, "They look thirsty."
Realizing what he was about to do, Alyssa immediately began to beg. "Oh God no. Please honey you know how sensitive I am to cold--"
The ice cold champagne came cascading out of the flute and onto her tits making Alyssa cringe.
Jimmy stared at his mother, stared at her tits that is, as she shuddered while trying to helplessly avoid the cold stream of champagne being unceremoniously spilled down and onto her tits.
"Damn that is so cold, Son!" Alyssa whined when the last of the champagne finally was drained from the flute.
"What . . . so cold you want some more you say," Jimmy happily retorted as he turned away and quickly refilled the flute.
"No, Jimmy. Please no more I can't . . ."
This time he favored a much more direct approach. The few generous sips of champagne he enjoyed earlier left him feeling bold and reckless. Without thinking he snapped at her, "Shut up mother and take your teasing in silence . . . like I had to all summer."
He snapped his wrist forward flinging the entire contents of the cold champagne all over her chest absolutely soaking the clingy blue camisole.
This was not going to the way Alyssa had expected it to. She wanted to yell and scream at him but instead decided a softer, gentler approach might be better. "Honey, please you are wasting the champagne and please I can't take anymore. Maybe you should just release me and we can go to bed where you can do anything you want to me. I--"
"I can do anything I want to you now," he replied coolly, "and if you don't be quiet and let me think I will leave you like this for the rest of the night . . . after I open all the windows of course."



So much for the gentle approach. "Jimmy, I demand you release me!" she barked at him. "Now damn it!"
Ignoring her angry request he strode across the room to her window. Wrenching it open he wondered if this would make her take him seriously. If not, then maybe this. Moving over to the candles he started to blow them out.
Alyssa, feeling a cold draft of air enter the bedroom, begin to beg an earnest now. "Jimmy, please, pretty please, shut the window and . . ." She stopped whining. The room was starting to get dark. Twisting her head around, she watched as was blowing out the candles one by one.
"Honey you . . . you can't leave me here in the dark. Please. . . ."
Feeling drunk with power, Jimmy, adding a hard edge to his voice, snapped, "OK then do as I say and stop your goddamn whining. Suffer your teasing in silence . . . again like I had to all summer!"
"OK, yes I shall be quiet," Alyssa quickly replied.
"Good." He hurried across the room and shut the window before turning his attention back to her.
"Now since you don't want any more champagne dumped on your boobs and I am not quite done teasing them I will have to think of something else. Hmm . . ."
His gaze fell to the bucket of ice the champagne was sitting in as a most wicked idea came to him. Fishing out two of the larger ice cubes from the bucket, he dropped them in the empty flute. Grinning, he walked over to his mother.
Looking at her, she appeared somewhat dazed; maybe like a deer caught in headlights. Carefully he slipped a pair of fingers up and under the edge of the camisole and slowly lifted it up to fully reveal her tits.
Taking the ice cubes out of the flute he carefully began rubbing them all over her nipples making his mom squirm something awful. Laughing he announced happily, "How do you cool the world's hottest mom off . . . with ice cubes of course!"
Alyssa bit her lip hard, resisting the urge to beg for him to stop. After a few more circular passes with the ice cubes, Jimmy dropped them back into the glass and picked up the feather.
Starting with her mid-section he stroked her abs in a zig zag pattern slowly making his way ever upward. By the way she was softly moaning the soft red feather was having its desired effect on her. As the feather slipped up onto her boobs, Alyssa begin to moan even louder, but better yet was the way her intense squirming was making those big boobs of hers jiggle and bounce up and down.
Using the long red feather like a finger Jimmy flickered it carefully across each of her fully erect nipples in turn making his mother moan and squirm even louder to his utter delight.
He spent the next few minutes circling the feather all around her sensitive nipples until her squirming and moaning reached epic proportions.
After dropping the feather, he brought his mouth up to her neck. He started to kiss it softly as his hand slipped down and inside her boy shorts.
"Christ, Mommy you are so wet," he whispered as he slipped one finger inside of her. Crushing his mouth up against hers they engaged in a series of passionate kisses which made their earlier make out session seem like mere child's play.
Breaking the kiss off, Jimmy considered teasing her some more but when she whispered, panted was maybe more like it, "Please baby you have . . . have to make me come," he simply could not resist.
He kissed his way down past her neck and onto her boobs. Lashing his tongue out, he attacked her nipples ferociously as Alyssa closed her eyes. Leaning her head back, she thrust her boobs out for his enjoyment.
Dropping to his knees, he slowly pulled down her lace shorts to reveal the world's most heavenly pussy up close and personal. Jimmy was a novice when it came to eating pussy, but what he lacked in experience he made up for in sheer enthusiasm.
He gauged how he was doing by her reactions to where his flickering, darting tongue landed. After a few delicious miscues he found her clit assaulting it with his eager tongue.
He resisted the urge to smile as his mom's moans filled the quiet room as did her desperate pleas. "Please baby . . . Oh God that's it . . . don't stop . . . eat your mommy's pussy please baby make me come."
Burying his face between her legs his tongue lashed at her swollen clit as he brought his index finger up, pumping it up and inside of her. It was all becoming too much. Overheated already by her son's teasing, Alyssa dived head first into one of the most intense orgasms of her life.
Hitting her like a runaway freight train, the orgasm rushed home as her loud moans reverberated throughout the quiet room. "OH GOD . . . BABY MOMMY IS COMMMING . . ."
Rising to his feet, Jimmy looked at his mother. She was still gasping for breath as he reached out and stroked the side of her pretty face. "Was that nice Mommy?"
"Oh Jesus honey that was so intense. I have never came that hard even on your father's best nights." It was a little white lie maybe but why not make her son feel good about his first time.
"Should I get the keys and release you now."
"Hmm, not quite yet. It's my turn now and I think I want to be still helpless when I do it."
"Do what?" he whispered.
She answered by slowly sliding down the post to her knees. Staring directly at the large bulge in his jeans she whispered, "Take those fucking jeans off sweetheart. Your mommy wants that big cock of yours in her mouth."
Looking down, his erect cock jutting out mere inches from his mom's mouth, Jimmy simply could not believe his very first blow job in life would be coming from his mother-- as she was handcuffed to a post on her bed.
"Oh God . . ." he whispered as she slowly took him in her warm mouth. Without having the use of her hands giving her son a blowjob was a little more difficult than Alyssa imagined it might be but she was a quick learner.
Reaching down, Jimmy placed his hand on the back of her head "forcing" her to take more of him into her willing mouth.
Alyssa went to work worshipping her son's cock. First, she twisted her mouth around and under his hard member licking the underside of it like a popsicle.
"Jesus, Mom that is so good," Jimmy mumbled as his head lolled back.
Once she heard him begin to moan, Alyssa swirled her tongue around the sensitive underside of his throbbing cock before she took him fully into her mouth.
Going slow she swallowed his hardness inch by delicious inch making her son shiver with anticipation. Dipping her head up and down, she sucked on him in earnest now eager to taste his cum for the first time.
Jimmy was near to blowing his load as his mom twisted her head around to take even more of him into her willing mouth.
Jimmy not at all trying to fight the pending orgasm submitted. "Mommy, I am going to come in your mouth," he whispered seeking permission maybe.
Alyssa response was simple: she increased her speed while taking as much of him as deep as possible into her experienced mouth. She pulled back just long enough to lash her tongue around the head of his cock three or four times before nearly gagging as she swallowed him whole.
Jerking his hips forward, Jimmy let out one last whimper before releasing his load in his mom's mouth.
Alyssa looked up at her son with a smug little smile on her face before he collapsed next to her onto his knees. Hugging her tight he brought his mouth to her ear whispering, "God I love you so much. You are the best mom ever."
"Well I would hope so," she replied as he unlocked the cuffs.
They fell blissfully asleep snuggled deep in each other's arms, resting up for their next adventure which-- if you asked Jimmy-- could not come soon enough.
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Mark Michael Meyers was twelve years old in 1979 when the movie Halloween made its debuti n theaters. After seeing the movie with some friends he was immediately smitten with the villain whose name so resembled his very own.
The release of Halloween II two years later cemented his obsessive relationship with both the movie and the Michael Myers character. Mark soon insisted his friends and family start calling him by his middle name.
His mother, Suzan, and younger sister, April, were the only ones to take his insistence on being called Michael seriously. His mom gave in partially and started calling him Michael, but only when they were alone.
On the other hand, April, who worshipped her older brother, called him Michael all the time. Suzan fully expected Mark i.e. Michael to grow out of his strange fixation on the Myers character, sooner or later, so she thought very little of it—at first anyways.
But Mark's passion for the Michael Myers character only grew as he reached high school where he started to change the spelling of his last name from M-E-Y-E-R-S to M-Y-E-R-S on anything requiring his signature.
This intentional misspellings of his last name did not go over well with his father, Samuel, who, when he found out, administrated a proper beating to his son in an ill guided effort to set the boy on the Lord's "bright and shining path".
The family lived in Holdenfield, Iowa, a town halfway between Des Moines and Omaha, and just a bit west of Nowhere, USA. Holdenfield was your typical Midwest town: small and boring, which maybe contributed to Mark wanting to create another personality based on an adventurous villain.
Mark believed the similarities in spelling between his hometown of Holdenfield and the fictional hometown of Michael Myers in the Halloween movies-- Haddonfield—was not a mere coincidence, but instead he perceived it as validation of who he was— a real life Michael Myers.
Mark did not enjoy what anyone would refer to as a "normal childhood" even before he became fixated on his movie villain alter ego. This was wholly due to his father, a half demented minister, who preached too much and loved his family too little.
Suzan, on the other hand, was a former homecoming queen and cheerleader, and possessed that singular small town beauty which seemed to come natural to girls of the American Midwest.
Like a fine wine, as Suzan matured she seemed only to get better with age. She still possessed a full mane of lush, sunrise-golden blonde hair tumbling past her shoulders, still retained a nearly flawless peaches and cream complexion bronzed to a tanned perfection under the warm Iowa summer sun, still had those same dreamy blue eyes, still smiled easily, at least with her kids, and maybe most of important of all, she still exhibited a free spirted personality which she saved, almost exclusively, for her children. Finally there was her voluptuous body which thanks to a strict diet and exercise, was heavenly even into her mid-thirties.
Things only got worse as Mark reached his teen years forcing him to escape deeper into his Michael persona. Samuel was starting to emphasize his preaching's to his family with some not so loving heavy handed whacks.
"You shall not lust." Smack. "You shall not fornicate." Smack. "You shall not dress like a whore." Smack.
Suzan was planning on leaving him, but was just waiting for her hidden nest egg to grow big enough so she could take the kids away and live somewhere comfortably until she could find a decent job. But as Samuel became increasingly abusive, she moved her timeline up to the spring of 1983 regardless of her money situation. As fate would have it, her planned move never came to be as dramatic events conspired against her.
HALLOWEEN 1982
The minister hated Halloween, said it was the Devil's Holiday, so it was with a touch of irony he was savagely attacked on this very day. In the last six months, Samuel, frustrated with his son's obsession with some stupid movie villain, tried to beat him into becoming "normal" again.
It failed as Mark, with a simmering rage fueled by the beatings finally snapped. It was from this fiery rage his alter ego was to finally emerge and show its true self—if only to the father.
Samuel was preaching from the good book in the family living room of the evils of the Devil, lustful urges and the sexually depraved holiday people called Halloween. Blah, blah, blah, ad nauseam, when Suzan quietly asked when the sermon might come to an end so she could take eleven year old April out trick or treating.
Samuel flew into a rage, smacking his wife around for daring to question him, until finally, when his back was turned, Mark calmly proceeded to stab his father with a large butcher's knife several times before Suzan was able to pull him away.
Samuel's life hung in the balance for several days before he managed to pull through. After some negotiating Suzan and Samuel reached an agreement. Samuel's parents were loaded and willing to help obtain Mark the best legal defense and medical care money could buy, but only if Suzan promised to stay with Samuel and not seek a divorce. This little ploy was wholly engineered by Samuel as he suspected Suzan was planning on leaving him.
Backed into a corner Suzan agreed knowing without the money her son would be left to the whims of an uncaring legal system.
Michael, whatever was left of Mark disappeared the night of the stabbing, was fifteen at the time. Sent to a privately run criminal psychiatric care facility, he expressed no remorse over attacking and nearly killing his father.
Even more ominous, Mark regressed deeper into his Michael Myers identity by refusing to talk at all—just like the fictional Michael of movie fame. His refusal to show remorse, or to speak, caused the doctors to quickly write Michael off as a lost cause. Instead of receiving some much needed therapy, Michael, at the secret behest of his father, was filled full of drugs and pushed aside.
At first, Suzan, came to visit him frequently, but as her son continued to be unresponsive, it just became too painful to see him in such a cationic state. Her once frequent visits became, at first, infrequent, and then, after two more fruitless years with no change in his condition, slipped to maybe every other month.
In the spring of 1987, a new doctor was assigned to his case. Dr. Grant as it turned out, was quite different from Michael's former doctor as he actually took a caring interest in Mark.
Working behind Samuel's back, the doctor, after scaling back Mark's medication drastically, actually had him showing signs of improvement by the time he turned twenty. Such progress was painfully slow though, but still it gave Suzan a bit of hope.
Meanwhile, Suzan was just as miserable as ever being married to Samuel, although, as part of her agreement not to seek a divorce, she wrung a promise out of him not to be physically abusive to either her or April. Much to her surprise, this was a promise Samuel kept. Instead, he battered them both mentally and emotionally while being more domineering than ever, especially with the young teenaged April.
HALLOWEEN 1989
6: 45 am
The morning started out normal enough. Suzan woke up early to make breakfast and spend some time with April, now eighteen and a senior in high school. Over breakfast they discussed their plans for the day.
"I have an appointment at six thirty tonight out in Oakwood." Suzan told her. She was a real estate agent at Red Hawk Realty, the larger of Holdenfield's two realty companies.
"Jeez, Mom," April complained between bites of her toast, "Oakwood that is out a ways. What, at least a forty five minute drive from the office?"
"Yeah, it's out in the middle of nowhere, but the clients want to see the property and that is the only time they can go. So you know . . . duty calls. Well, what about you, what are your plans for this Halloween."
April sighed. "Dad is making me go to the church to help out with their Halloween party. I probably won't be home until seven thirty or so."
"Well that's still early. You could do something."
"Tina invited me to a party, but I am not up to begging for permission to go from . . . him." She spat the word 'him' out with her usual distaste. "I will probably just come home and hand out candy to any late trick or treaters and then wait for you to come home and then I guess we can just hang out. Watch a movie or something. Dad is not going to be home right? He's still going on his stupid fishing trip."
"All weekend thank God. He is leaving this afternoon. He is coming home early from work to pack a few things but will be gone I'm sure before you get home from school."
"A weekend without Dad. I guess maybe Halloween won't be so bad after all," April replied grinning.
"Did you mean what you said about wanting to hang out with me April?" Suzan said hoping April was sincere since she could use some company on Halloween of all days.
"Yes."
"Good, I won't be out too late. I promised the girls I would go have a drink with them though after I got done with my showing."
"Take your time. I will be fine alone."
"Are you sure? I know Halloween is still difficult for you even after all these years."
"I know it's difficult for you too, Mom. Probably worse actually."
Suzan let out a heavy sigh before reaching across the table and grasping April's hand. "It is, but I am coping. I miss him you know, your brother."
"Me too, Mom."
"Oh I almost forgot. Last night, a boy called for you. You had already fallen asleep though."
"Oh yeah, who?"
"Tommy. Who is that again?"
"Oh Mom, you know. Tommy Holmes from down the street."
"Oh yeah, I remember him. As I recall you two used to hang out together all the time."
"Mom, that was like in junior high. Even though he is only a couple months younger than me, he still acts like he's in junior high."
"Really, I have known his mom for years. It's a nice family."
April got up taking her dishes over to the sink. "You know I never was creeped out by Mark even with his Michael Myers obsession, but Tommy sometimes he is just weird."
"April be nice," Suzan said.
"Whatever, if you think he is sweet you call him back. I better go now or I will be late."
9:08 am
Suzan was just getting settled at the office when the phone on her desk rang just after nine. It was Dr. Grant with some unsettling news: Mark escaped last night from the state hospital.
Dr. Grant assured Suzan there was nothing to worry about. More than likely they would find him later in the morning wandering about the woods surrounding the institution. Still the doctor wanted Suzan to be aware, just in case, he managed to find his way home.
He stressed not to overreact and remain calm if somehow Mark did show up at the house which wasn't an unreasonable distance from the hospital. Suzan thanked him and after spending a few minutes debating if she should contact the school and tell April, she decided not to. Why worry her she reasoned especially since Doctor Grant didn't seem overly concerned about his escape.
3:05 pm
A brisk autumn wind made its presence felt as April walked the four blocks home from school. She was just approaching the corner of Maple and State streets not far from where Tommy lived.
After rounding the shrub lined corner someone in a white nondescript rubber mask, dark overalls, and carrying what she assumed to be a large plastic butcher's knife jumped out from behind a large shrub and yelled, of all things, "Boo" at her.
April jumped back startled. The person under the mask grinned as he watched his victim's small youthful tits bounce up and down under the tight confines of her pretty cashmere sweater.
"Ha, Ha, got you!" squealed the masked man.
"Tommy! Fuck! You asshole." April took a step forward raising her fist. She was actually considering decking the idiot when he cried out a hasty apology. "Shit, sorry. I was just trying to get your attention. I called you the other night you know."
"Yeah, I know," April replied smugly before turning on her heel and strutting away.
3:11 pm
After a arriving home, April took a quick shower prior to taking a short nap. Mrs. Kessler, the head of youth activities at the church, would not be coming by until five to pick her up so she didn't bother to get dressed, instead, after setting the alarm, April went straight to her mom's king sized bed and snuggled her naked body under the covers.
Just lately, over the course of the past three or four months maybe, April had been experiencing some very naughty dreams. Finally, she confided in her mother about her dreams. Suzan smiled and said, "My darling little daughter is dreaming of getting laid huh. Well, don't worry about it honey its normal, although it could mean you are more than ready to lose your virginity . . . once, of course, you find the right man."
"You mean one that Dad sets me up with. You know he doesn't let me date. Christ I'm eighteen now and he still treats me like I'm eight or something," April replied while not telling her mother she was very much looking forward to losing her virginity.
April, with her long pretty blonde hair, soft brown eyes, enjoyed the fragile look of a cherub leaving her with no shortage of admirers both at school and around the neighborhood, but thanks to her overprotective father she was still as pure as freshly fallen snow; as of yet she hadn't even been felt up.
After slipping off to sleep yet another dream came—the naughtiest one yet. She dreamed of being fucked—doggie style no less-- by someone wearing a Michael Myers costume. Just as she was about to climax in her dream she was robbed when she inexplicably woke up panting.
April sighed trying to get herself under control. She turned over, glancing at the digital alarm clock on her mother's night stand. It read four fifteen. In other words, she still had enough time to take care of business.
Her hand stole down between her legs dipping into her moist tight cunt. Her thoughts drifted back to the dream and the guy dressed like Michael Myers. She imagined his cock being pushed up and inside of her with a loving forcefulness which left her panting for more. Her finger dipped and swirled in and out of her pussy as her excitement grew.
April was just about there when the shrill ringing of the phone shattered her dream fantasy into a million pieces. The damn phone was on the nightstand next to the alarm clock too close to ignore.
"Hello."
Nothing . . . save for some heavy breathing. She hung up and then immediately regretted it. The heavy breathing maybe was actually a bit of a turn on.
She sighed glancing at the clock. It was four twenty six. The phone rang again. This time there was no heavy breathing just an ominous heavy silence on the other end.
Slamming the phone down, she muttered to herself, "Fucking dumbass Tommy." No sooner did she finish cursing him out then the phone rang yet again. This time she reached around between the nightstand and the wall and snatched the phone cord out from the wall and dropped it.
7:33 pm
April was back at home . . . finally. Resigning herself to passing out candy for the better part of the next hour, she wondered if could be any more boring than the children's Halloween party at the church.
The neighborhood was still full of little ghosts, and goblins, pirates and witches . . . and a few Michael Myers as well. She wondered about all the Michael Myers costumes until she remembered the latest Halloween movie, Halloween Five: The Revenge of Michael Myers was now playing at the movies.
8:19 pm
With no trick or treaters having come by the house in the last twenty minutes or so, April figured she was done passing out candy for the night. She wished her mother would hurry up and get home. Being home alone during the day was one thing, but being home alone in the chill darkness of an autumn night, Halloween night no less, was a completely different thing.
April sighed, flipping off the porch light before locking the front door. Roughly five minutes later she was settled back down on the sofa in her pajamas which consisted of a comfortable little pink spaghetti strap top, extra tight and just short enough to reveal her navel. It was also adorned with a smiling face on the front with the eyes being a pair of small black hearts. She paired this incredibly cute top with a matching pair of sleep shorts embroidered with lace along the bottom edges of the legs.
Flipping through the stations on the TV, bored and restless, April was startled when the doorbell rang. She jumped to her feet as the ringing of the bell was quickly followed by a rather dull sounding "Trick or Treat."
8:25 pm
April crossed the living room annoyed. The porch light was off; didn't these damn kids understand "that" was the universal signal on Halloween night of a house being closed for business. April was about to fling open the door and give whoever was out there an earful when she decided a bit of caution might be in order.
She carefully pulled aside the side curtain covering the long rectangular glass panel to the side of the front door and peeked out.
Her heart skipped a beat. Standing on the porch was someone in a Michael Myers costume. Someone about the same size and height of Tommy. Yeah, I bet it is Tommy! April thought. He was back for another go at scaring her.
"Came back for more huh, Tommy," April whispered.
"Trick or treat," Tommy mumbled.
"Just a minute, I'm coming," she yelled.
April made an impulsive decision. She reached under her top and unhooked her bra before removing it. Tossing it on the sofa, she prepared to open the door. If Tommy wanted to play at scaring her, fine, well she could play too—play at being a tease.
After opening the door, she acted casual, pretending not to know it was Tommy standing there. Flipping on the porch light she sang out, "Hi there. It's a bit late for trick or treating but lucky for you kid I saved some of my best candies for the brave little boys who like to stay out late and trick or treat past their bedtime. As you can see," she opened the door wider so he could get a good look at her, "I'm in my pajamas and was just about ready to go to bed myself."
Stepping halfway out on the porch, her snug top seemed to glow under the porch light; her nipples stiffened from the cool autumn night air making themselves quite noticeable as they poked against the thin fabric of her top.
Despite the mask, she sensed his eyes scrambling all over her body, in particular, her braless tits. Wanting to make the most of having his full attention, she cooed at him, "So are you a brave little boy that deserves some candy?"
In response he mumbled, "Treat."
April paused. It really didn't sound like Tommy, but then again he was wearing that stupid Michael Myers mask. Of course, the mask would muffle his voice, April reasoned.
"Where is your bag, kid?" April asked proud she was "acting" so serious and playing her role to perfection. At first she was sure, "the kid" was Tommy, but now, the longer he stood there acting a bit creepy some serious doubts were beginning to worm their way around the edges of her mind.
The fact she kept silently telling herself "this was Tommy" only made her doubts scream louder just as another thought entered her mind. Maybe it is a total stranger you are showing off for and flirting with, April!
"Treat," the kid replied in a flat monotone voice.
"Fine, let me get you a treat. I just gotta reach back in the house for the candy dish hon."
April turned, and then, just as she fished a couple packages of large sweet tarts, along with a pack of Wrigley chewing gum, out of the candy dish she purposefully dropped them just inside the front door.



"Damn," she said trying to repress her smile as she turned and bent over while twisting her butt so he could have a nice view of her ass in her tight satin shorts.
She slowly scooped the candies up from the door sill, while imaging her guest checking her ass out. After straightening back up, she noticed the large bulge protruding inside his iconic jumpsuit.
Fighting the feeling of pure exhilaration the large bulge gave her—it almost seemed like fate considering her earlier naughty dream—she whispered sweetly to him, "So hon, where is your bag, so I can give you your treats."
His response was a simple "Trick or treat," again delivered in that flat monotone voice.
"Fine, no bag. Hold out your hand then."
He raised his hand. It was clenched tight holding a large, very realistic looking knife. "Well, I see you even brought a prop with you . . . how cute, but maybe you should give me your other hand so I can give you some candy."
"Treats."
This was getting annoying. April impatiently reached out and grabbed his other hand slamming the package of sweet tarts and gum down into his open palm. "Yeah, treats exactly, candies are treats so here you go," she barked as she stepped back inside the house and started to shut the door.
As quick as a flash his hand dropped the candies on the porch and reached out grabbing April around her wrist. She tried to twist away but he was strong; her wrist was stuck hopelessly in his vise like grip. And then just as panic was beginning to set in, he released her. She slammed the door shut as the freak mumbled, "Trick."
She leaned against the front door, for a quick second before turning and twisting the dead bolt. Carefully she pulled back the curtain on the side window; the porch was empty.
She craned her neck pulling the curtain open wider so she could see the front walk leading up to the door. Empty.
"Thank God," April said letting out a shaky breath although she was a bit apprehensive from the way he seemed to simply vanish into thin air.
Yeah, he was gone, just like in the original movie after Dr. Loomis shot Michael Myers six times and he fell out the upstairs window—and then was gone except for his outline of his body in the grass. She still thought that was one of the greatest horror movie endings of all time.
"Well, yeah, it's probably best not think of horror movies too much right now considering you are home all alone and just had a weird encounter with a Michael Myers wanna be." She spoke this last statement out loud if for no other reason than to break the eerie silence of being alone . . . and scared.
8:30 pm
April sat down on the sofa still a bit edgy. Reflecting back on the situation, she didn't not like what was slowly beginning to dawn on her. The way he gripped her, Tommy wasn't that strong, his flat monotone voice, could he really pull that off, was he that good of an actor? She was having some serious doubts it was him after all.
The more she reflected upon what just happened the more tense she became. Jumping up from the sofa, she hurried over to the front door taking another peek out from behind the curtain—there was nothing there still. Scooping up her bra off the sofa she hurriedly put it back on before heading up the stairs meaning to wait in her mom's room until she arrived home.
Halfway up the stairs she froze. Coming from the kitchen was the sound of breaking glass, dreadfully loud in the silent house.
Someone was breaking in!
"Stop it, probably some punk teenager just threw a rock at the house, goofing off, or maybe showing off for his friends, and hit the window by accident," April announced aloud trying to calm her nerves.
Torn between going back downstairs to investigate, and running to the phone in her mom's room to call the police, April was still frozen when she heard the unmistakable noise of the back kitchen door swinging open, and then the heavy thud of footsteps coming across the kitchen.
If it was a break in whoever it might have been was making absolutely no attempt to be quiet. April crept quietly up the stairs before dashing into her mom's room. The bedroom was dark except for a small pool of light thrown off by the lamp on the nightstand next to the bed.
Dashing over to the phone, she heard the sound of heavy footsteps clomping across the kitchen floor. So much for the punk kids theory!
She picked up the phone and started to call 9-1-1. After dialing the second number she froze. The call wasn't going through; there was no dial tone. Worse even the heavy footsteps were now ascending the stairs; slow and methodical as April cursed. Of course there is no fucking dial tone stupid! You unplugged the phone earlier!
In the near darkness of the bedroom it would be nearly impossible to find the end of the cord and fit it back into place before the intruder entered the room.
Tiptoeing across the room, April noiselessly opened the bedroom's closet door. There was no choice now but to try and hide. She entered the closet and peered around discouraged to find it offered precious little hiding room.
Along one side of the closet hung an assorted collection of her father's shirts and sweaters, along with about a half dozen of his ties. On the opposite side hung a collection of Suzan's blouses, sweaters and tee shirts, along with her three bathrobes.
Straight back from the door, hanging from an upper wooden closet rod was roughly a dozen of Suzan's dresses, and it was there, after she shoved aside several pairs of her mom's dress shoes lined up neatly on the floor, she chose to hide.
Crouching down, the dresses offered some small measure of concealment, April tried to make herself as small as possible. She strained to hear as the house again was utterly silent with the footsteps having seemingly stopped in front of the bedroom door as April waited with her breath coming in short pants.
She almost wished whoever was out there would hurry up and get things over with as her body filled with adrenaline. She was ready to fight this intruder whoever he might be.
The bedroom door slowly opened with a loud creaking noise. April began to shake as she heard the heavy footsteps clomp across the bare hardwood floor of the bedroom heading straight for the closet.
Peeking through a row of her mother's dresses, April held her breath as the closet door slowly opened. Standing in the entrance, framed by the dim light thrown off by the lamp on the nightstand was a figure, very much familiar—white mask, dark overalls, and holding a large sinister looking knife. It was the same creepy trick or treater from earlier. For some reason, maybe he didn't want to make it too easy on himself, he did not reach out and turn on the closet light.
He stood there doing nothing for a long moment before turning. Amazingly, he appeared to be leaving!
April still trembled. Did he not know I was in here?
As if to answer her question, the figure turned abruptly and in two long strides was hovering over her. Reaching down, he snagged her by the hair, dragging her to her feet as she let out a loud squeal.
On the way up she reached down and snatched up one of her mother's dress shoes, it had a four inch spike heel, and without thinking, as the intruder twisted his hand deeper in her hair and began to shake her like a rag doll, a terrified April swung the shoe. The spike heel struck him hard on the left side of his face with the unexpected blow staggering him momentarily.
His grip loosened on her hair and in one violent twisting motion April managed to extract herself from his grasp. There was the smallest of openings between the wall and her attacker as he still seemed stunned by the blow to his head.
She darted through the opening, freedom beckoning, when, ironically just like in the movies, she tripped over her own feet and fell sprawling half out of the closet.
He turned and was on her in an instant. He reached down, grabbing one of her bare ankles, and yanked her back into the closet.
After he dropped her ankle, April tried to scoot back out of the closet on her butt. This time he reached down putting his hands under her armpits and picked her up as easily as one might a child.
She batted at him furiously to no effect as she cried, "Who are you. What do you want?"
Turning away from the door, he set her down on her feet toward the back of the closet. April now understood between his quick reflexes and his strength escape was a virtual impossibility. There was only one thing left to do—try to use her beauty to save herself.
"What do you want?" April said softly as he turned and quickly slammed the door shut plunging the closet into total darkness.
Reaching out and finding her face, the intruder stroked it with one finger whispering a single word, "Soft."
Much to her surprise, he let his finger slip from her face and then took a step back. April shrank back into the corner cowering as she sensed him looming over her.
"Please, I don't like the dark. Can you open the door just a bit to let some light in . . . please," she whined.
Again he surprised her when he turned and opened the closet door slightly.
He turned back around and just stood there—doing nothing-- allowing April a moment to think while she stared dumbly at the knife he was holding firmly in his right hand. Finally, she decided on a course of action.
She pushed herself up into a standing position and took a small step forward. The intruder, matching her, took a small step backwards. "Look, I remember you from earlier. On the porch, I noticed you looking at me. Do you think I'm pretty? Maybe I could give you a kiss if you let me."
Taking a step closer to him she dropped her voice to a low whisper. "Could you set the knife down? You wouldn't need it. I promise."
His reaction was immediate and swift. He pushed her back against the wall as he mumbled. "Trick."
Expecting the attack to come now, April cowered while closing her eyes, but after a long pause with nothing happening she opened her eyes. He had stepped back again.
April perceived she had one chance—keep her intruder entertained long enough until her mother could get home and save her.
With this in mind, she elected to try a dangerous gambit. Noticing her father's half dozen or so ties hanging neatly along one side of the closet April carefully reached out and grabbed a pair of them.
"You don't trust me. OK, fine," April said as she held the ties out to him. "I will let you tie my hands to here." She turned around, pushing her mom's dresses to one side, before pointing up to the bare spot on the wooden closet rod she had just cleared.
"No tricks, right, if my hands are tied to the closet rod. Then you can do whatever you want to me without having to get . . . you know rough."
He did nothing at first, just staring straight ahead, before he suddenly snatched the ties out of her hand. He grabbed her wrist roughly forcing it up and back against the closet rod. She let out a small whimper as she felt her wrist being secured tightly against the wooden rod.
He then did the same to the other wrist as April whispered to him. "See . . . now you can have some fun with me."
"Treats," he whispered back.
"Yes, treats, enjoy my treats. Take your time."
He stepped back, looking at her as April thrust her chest out. "Go on. You can do anything you want to me."
The intruder raised his hand and gently stroked the side of her face. "Pretty."
"And I bet you are cute," April replied as his hand dropped away. "You can kiss me, Mister, if you want . . . just take off your mask."
The intruder turned away and banged the closet door shut. April sighed as her respite from the darkness appeared to have been short lived. There was a long drawn out moment of silence. She held her breath and then nearly screamed as she felt his hands slip under her top and begin to explore her bare tummy. They moved around, flickering down across her navel and then back up before he raised them to caress her face.
She heard him take off his mask and then a soft thud when it dropped on the floor. His lips brushed hers. Tenderly he kissed her whispering, "Treats."
Pushing her fear aside, April kissed him back as his hands rested on her bare tummy just below the edge of her crop top. His touch was unexpectedly gentle as she felt a surge of excitement overtake her, especially when she felt the intruder's hands slowly beginning to rise toward her breasts.
This would be her first time being felt up and April was quite certain the intruder would not stop until his hands were fondling her small breasts. To be felt up for the first time, in her mother's dark closet while she was bound by her wrists to the wooden closet rod, by an unknown intruder, made the whole thing surreal—and exciting.
April was getting the feeling, or maybe it was just wishful thinking, he meant her no real harm. Just as his hands were almost upon the twin mounds of her pert little tits he suddenly drew them back. Something must have spooked him.
8:44 pm
Suzan walked through the front door going straight upstairs. "April, I'm home," she called out. After several cocktails at the bar with the girls, Suzan was feeling a bit tipsy and in the mood for some companionship.
Hurrying up the stairs she called out April's name again. There was no response. Reaching the upstairs hallway, Suzan glanced toward April's bedroom. It was dark. "Probably fell asleep waiting for me," Suzan muttered to herself as she headed to her own bedroom.
April heard the bedroom door open as the intruder grabbed his knife. Resisting the urge to scream, she instead held her breath after feeling the cold steel blade being pressed momentarily—it must have been a warning-- against her throat.
She heard him put his mask back before she whispered urgently, "Please, I will be quiet . . . don't hurt me . . . or her. It's my mother. I think she will get undressed and then go to bed. Then we can sneak down to my room and you can spend the night with me in my bed."
"Treats," he whispered.
"Yes, lots and lots of treats, I promise. Now Shhh . . ."
Suzan, humming a happy tune, crossed the bedroom. The intruder advanced silently to the front of the closet cracking open the door just enough to peer outside. He watched while she stripped off her dark red realty blazer, and then, as she turned inadvertently toward the closet, he enjoyed a perfect view when she started to undo the buttons on her white blouse.
A minute later, she was slipping the blouse seductively off her body in a show specifically designed for him-- so it seemed to the intruder. Seeing the pretty lace black bra she was wearing, the intruder's cock twitched to life as Suzan tossed her blouse casually onto the bed before sitting down on it and removing her shoes.
Wanting to see better, he took a step forward. The old floorboard in the closet groaned loudly as he shifted his weight forward. Suzan was just starting to undo her skirt when she paused looking intently at the closet. She thought she heard something—a noise maybe coming from the closet. Staring, she noticed the door was slightly ajar, and even more alarming, she detected a shadow moving inside.
The door being ajar was what really captured Suzan's attention as she always made it a habit to shut the closet door tightly. It was a habit that went all the way back to her childhood when she was afraid of the proverbial "thing in the closet". It all added up to one thing-- someone was in there.
No, not someone, April was in there waiting to scare her, of course. It was Halloween and it would be a very appropriate thing to do. Suzan was thrilled her young daughter was in a mood to play with her as she too was in a rather spirted mood.
Well, I will just give her something to think about as she waits for me to enter the closet and yell BOO! And maybe what I'm planning on doing will give the naive little girl an education to boot, Suzan thought as a deliciously wicked idea came to her.
Suzan was just tipsy enough not to chicken out as she turned so her ass was facing the closet and very slowly, very deliberately, slipped her skirt off while wiggling her butt in dramatic fashion for her secret audience.
The prowler, still ramped up from playing with April, was starting to get excited again watching Suzan.
Suzan was clad in all black under her work outfit: black bra with matching black panties. She stretched out on the bed knowing she would be in full view of the closet. Running her hands over her body, she closed her eyes.
Her secret admirer let out a small moan as he shifted anxiously from side to side as he watched while Suzan run her hands all over her big tits squeezing them through her sexy black bra.
Her naughty hands slipped down, sliding past her tummy before dipping down between her legs. She pushed one finger inside her wet pussy--being a little drunk left her, as always, feeling both horny and reckless with tonight being no exception. Pushing her finger deeper inside her pussy, she let out a long drawn out moan.
Pumping her finger in and out, she suppressed a smile as she could only imagine what her sweet innocent little daughter must be thinking as she watched her mother play with herself.
Suzan stroked her pussy with soft loving caresses before finding her clit and attacking it with her thumb. Could she keep doing this until she came with her daughter watching?
She honestly wasn't sure of the answer when she heard the old squeaky closet door begin to creak open.
I guess poor April had seen enough, Suzan thought to herself as she lifted her head, ready to ask her daughter if she was enjoying the show.
The words died on her lips. A mother always recognizes her cubs. Standing there was not her daughter, but her son wearing a Michael Myers mask and jumpsuit. The costumed jumpsuit was zipped down enough in the front where she could see the navy blue sweatshirt he was wearing which was part of the standard issued uniform at the institution.
Suzan avoided her initial reaction-- which was to overreact, especially when she spied the large knife he was holding at his side. Remembering her earlier conversation with Dr. Grant—I don't think you are in any danger, almost made her want to laugh. Yeah, well, I wonder what the good doctor would think now!
Suzan slowly raised herself up from the bed. "Mark, is it really you? Answer me honey. Are you OK?"
He did nothing, said nothing. It was like she was talking to a wall.
Suzan now received another shock. April could no longer be quiet as she yelled from the depths of the closet. "Jesus, Mom help me. Is that really Mark?"
April's voice coming from deep inside the closet, tinged with fear, jolted Suzan into action. She jumped to her feet and rushed toward the closet, brushing past him as he simply stepped aside and let her pass.
Entering the closet, Suzan shrieked seeing her daughter bound to the upper closet rod by her wrists.
"Mom, Mom, Mom, it's OK . . . he hasn't hurt me," April cried trying her best to stay calm.
Suzan rushed to April's side and begin tearing at the ties binding her daughter to the closet rod as she bravely, or maybe foolishly, turned her back on her son. She just managed to loosen the first knot when suddenly the closet door shut with a loud bang.
In the inky blackness of the closet, Suzan froze. She turned around slowly; she could just barely make out his dark shape. He was standing there; doing nothing-- as far as she could tell.
"Mark, honey, what . . . what do you want?"
"Mom, what do you think he wants?" April hissed into her mother's ear. "Look at me. He tied me to the fucking closet rod and was about to . . ." She dropped her voice to a low hiss, "Feel me up."



April resisted the urge to add—until you came home and spoiled things!
Suzan took a deep breath before reminding herself not to panic. Speaking calmly she said, "Mark, can you turn on the closet light. Please I . . . I have an offer for you. A very nice offer but you need to turn on the light, baby. Please me and your sister, we don't like the dark."
First, there was nothing, only the sound of his heavy breathing and then just as she was about to ask again he finally replied in a voice that was barely audible, "No Mark."
"Oh yes, I'm sorry you still preferred to be called Michael. So can you turn on the light . . . please Michael?"
The light clicked on giving Suzan hope that somewhere deep inside him was her son—and he would be willing to listen to her. Any relief she felt was short lived though as he advanced closer while tightly clutching the knife.
"Wait, honey . . ." Suzan stepped forward positioning her body between him and April.
He stopped and slowly started to raise his hand holding the knife. Reaching out she touched his chest, "Please, Michael, listen. You don't need that knife to get what you want."
She reached out to grab his free hand determining bold action was necessary. "But first, please, Michael, come with me out to the bedroom so we can talk."
He didn't move; his only reaction being a menacing twitching of the hand holding the knife.
"Please sweetheart, we really need to talk." Taking a chance she moved closer to him again whispering, "Please."
She let out a sigh of relief when he blinked his eyes at her and then held his free hand to her. Taking his hand, she started to lead him out of the closet.
"Mom, what about me?" April cried out.
"Relax, hon, we will be right back."
"Can't you at least untie me?"
"Oh, yeah, here." Suzan turned and untied her daughter while Michael calmly waited. "Stay here hon. Let me talk to him alone. Don't worry we won't be long," Suzan said over her shoulder after she slipped on one of her robes.
She closed the door tight as they exited the closet not wanting April to hear what she was about to tell her son and cause her to worry. "Can you be a good boy and just sit on the bed with me while we talk?"
Suzan wasn't exactly sure what she was going to say but whatever it might have been went out the window after she sat down next to him and noticed something disturbing about the large knife he was holding. First of all, it looked familiar and then it hit her.
"Michael can you hold your knife up for me please." She reached over and clicked the other lamp on nearest to them on the nightstand.
The knife was one of her own. It was the eight inch carving knife from the new set she just purchased a few months ago. More ominously it appeared to be stained—with blood.
Samuel hadn't called her at the office in the afternoon to let her know he arrived at the lake. Nor had he called her tonight to check up- as he always did; the answering machine next to her bed was quiet.
"Honey, how long have you been here at the house hanging around? Did you get here this afternoon maybe?"
He nodded yes.
"And was someone here."
Again he nodded yes.
"Your father maybe?"
Another nod yes.
"And did you . . . ahh do something to your father."
Michael said nothing; instead he looked at the knife.
"Is he still here? The garage, the backyard, somewhere else?"
He nodded his head yes as he gripped the knife tighter.
This would be her last question, and the one that would explain why Samuel had not called this afternoon, or maybe would never be calling again.
"He won't be bothering us at all. Ever again?"
Michael looked at her and mouthed a single word—never. This both thrilled and scared her all at once. "I need to talk to your sister real quick Michael. Can you just sit there and wait."
He nodded his head yes as Suzan jumped up from the bed and crossed the room to the closet. She was shaking.
As soon as she entered the closet, April demanded to know what was going on.
"Shhh, relax baby. Now you have to listen to me good and no questions. Dr. Grant called me this morning and said your brother escaped last night. I didn't tell you because I didn't want you to worry. The doctor thought I would have nothing to worry about. He was sure they would have him back in custody shortly."
"Well obviously the damn doctor was wrong," April snapped.
"Obviously, now quiet. I just learned something and you need to hear it and not freak out on me. You understand."
"Mother, I'm cool. I am not going to freak."
"Fine, well, I think your father is dead and I think Michael killed him."
April let out a small gasp. "Mom how d0--"
"Honey, I asked him and he told me. Sort of. I know this is scary, but you have to just trust me. I'm only telling you this so you understand how serious the situation is OK?"
April nodded her head without saying a word.
"I think I know how to handle this. It's going to be maybe a little wild and ahh could get a bit naughty but you have to trust me and follow my instructions . . . no matter what they are. Do you understand young lady?"
Again, April nodded her head yes.
"I will tell you something real quick that I learned a few months ago about Michael from Dr. Grant."
Facing each other, holding hands, in the quiet stillness of the closet, April listened closely as her mother told her something a bit shocking.
"Last year, I received a letter from Dr. Grant about your brother. He said he had achieved a major breakthrough in his case. He claimed to have some insight on why he attacked your father. It was to protect me and to . . . well eliminate the competition in a matter of speaking. The letter contained a lot of complex psychology stuff and I really didn't understand a lot of it, but the one point I got clearly was how Dr. Grant had come to believe Mark, once he reached a mature age, maybe developed a bit of a crush on me. And now he is here and I think deep down inside he wants something . . . and it's not to hurt us."
April looked at her mother for a long moment before quietly answering, "I think I understand."
"Just remember, Michael . . . the way he thinks, the way he processes information, is not like a normal adult man of his age. I told Dr. Grant how I believed Mark may have been messed up by your father and his whacky religious bullshit."
"I know. I have issues too because of him."
"Yes, anyways, April, what is important now is for us to get out of this thing in one piece without him hurting either one of us."
"How do we do that?' April quietly asked.
"I think what we need to do is to accept setting our morals aside for the night."
"Mom, I think I already did that. He was about to feel me up when you walked in the house and I sort of . . . encouraged him to do that. At the time I didn't know it was him, but yet . . . maybe I did somehow . . . deep down inside I mean."
"Honey, I'm sure you only did what you thought needed to be done. There is no need to explain." Suzan squeezed both her daughter's hands tight, before continuing. "I have my own theory that Mark, while he may be 22 years old now is childlike in that he will respond positively to sweetness and kindness, but not for a second can we forget he is physically a grown man and dangerous. I don't know what is going to happen but I think what I need to do, with your help, is to exploit to the fullest the weakness he feels for his mother due to the way he is attracted to me."
Suzan dropped April's hands before hugging her tight and bringing her mouth to her ear, "You must play along, hon just like you were before when he was going to feel you up in the closet. This time though it will be easier as I am going to be right here with you and now you know it's not some deranged stranger."
"No, just my deranged brother. Much better," April replied with a snort.
"Yes, well, he loves you. Don't forget that."
"OK, Mom. What do you want me to do?"
"I have an idea but I just want you to fully understand you may have to do some things, naughty things I mean, before the night is over."
April responded with a very quiet, yet firm, "Yes I know, Mom, and I am prepared."
"OK so here is the game plan. I am going to take him downstairs so he can show me what kind of mess he made of your father. I need to know for sure one way or the other. While we are downstairs I want you to . . ."
Suzan hurriedly finished whispering her instructions to April hoping she wasn't about to make a huge mistake that would endanger both their lives.
9:05 pm
Back out in the bedroom, Suzan approached Michael. "Son, can we please go downstairs and you show me what you did with your father."
After his usual pause Michael slowly nodded his head yes. Taking his mother's hand he allowed himself to be led downstairs. Much to Suzan's chagrin though he was still holding the knife.
Michael shuffled ahead leading her through the kitchen and toward the side door which opened into the garage. Just before they were about to head into the garage Suzan sweetened her voice telling him, "Honey, can we maybe leave the knife there on the kitchen table. Please."
Much to her surprise, he set the knife down promptly. It was a good sign he seemed to be responding to her commands. Taking a deep breath she opened the door to the garage.
After entering the garage Suzan clicked on the overhead light. There it was-- a bloody trail along the garage's cement floor leading around to the back of the truck. Michael, with her in tow, followed the bloody trail.
He showed absolutely no emotion as he pulled the tarp back from the bed of Samuel's pickup truck. He was lying there, all twisted and mangled and covered in dried blood. This time Michael finished the job.
Michael was just standing there-- seemingly waiting for further instructions-- as Suzan throw the tarp back over her late husband's body.
"You knew he was till treating Mommy bad right, Michael?"
He nodded his head yes.
"And that is why you killed him?"
Another silent nod yes.
"We will deal with this mess later, but for now can you follow me back into the house."
They stopped in the kitchen. "Are you hungry baby? Do you want Mommy to make you a sandwich and maybe some milk and cookies?"
He nodded his head slowly. "OK, go out and sit on the couch and I will bring your food out to you in just a minute."
Suzan hurriedly made a peanut butter and jelly sandwich and poured him both a glass of milk and a glass of water, before adding a half dozen Oreo cookies to the plate. She brought it out and placed it down on the coffee table in front of where he was sitting stiffly on the sofa.
"Oh, your mask. You have to take it off to eat and drink."
He shook his head no.
"Oh, you don't want me to see you just yet. OK, I will turn the light off and just sit over here on loveseat far enough away where I can't really see you."
As Suzan retreated across the room she decided to try and make some small talk with her son. Maybe it will help him feel more at ease if she just talked to him like everything was normal.
She rambled on to him about her job, her friends, April, about what a bad husband Samuel had been, and then even about the goddamn weather. Basically, she just carried on about anything she could think of while he sat there slowly eating and seemingly taking it all in.
When he finished eating, she took him by the hand and led him upstairs. She tried to visualize how the rest of the night might turn out, but there was just too many X factors. She would just take things as they came while focusing on doing whatever it might take to keep her and April safe.
The most worrisome thing to her now was that damn knife. He was carrying it again as they ascended the stairs. Plus, he put his stupid mask back on as soon as he was finished eating. Obviously, she still needed to work on winning his trust.
Hoping her next move—the one she previously discussed with April-- might do the trick she paused at the top of the stairs. "Michael, I think you need a bath. It's been a long day for you and a nice hot bath would help you relax. How does that sound?"
He nodded his head yes as she led him down the hallway toward her bedroom.
As they pushed the door open to her bedroom—yes hers, not theirs, the part that made the bedroom "theirs" was gone forever. Entering the bathroom, Suzan saw April prepared the bathroom just as they planned earlier.
Hot steam rose from the large rectangular sunken bath tub. The whole room was cast in a soft light from a dozen or so candles placed strategically on the counters and on the wide edges around the tub. But the best part of how April prepared the bathroom was herself and the play acting which was about to ensue.
Apparently, she received the hint that the way to tame the beast's heart tonight was with sheer beauty. April was standing in front of the bathroom sink across the room from the tub. She was brushing her teeth—while wearing an exceptionally innocent looking white bra along with a pair of pink panties.
Not at all expecting to see her normally shy daughter in her bra and panties-- that was not part of her instructions-- Suzan's reaction was one of genuine surprise. Not knowing it would be playing right into the way her clever daughter was adding her own twist to their plan, Suzan started to back out of the bathroom pushing Michael out as she went.
"Oh honey, I'm sorry, me and your brother we didn't know you were undressed." When she said the word "undressed" she felt Michael push up behind her. Turning she seen him straining his neck forward trying to peep in at his sister.
Suzan, still following her initial gut reaction, was preparing to shut the door when it hit her just what a golden opportunity this might be—if they played things just right for Michael's sake.
April got the ball rolling in the right direction as apparently they were on the same wavelength. "Mom, you guys are fine. I was just getting ready to hop in your tub and take a bath. Is that OK?"
"Honey I promised your brother I was going to give him a bath." She steered Michael over to her bed telling him, "Michael, go sit on Mommy's bed for a minute please while I talk to your baby sister."
April poked her head out of the door calling out to him. "I'm sorry, Mikey I didn't know Mom was planning on giving you a bath."
Suzan tossed the bait hoping April would pick up on it. "Well, I guess after you are done he can have his turn, but gee, you take such long hot baths there probably won't be any hot water left for him."
"Mom," April stepped out into the bedroom—apparently not in the least bit concerned about letting both of them see her in her underwear. "Maybe if Michael doesn't mind we could . . . like share a bath."
"Well, why don't you ask him hon?"
April crossed the room slowly trying her best to contain her fear. She thought she could manage it as long as she wasn't left alone with him. Stopping just in front of him, she made an extra special effort to make her voice sweet for him—just like her mom was doing.
"Michael, would you mind sharing a bath with your little sister."
When he said nothing, only looking away, she became unsure of herself. Somehow she sensed pushing too hard would blow things for them. Thankfully, her mom came riding to the rescue.
"April, he is shy," she told her daughter before turning to Michael. "Honey, we can add lots of extra bubble bath if you want so your sister won't be able to see your naked body and you won't be able to see hers."
Suzan, deciding a bit of audacity was called for, reached out and took his hand. "Come on hon, I will be right there. I will sit on the edge of the tub and wash you up really nice and I just bet your little sister wouldn't mind helping me so you see there will be nothing to worry about. Are you OK with this?"
Michael turned and looked at her, and then turned and looked at April, before he slowly nodded his head yes.
"Good, I am glad we got that settled. Here, stand up, so we can get you undressed for your bath. Come over here April and help me get him undressed."
They undressed him slowly, not wanting to take a chance in startling him. Both of them, despite the circumstances they found themselves in, couldn't help but to notice how well toned his body was as they stripped off both his state issued shirt and his jeans after getting the jumpsuit off of him.
Under his jeans, Michael was wearing a pair of dark blue boxers, ones that Suzan sent him as part of a care package years ago. Now they looked to be a bit snug on him.
Suzan tried to control her excitement as she reached for the waistband of his boxers, but Michael, as soon as he felt her tugging on them, grabbed her hand.
"OK, baby, you are shy, I get it. You can wait to take off your boxers right before you jump in the tub." They each took one of his hands leading him to the tub but before they could take two steps he quickly pulled away and grabbed his damn knife once more.
Once inside the bathroom, Suzan led him to the sink where she pulled out a new toothbrush she purchased for herself just the other day and handed it to him.
Then a very dangerous thought hit her. Without taking time to consider the implications, but instead only wanting him to be focused on "other" things besides maybe doing more mayhem, she slid open the mirrored medicine cabinet door and grabbed her former husband's bottle of Viagra. She dumped one into her hand and then filled a small Dixie cup full of water.
Placing the pill on the counter next to the cup she smiled at him. "Just a vitamin pill for you hon. Take it after you brush your teeth really good and then rinse with the mouthwash. Mommy and your sister are just going to add a bit more warm water to the tub and add some more bubble bath."
When Michael only stood there doing nothing after taking a glance back at April, Suzan quickly figured out what might be wrong. "Oh, you don't wanna take your mask off in front of your sister. I get it. She won't look I promise hon. Go ahead, brush your teeth quick and then you can put it back on."
Michael complied with her request as Suzan led her daughter over to the tub. Suzan used the noise of the hot water splashing into the tub to talk quietly to April.
"Mom, just how are we going to handle this? What is going to happen?"
"Honestly, I am not sure. I am just kind of fumbling along here. Just remember we have to treat him childlike, yet entice his manly desires for his mother, so just follow along with whatever I say."
"So you think he has desires only for his mother?" April snapped back sounding almost jealous.
"No, I think he has some cravings for his younger sister too. I just wasn't going to mention it as I didn't wanna scare you."
"I ain't scared. I can handle myself, Mom."
"Well, we shall see about that I'm sure before the night is through," Suzan replied with a smirk. They let the warm water splash into the tub for another minute before turning it off.
"Ready to get in the tub, hon?" Suzan asked. "Did you take your vitamin pill?"
Nodding his head yes, he adjusted his mask back in place as he stepped toward the tub. Again, vexing his mother, he grabbed the knife from the bathroom sink counter and was carrying it with him toward the tub.
"OK, Michael, me and your sister will turn around and you go ahead and strip off those boxers and then take your mask off and hop in the tub."
He shook his head no as he pointed to the mask. Suzan decided not to press the issue for now. "OK, leave your mask on, but you can't take the knife in the tub with you sweetheart as it might scare your little sister."
He paused, looking around, before setting the knife down-- within easy reach-- on the wide area of the marble tile that surrounded the tub.



They heard the water splash as he hopped in the tub. Suzan turned to April whispering, "Now it's your turn. Are you sure you can do this."
"Yes, I . . . I want to. It will help protect us right?"
"I think so."
Raising her voice, Suzan told her daughter, "Now go ahead and take off your bra and panties sweetie and hop in the tub with your brother."
April turned to face her brother as she reached around behind her and undid her bra. Despite the mask, she could feel his eyes on her chest as the bra slipped off her breasts. Before she could lose her nerve, she then stripped off her panties and stepped in the tub positioning herself so she was facing him as she sank down under a protective screen of bubbles.
Suzan brought a pair of washcloths to the edge of the tub and after handing one to April she pushed a couple of the flickering candles over giving her room to sit on the edge of the tub.
"Let's start with your brother's arms and shoulders. Michael, here move closer to me. You are too far away from Mommy."
"Mom, why don't you just get in the tub with us?"
"That might be a good idea baby, but I don't know how Michael would feel having his mother in the tub with him. After all he is a big boy now."
"Oh, I'm sure he wouldn't mind. Right, Mikey?" April purred as she reached out and stroked his arm. "Do you want Mommy to join us in the tub?"
Michael, paused, and then shyly shook his head yes.
"Well, OK. I mean if you guys really don't mind I guess it would make it easier anyway to wash him up really good."
Suzan stood up and paused. They were both staring at her as she reached down finding the knot on the tie that held her robe shut. She fiddled with it a bit while making sure she still had their full attention before she slowly undid her robe and then let it slip off her body.
After teasing them she now turned purposefully shy. "Now you both have to look away while I take off my bra and panties."
Both April and Michael obediently turned their attention elsewhere as Suzan stripped off her bra and panties and slipped into the tub positioning herself behind Michael.
The girls took their time washing his arms, neck and shoulders while doing a bit of sly teasing. April's teasing consisted of casually raising up on her knees to wash her brother which allowed her boobs to become visible as they rose above the soapy bubbles, while Suzan's teasing was a bit more subtle as she allowed her large tits to brush up and down his back as she reached around and helped wash his arms.
It was then Suzan decided to roll the dice. Beside his ungodly attachment to that fucking knife, the fact he refused to take off his stupid plain white mask was really starting to get on her nerves. Screwing up her courage, she determined maybe she was not being forceful enough with him.
Making her voice stern Suzan snapped at her son, "It's time we washed your face young man so I take off that silly mask of yours. Now don't argue with your mother."
Not waiting for him to nod his head one way or the other, she reached out and started to pull his mask off. She felt him tense up and reach for the knife. She had to do something . . . his hand was grasping the knife.
Suzan pushed her mouth up to his ear just as she purposefully leaned far enough forward so as her tits pressed firmly against his back. "Sweetie, if you let Mommy remove your mask she will wash your face up real nice and then as a reward give you a nice kiss or two."
His grasp on the knife first loosened, then slipped away as he set the knife back down while Suzan pulled the mask off.
They both stared at him. His once handsome face was a mass of scar tissue, his nose a misshapen mass, and most awful of all, there was one long, ugly, jagged scar that stretched from just below his right ear zig zagging its way across his cheek and over to his eye. No wonder the poor thing wanted to wear the mask—he was embarrassed.
Suzan washed his face carefully, dabbing gently with the wash cloth while April followed behind rinsing the soap off with her own wet washcloth.
The whole time she washed his face, Suzan's heart was breaking. She recalled Dr. Grant telling her when they first met a bit about Michael's combative history at the institute. He fought with everyone, staff and fellow inmates alike, after first arriving at the institution. The scars on his face bore testament to the beatings he took from an uncaring staff and hostile fellow inmates over the years.
"Now let's wash the rest of him up, April."
April smiled and nodded yes wondering just how far her mother was planning on taking this little bath adventure of theirs.
"Michael are you OK still. It will only take a second to finish washing you up and then we can all get out of the tub."
He looked at her before hanging his head and nodding yes. The dour expression on his face made it clear something was wrong.
"What is it baby?" she asked softly.
He paused before raising his hand up and touching one finger lightly to his lips before he reached over and carefully touched her lips with the same finger.
"Oh . . . ohhh, you want your kisses."
He shook his head yes, almost breaking into a smile.
"Of course baby. I'll tell you what, as April finishes washing you up Mommy will give her handsome son his kisses."
After Suzan handed April the soapy washcloth she told her, "Now take your time April and do a good job all over."
"Yes, mother," April snapped. She was feeling jealous; Michael and her mother were going to be kissing while she was being regulated to the role of simple washerwoman.
Suzan started slow with a few simple kisses on first one cheek, and then the other, before pausing and whispering, "You want some kisses here too, Michael." She touched a finger lightly to his lips.
Much to her surprise, Michael did not nod his head, but instead she seen his lips moving. He was speaking! Or trying to speak. A barely audible "Yes, please," escaped from his lips.
Suzan's heart leaped. A breakthrough finally! Wanting to take full advantage of the situation she quickly brought her lips to his giving him several light kisses before pulling back.
She was about to ask him if he liked her kisses when again he surprised her.
"More," he whispered still barely audible but yet unmistakable.
Suzan brought her hand to his face turning it upward while bringing her lips to his. Hoping to entice him, she let her kisses linger before pulling back slightly. "Baby, kiss me back this time."
His kisses were tentative at best, but regardless Suzan scored it as a major breakthrough. Afraid of pushing things too far, too fast, she finally broke away from him saying loudly, "Your sister should be about done now."
April, not bothering to try and conceal her jealousy in the least, replied, "Well, yeah, I see you two are done . . . finally," she huffed.
Suzan laughed. "Oh my . . . I do think some young lady is jealous, Mikey."
In the muted light of the bathroom, Suzan could have sworn he smiled.
"Yeah, I'm done," April barked as she tossed the washcloth aside.
Despite the bizarre circumstances they found themselves in, Suzan still managed to react to April's teenage huffiness with a typical motherly response.
"Young lady, you'd better lose that attitude right now. You hear me?" Suzan barked at her daughter.
"Yes, Mother," April replied with no small amount of sarcasm.
"Just because I gave your brother some kisses is no reason for you to turn into a little bitch. Now we are not done. I don't believe you bothered to wash your brother up thoroughly like I instructed you?"
"Mom, I did wash him good," April protested.
"Did you now? Did you wash between his legs?"
April said nothing while Michael began to fidget indicating he maybe knew, and understood things, far better than she was giving him credit for.
"Michael, did you sister wash between your legs?"
When he shook his head no the next part of Suzan's plan clicked easily into place.
"Fine, well, it needs to be done. April pick up your washcloth and soap it up real good."
Michael was squirming more than ever now as he watched April rub soap on her washcloth. Suzan perceived she knew why her son was so nervous-- more than likely he was hard down there under the bubbles.
Suzan relaxed her voice as she whispered, "Go ahead, April and take your time and do a really . . . really nice job down there."
As April started to move the washcloth under the bubbles he suddenly tensed up shaking his head no almost fiercely.
"Oh honey, c'mon, don't be shy. You have to get washed up down there and it's only your baby sister. We are family sweetie . . . it's OK . . . really it is."
Michael seemed to relax -- a little-- but not enough for Suzan's liking, especially as he reached out and grabbed his sister's hand. It seemed Suzan would have to up the ante in their little unfolding drama.
Running her fingers softly through his hair, she leaned forward, brushing her full-sized tits against his back seductively yet again as she breathed in his ear, "Mommy will give you more kisses later on if you let your baby sister wash you up down there. How does that sound?"
Michael nodded his head yes as he let April's hand slip out of his grasp.
"There, now that is my good boy. I want you to lean back against Mommy, close your eyes, and spread your legs for your sister."
Michael complied. The end game was upon them.
April dipped the washcloth under the bubbles nervous as to what she might find down there. She was a still a wholesome virgin, thanks to her overly strict father, never having so much as glimpsed a man's cock, let alone touched one.
Suzan twisted her body around to one side so she could watch while cradling Michael's head on her shoulder. Suzan suppressed a knowing smile as she watched April first gasp and then quickly pull her hand out from under the bubbles.
Suzan immediately spoke up snapping at her daughter, "April, you haven't started yet and already you are quitting. What is wrong with you?"
"I know Mom, but . . . but . . . ahh."
Suzan again relaxed her voice, deciding to play good cop this time. "But what sweetheart? Tell me."
She dropped her voice to a whisper as she leaned in close to her mother, "I mean is . . . is it supposed to be that big and hard."
"Well, it really depends on the situation."
Michael, sensing the tension, lifted his head up off his mother's shoulder. He looked around and then reached for his knife.
"Now, damn it, look what you done! You made him nervous."
Suzan quickly reached out and grabbed her son's hand before he could pick up his knife. She kissed his hand lightly, whispering in his ear, "Relax, baby, April was just a bit surprised at your size. Nothing to be worried about."
Suzan pushed his head back down on her shoulder while giving April a stern look. April, properly cowed by both her mom's look and by her brother trying to pick up his knife again, slipped her hand back under the bubbles knowing what she must do.
She started slowly running the washcloth up and down his inner thighs before Suzan suddenly stopped her. She impulsively decided to go all in. "Wait, I have an idea. I think you both might be more comfortable if I helped wash him up down there too."
After gently pushing his head off of her shoulder, Suzan raised up her knees.
April let out a small sigh of relief as now she would not be tasked with handling that big hard thing all by herself. Her relief would be short-lived as her mom was expanding on her "wanting to help" idea.
The marble rectangular tub was designed with two steps leading down into the tub's large basin which just happened to fit neatly into Suzan's plans. Like a general directing the movement of troops on a battlefield, she quickly maneuvered her son and daughter into place.
She directed Michael to first sit on the bottom step leading down into the tub while she and April crouched on their knees facing him, but with his cock and balls still submerged under the water this would not do.
"Oh darn baby, you are still too low in the water. Here move up one more step."
Michael hesitated. He was shy to reveal his private parts to his mom and sister. Suzan, of course, knew this. "Its OK baby. I mean, don't you want me to wash you up really good down there? It will be easier if that . . . well if you were just a bit higher and not under the water. You understand?"
He nodded his head yes, before slowly moving up to the top step allowing his cock to emerge from the depths of the soapy bubbles like some sort of angry, one eyed sea monster.
Suzan glanced at her daughter—April was being a good girl and making it a point not to look at her brother-- before turning her own curious attention to look at her son down there.
He was two things: massively hard, and massively big-- a good seven and half to eight inches she guessed. "Here honey," Suzan said, "hand me your washcloth. You won't need it."
April handed the still soapy washcloth over to her mother wondering just what the hell she was up to. "Now hold out your hands, both of them, palms up."
When she hesitated, guessing what her mother was up to, Suzan instantly jumped on her. "Don't be such a prudish little girl. He needs to be washed there and you are going to do it nice and slow and this time without the washcloth. Now give me your hands."
April did as she was told and watched as her mother squirted a generous amount of liquid hand soap on both of her palms.
Suzan reached out and seized her daughter's right hand bringing it closer to Michael's giant cock. April, her innate shyness getting the better of her, yanked her hand back just bare inches away from touching it.
In the mood to create some drama, Suzan reacted swiftly. She slapped her daughter harshly across the face. "That was rude you little bitch. What? You think you are too good to wash him up . . . is that it?"
April wondered just how real that slap was--it certainly felt real--although she couldn't discount the possibility it was all for show just for Michael's sake. Well, just maybe she had a little something of an act to put on herself. Taking a deep breath, April dived headfirst into a being a drama queen.
"What I think," she practically yelled, "is I am done with my bath. You can wash him up by yourself if you like, but I am out of here."
"Sit back down young lady and do what your mother tells you," Suzan shot back.
April, defiant, stood up. "I said I am leaving."
Suzan grabbed her arm as she hissed, "I said sit back down little girl. Don't for a minute think you aren't too old for Mommy to take you over her knee and give you a good spanking for your insolence."
April, curious to see just how serious her mother was about her threat, elected to push the envelope. "Oh right, now that I would like to see." And then putting on her best teenage girl bad attitude she snorted, "Like I said, I am out of here, you two can finish your stupid bath without me."
After brusquely pushing her mother's hand off her arm, April started to step out of the tub while pondering just how severely her mother would react to her disobedience. She quickly found out.
Without considering the implications of what she was about to do, Suzan reached out and snatched her daughter around the arm and yanked her back down into a sitting position.
April's butt hit the marble tile surrounding the tub with a wet smacking noise just as Michael picked up the knife. He was glaring at her enough to make her blood run cold, but maybe, more importantly, his cock was shrinking precipitously.
Suzan noticed her son's reaction and didn't like it. It was simple really --if he was big and hard down there he would be focused on things other than causing trouble. She would have to rectify the situation and fast.
"Now you are going to get spanked, April Melissa."
April contemplated getting up again but decided against it. Michael, and the way he was holding that knife and glaring at her, was just too much of a wild card. Besides, the fact her mother used her middle name meant she was serious. The choice was easy -- she submitted.
"Yes, Mommy. I'm sorry."
"It's too late for that. C'mon, lay yourself down over my knee and I want you to sing for me you little bitch, call out the numbers of your mommy's spanks and I just might stop at ten."
"Yes, Mommy," April replied in a voice that was raspy with anticipation. Although she was a good girl, just this past summer she became engrossed in a trashy romance novel containing a bit of kink. Namely, the main character, a proper young lady like herself, got into trouble, and for her trouble she was given a good bare handed spanking on her behind. The story made it quite evident the proper young lady immensely enjoyed her spanking. April now was hopeful of life imitating fiction.
Suzan positioned herself sitting on the tile with her feet submerged in the water. She was hopeful being out from under the bubbles and showing off her tits would distract Michael.
With memories of the story floating around in her mind, April submitted meekly positioning herself across her mom's lap. Suzan took one quick glance at Michael. While he was staring aptly at her tits he was still gripping his damn knife something fierce.
Suzan raised her hand as April held her breath awaiting the first blow.
When it came, it was hard and swift—better and worse all at once than April hoped for. She cried out, "One."
Her small body squirmed against her mom's lap as the blows fell in quick succession one after the other. She called out, "Two . . . three . . . four . . . five."
April could feel herself getting wet as her mom paused. Opening her eyes she found herself staring directly at her big brother. He had tilted his head to one side and was looking at them intently. He was no longer small either, but well on his way to being big and hard once again.
The spanking started up again. "Six," she cried out. Then came the next smack on the opposite cheek, and April called out that one too, "Seven."
April spread her legs a bit now as she pushed down grinding her cunt against her mother's lap as the next three blows fell rapidly. In a voice hoarse with desire April called out each and every one of her mother's whacks as she rotated her hips downward trying desperately to increase their skin on skin contact.
None of this was lost on Suzan. She knew what April was doing, what she was experiencing, and maybe most importantly, what she wanted. Mr. Meyers, despite his holier than thou act, was quite the kink master when it came to his own private sex life with his wife. Suzan had taken her fair share of spankings, quite happily, in the early years of their marriage when things were still good between them.
As for poor Michael, Suzan could only imagine what he must be going through sitting there, not a foot or two away, watching with eyes glazed over with lust. Like any good mother, she knew exactly what her kids wanted at any particular moment and was determined to fulfill both their needs all at once.
"Well, the way you are squirming little girl tells me maybe you are learning your lesson after all. Now be good and let mommy finish. Only ten more to go."
"Ten more? But that will make twenty, Mommy. I thought you said ten only," April cried out feeling she should play the role of reluctant spankee to garner the best results.
"I said . . . 'I might stop at ten young lady', but I have decided ten would be too light of a punishment. I think twenty is much better. But you know what, I will be a sport, and we will let Michael decide."
She turned to him smiling and asked, "Honey, would you prefer Mommy giving your little sister some more spanking?"
He nodded his head yes eagerly.
"Well that's decided so come here and move closer hon . . . next to your sister. I think I might need your help with something." Suzan patted the tile next to where April's head was resting on a folded towel.



Michael obeyed moving next to April. Suzan stretching out to the shower caddy hanging down from the bath's faucet, was just able to reach the body lotion she kept there.
"Tell you what baby," Suzan whispered running her fingers through April's hair, "that cute little ass of yours is looking kind of red. I think maybe a short break is required before we resume the rest of your punishment."
"Yes, Mommy," April sniveled.
"Since you have endured your punishment so well up to now, I will very graciously rub some of my body lotion on your butt. It will help take some of the soreness away."
"OK," April replied.
"Michael, honey, would you like to help rub the lotion on her cute little behind?"
Michael looked at April, staring directly at her butt, and nodded his head emphatically yes.
Still stroking her hair softly, Suzan cooed to her daughter, "You don't mind do you honey?"
"No, of course not, Mommy."
"OK, good, then you just relax, lay your head back down on the towel, and close your eyes while me and your brother pamper that sore little butt of yours."
April felt a substantial amount of the cool lotion being squirted on her butt before feeling her mom's soft hands spreading it around. After the harsh spanking the pampering her butt was receiving felt heavenly.
When Michael joined in, his rough hands presenting a nice contrast to her mom's silky smooth hands, it only increased the raw sexual tension slowly building between the three of them.
April felt herself squirming involuntarily in her mom's lap as her brother kneaded her ass firmly while her mother dipped one of her fingers down and in-between her legs. She could barely contain her excitement as her mother whispered, "Go on honey, and spread your legs just a bit more for Mommy."
April complied feeling her mom's dancing fingers slide along her inner thighs as her brother continued to rub his hands lovingly all over her ass. April let out a soft sigh as her mom's fingertips, again and again, just barely stroked along the opening of her wet pussy.
Writhing all over her mom's lap, April started to lose control. Realizing what was happening, Suzan quickly removed her teasing fingers back from between her daughter's legs leaving poor April wanting more.
But April was not the only one squirming as she glanced over at Michael in time to observe him fidgeting something awful as he sat on the tile. His cock looked as big as a house and as hard as a brick wall.
Suzan brought her hands together in a loud clap startling the both of them. "Enough! Playtime is over children. Michael, put your hands back in your lap and you, April, stop your fidgeting all over mommy's lap and prepare for some more spanks. This time I will relieve you of the burden of counting so you can just focus on your punishment and Michael, honey, you are going to join in on spanking your baby sister's pretty little ass."
There was a mean sting on April's ass as her brother brought his rough hand down three times in rapid succession on her bare behind, followed quickly by three lighter slaps from her mother. The twin set of blows left April whimpering for more.
She had a deep ache in her flesh as her lithe ass absorbed the full force of their punishment. She involuntarily thrust her pelvis down with each blow grinding herself against her mom's naked lap.
And then things got really interesting. "Mikey, you keep up the spanking now by yourself while your mother is going to concentrate on doing a little something else."
It didn't take long for April to figure out what that "something else" was as her mother forcefully spread her daughter's legs wider.
Michael spread his spanking around alternating between his sister's delicious ass cheeks while allowing the occasional blow to land near the juncture between her thighs. Those were the ones April liked best especially as her mom's fingers were once again dancing at the doorstep of her virgin pussy.
With each wicked blow, pain roared through her body, making her nipples throb and her cunt clench in sympathy with the blows, especially as she felt her mother's index finger slide carefully up and inside of her.
"Jesus, you are a tight little bitch aren't you baby girl," Suzan hissed at her as she started to wriggle her index finger inside her daughter's snatch box. By now, the blows April had already received was well beyond the allotted "ten more" but, of course, no one seemed to be counting anymore.
April, moaning with unabashed pleasure, ground her pussy down against her mom's thigh as Michael continued to reign blows down on her ass in conjunction with Suzan working her finger in and out of her daughter's pussy.
The spanking was pure torture for young April-- both delicious and wicked when Suzan added the final piece to the fun and games. She reached out and grabbed April's wrist pulling it up as she whispered in her ear. "Your brother is all worked up now. You have to take care of him baby. Hold your palm out."
April obeyed immediately presenting her palm to her mother. The spanking was over—if only for the moment-- and the real fun was just about to begin. Smiling at her daughter, Suzan picked up the bottle of liquid soap as she leaned over whispering something to Michael. Again, April felt a generous amount of the soap being squirted on the palm of her hand.
Opening her eyes, April blinked them several times before twisting her head around and receiving a shocking surprise. Just mere inches from her face, throbbing, was her brother's enormous erection.
Suzan nudged April's hand toward his cock as she said quietly, "You know what you need to do, sweetie."
April lifted herself up on her elbows before wrapping her soapy hand around Michael's cock as Suzan spoke soft words of encouragement to the both of them. "Lean back and relax Mikey and let your pretty little sister take care of you now."
He obeyed as he let out a half grunt, half sigh, as April began to move her hand up and down his incredibly hard shaft. Her initial fear of touching him was replaced by something darker—lust. She liked the way his big hard cock felt in her hand; liked the way she was making him squirm and whimper.
The feeling of control she exercised over him was intoxicating; her soapy hand slid easily up and down his hard rod causing him to whimper even more as Suzan cradled his head against her shoulder.
And then the spanking started up again. This time without mercy as Suzan started giving her ass the hardest whacks yet. April winced with every blow thrusting her hips down again and again. Suzan smiled wickedly as she felt April grinding her pussy against her fleshly thigh as she slapped at her ass.
April could feel her juices sliding past her cunt lips and onto her mom's thighs as she gyrated her pussy down. April sensed her first true orgasm was about to come rushing home. Inspired, she worked her hand up and down, faster and faster, on her brother's throbbing member.
April was in awe; she couldn't believe it; she was going to come, just from the combined efforts of the spanking and being fingered all at once. The next few seconds would be burned in her memory forever.
As April started to climax, her young body beginning to shake all over, her head dropped as her grip loosened around her brother's erection. Suzan quickly intervened, wrapping one hand around her daughter's hand, forcing it up and down, faster and faster on her son's cock, while twisting her other hand in April's hair, forcing her head back up.
Suzan, feeling naughty, pushed April's face forward so it was mere inches from the tip of her brother's penis. "Close your eyes baby," she whispered just in time.
Michael let out a loud grunt just as the full effects of April's orgasm was rolling over her making her quiver. Bare seconds after closing her eyes, April felt a cascade of hot cum hit her face as her mother whispered, "Oh that's it . . . both of you come for Mommy."
Seeing the cum come gushing out of the tip of her son's penis, landing in her daughter's pretty blonde hair, and then dripping on down to one cheek, Suzan started to giggle as she whispered, "Oh yeah, that is naughty."
Michael was panting as his mother pulled him next to her. He closed his eyes, letting his head slump onto her shoulder. April, still shaking, slowly rose up to a sitting position.
Suzan put a comforting arm around her daughter squeezing her close to her naked body and then proceeded to carefully lick her son's cum off the side of her face.
Act I of the night's drama was concluded. Could Act II, if there was destined to be one, be any more depraved.
Suzan climbed out of the tub wrapping a towel around her naked body. "Guys, I need to go the bathroom. I will use the one in the hallway. Will you be alright here alone for a minute?" Glancing at her daughter she added, "I think maybe you should go with me?"
Suzan was still not sure if Michael, his knife was still right there, was to be fully trusted. Then the unexpected happened giving Suzan serious pause. Michael reached out and squeezed April's hand softly—tenderly even —as he whispered, "Please, don't go."
His eyes were now open—staring at her. They looked big and brown and . . . innocent. Reaching up, he delicately stroked his sister's face as he again spoke, mouthing a single word, barely audible, "Please?"
"Mom, he is talking."
"Yes, I hear. That is sweet. I guess maybe you will be alright after all."
"Yes, I think so." April said giving her big brother a warm smile.
Suzan was just leaving the bathroom when April called out to her. "Mom, let's celebrate. His home-coming and mine. Do we have champagne still?"
It was not lost on Suzan how her daughter emphasized the second half of the word "homecoming" with a smile, and now she wanted champagne. Apparently, April was very much OK with what just happened between the three of them.
"Sure, why not. I mean if you think it's a good idea," Suzan replied half-heartedly. She was not sure if getting drunk at this point was such a bright idea.
"What, you don't think it's a good idea? I can tell by the tone of your voice you don't. Come on Mom, Michael deserves to celebrate a bit . . . it's been a really good day for him, don't you think?"
Suzan watched as April slipped a hand around her brother's shoulder. She was really warming up to him. Maybe the impromptu spanking of her daughter and the subsequent fireworks was already paying dividends.
"Fine, I will get the champagne, hon," she told them while noticing Michael seemed to be looking at her with a sad expression.
As soon as Suzan left April was whispering in her brother's ear. She was making plans; plotting, if you will, against her mother.
"I will be right back, Michael. I just have to get something." April told him after she outlined her scheme to him. Slipping on her mother's robe April rushed out of the bathroom.
Shortly after Michael was put away in the institution Samuel turned his son's bedroom into an office for himself. He gave both his wife and daughter a stern warning they should not snoop around in his private space. It was a warning April heeded until just last week when she did some poking around in his office after she spied him taking a large black bag inside.
Finding the bag buried on an upper shelf deep inside the closet, April opened it. The gold mine of kink she discovered excited her budding sex drive. Hurrying to the office, she retrieved the bag and headed back to the bathroom.
A minute or so later, Suzan, humming softly to herself, entered the bedroom carrying a bottle of champagne stuffed inside a silver bucket filled with ice, along with a pair of champagne flutes.
Her son and daughter were sitting on the edge of the tub, huddled together, giggling and whispering to each other, as Suzan entered the bathroom. Michael, with a towel draped over his crotch, seemed quite at ease with his little sister Suzan observed as she sat the champagne bucket down on the bathroom counter.
"You two are playing nicely I see," Suzan said cheerfully as she filled both of the flutes up with champagne.
"I only have two flutes for the champagne so you are going to have to share. Probably a good idea anyways as Michael, I think, should probably not drink too much."
"Oh I don't mind sharing with Michael. Besides the champagne is not all we are planning on sharing is it Mikey?"
Michael smiled in response while saying nothing.
"Oh yeah, and just what else are you two planning on sharing."
"Secret," April replied with a mischievous smile.
"Well fine, if you don't wanna tell me be that way."
"Mom, don't get all pissy. Should we tell her Michael?" April said with a wicked grin while throwing him a wink.
Michael nodded his head yes as Suzan looked on bemused. When neither of them said nothing Suzan finally said, "Well, are you going to tell me or not?"
"Go ahead and tell her Michael," April said. "What are we planning on sharing?"
"Mommy," he answered softly.
"And just where are we planning on sharing her at?" April prompted him.
In a slow and halting voice while staring directly at his mother Michael answered his sister's question. "In . . . the . . . bathtub."
"Really, because I was thinking we would go downstairs to the den and hang out there."
"But Mom, you heard him. We was really looking forward to celebrating with our champagne in the tub together."
"Is that what Michael wants?"
Instead of answering Michael slowly turned and twisted the knob on the tub's faucet. Fresh warm water came pouring into the tub giving Suzan her answer which April only doubled down on when she added, "What I really think he wants is to have a little playtime with Mommy in the tub."
"Playtime in the tub with Mommy. Well, now that does sound tempting." Suzan got to her feet and crossed the room to the counter. "I guess I better bring our champagne over to the tub then."
"Does that mean you are OK with it?"
"How could I say no?"
"Wait, Mom, before we get in the tub there is one little problem I have to tell you about . . . out in the bedroom though."
Outside in the bedroom they sat on the bed and talked. "You really upset Michael and hurt his feelings, Mom. He caught on how you didn't want to leave me alone with him. He thinks you don't trust him because what he did to dad but honestly I am glad he came back and finished the job."
"OK, OK, honestly, me too, but still . . . Can we fully trust him you think?"
"Mom, what you did for him, what we did for him, he really, really, liked that and if we keep things focused in that direction I don't think we have anything to fear."
"Yeah I can only imagine he did like what we did for him so you are probably right but, well, maybe I am a little worried about the way you are handling what happened."
"Mom, I am fine."
"Really, baby, tell me the truth. I mean what I did . . . the spanking, making you touch him like that. The way he came, all into your hair, and face . . . well, you don't think it was awful?"
"The truth is I thought it was fun. Now let's hurry up and finish talking. He shouldn't be left alone for too long."
"Yes, I know. You don't have to tell me that. Anyways, so I hurt his feelings you think? I will just apology and be sweet to him. I sure he will understand."
"Maybe, but I doubt it. What he really wants Mom, is for you to show him, prove to him that is, you totally trust him."
"How can I do that?"
"I think it will be better if I just show you what we have in mind."
"We?"
"Yes, I have an issue also, Mommy." April reached up and stroked Suzan's face lightly. "I want revenge on you for my spanking."
"Really? Revenge huh."
April smiled, "Yes, Michael wants trust. I want revenge. The question is . . . will you give your kids both what we want?"
Suzan sighed, knowing this was-- more than likely-- leading down a very dark path, but nevertheless, she felt compelled to follow it.
"Of course I will, but I wonder what exactly the two of you have in mind, sweetie?"
"Trust is about just saying yes without asking questions and I want my revenge to be a surprise so . . ." April took her mother's hand and led her back into the bathroom.
"Fine," Suzan sighed, "no questions."
Inside the bathroom she got her first surprise and it was a big one. She watched as April crouched down and pulled out a large black bag from under the lower bathroom counter cabinet.
"What is that?"
"I found it on the top shelf of the closet in Dad's office last week. I spied him trying to sneak the bag in there and was curious so I waited till he was gone and snooped around a bit."
"And you took it."
"Yes, not then I mean, just now, when you were downstairs getting the champagne. It's not like he is going to need it now."
"No I suppose he isn't. So what exactly is in there?" Suzan asked with growing curiosity.
"Toys and some other things."
April unzipped the bag. "Now, no more questions."
"Fine. No more questions," she replied just as April pulled out a pair of black iron shackles. Suzan shivered as it dawned on her just what kind of toys April was referring to. Apparently, she wrongly assumed Samuel had thrown away all their kinky toys years ago after he started preaching about the evils of sex and desire.
"Now put your hands behind your back, Mother and Mikey could you shut the water off in the tub. I think it's probably warm enough by now."
"Wait, I am not sure about this. I--"
April stepped forward cutting her mom off as she grabbed her by the arm and pulled her away to the corner of the bathroom.
"Look Mom, what better way is there to show Michael you trust him but by letting yourself go. By letting yourself be made helpless in front of him? Am I right?"
"I suppose so," Suzan replied cautiously as she gave in and put her hands behind her back.
After April snapped the shackles into place securing her mom's wrists, she reached into the black bag and pulled out a long dark sash of cloth. It turned out to be a very effective blindfold when April wrapped it around her mom's head cutting off her vision completely.
April dipped her hand in the tub. "Hmm, not yet quite warm enough. Just stand there mother and wait. We want the water to be nice and warm for you when you get in."
"How thoughtful of you honey, but I--"
There was a stinging slap across her face as April barked at her, "You will only speak when spoken to Mother. Do you understand?"
Suzan recoiled, not from the pain but from the surprise of the wholly unexpected slap. Wow, it only took one little spanking to turn my prudish daughter into a power hungry slut. The little bitch is just showing off for Michael . . . or maybe it was Michael's idea and she was just obeying him. In any event, thought Suzan, I might be in for a wild ride. She now at least understood how deadly serious her daughter was in wanting her revenge.
"In the meantime, while waiting for the tub to finish filling let's get Mommy nice and drunk. How does that sound Mikey?"
Of course he nodded his head yes.
April brought one of the flutes of champagne over to her mother. Holding to her lips she hissed at her, "Drink all of it and quickly, Mother."
Suzan obeyed without a word of protest as she downed not one, but two full glasses of champagne in quick succession.
She was swaying on her feet when April told her brother, "OK, now Michael help me get her in the tub but first let's take this towel off of her."
They carefully guided Suzan over to the top step of the tub, before April reached out and yanked the towel off her body.
"Now carefully step down and into the tub, Mom. Here let me help you."
"Is it too warm, Mother?"
"No, it's very nice actually," Suzan replied sitting down in the tub.



April looked at her mother in the tub. The water level reached to just below Suzan's prodigious breasts which was nearly perfect for what April was planning.
"Ready to begin, Michael," April sang out happily. He nodded his head. April paused and after taking a couple sips of her champagne she handed it to Michael.
"Here drink a little and then we will get started."
Michael obeyed his sister and took a couple small sips as April giggled in anticipation of what she was about to do. "The way you spanked me mother deserves a bit of payback and . . . as they say revenge is a dish best served cold."
Again Suzan heard the faucet in the tub turn on, but this time the sound was different as the water was not splashing down into the tub. What the hell is she up to? Suzan wondered.
April earlier had retrieved a blue plastic pitcher from under the sink. Suzan sometimes used the pitcher to splash water down her back when she bathed. Her daughter now had it under the faucet catching the water spilling out . . . the cold water that is.
"Michael get back in the tub and sit behind her sweetie. I will let you have the honor of going first."
Suzan heard Michael getting back into the tub and then positioning himself behind her. April sat the pitcher down on the tile surrounding the tub as she said, "Wait until I get in and get comfortable too, Mikey."
Everything was set. April sat in front of her mother with a wicked look on her face as she nodded at him to commence with their fiendish plot.
Suzan felt a soapy wash cloth sliding over her shoulders as Michael slowly washed her neck and shoulders and then down her back.
"You have my permission to speak Mother. What are you thinking?"
"Hmm, only . . . ahh, if this is your revenge . . . having Michael wash me up, you need to work on your revenge game sweetie."
"Oh really." April replied smugly. "Is she ready to be rinsed off, Mikey?"
He nodded his head with a smile. Reaching to his side he grabbed the pitcher of water.
Michael brought the pitcher up and over the middle of his mom's back and then tipped it downward spilling the cold water all over Suzan's back and across her shoulders.
Suzan let out a loud shriek, "Oh My God . . . that is so cold." Then came another stinging slap--this one a bit harder. "You shall suffer your punishment in silence, bitch."
April peered around looking at her mother's back. "I still see some soapy residue on her back, and a bit up here on her neck, Mikey. Better fill up another pitcher."
The water was on again. This time, knowing what was about to happen only made things worse. Suzan squirmed wondering just how many pitchers of cold water it was going to take to get her rinsed off to April's satisfaction.
This time Michael did not dump the water on her all at once, but moved it slowly back and forth across her neck, back and shoulders. Suzan tried to escape from the coldness by sinking down in the tub, longing for the warm water covering her lower body.
Another stinging slap. "Don't you dare! Sit up straight your craven whore." It was an expression, craven whore, April heard her father use many times during his sermons. She giggled thinking, if only he could see his family now.
Suzan obeyed, knowing to do otherwise would invite further troubles. Suzan was shivering noticeably by the time Michael finished pouring the balance of the cold water on her.
"Oh look at poor Mommy, Michael. She looks really cold. Maybe another glass of champagne will warm her up."
"Please I have had enough already," Suzan said half expecting to be slapped again.
Instead of a slap she felt April run a finger along her cheek nicely. "I will tell you when you have had enough, Mother." Her voice was soft and sweet which was in direct contrast to what she was planning on doing next.
"Can you grab the champagne bottle out of the bucket Michael and hand it to me."
Michael obeyed handing his sister the bottle of champagne. "Now mother you shall drink straight from the bottle and keep drinking until I say stop. Understand."
"Yes, but--" There it was. Yet another hard slap across her face-- the hardest yet.
"You shall not protest but obey!" April snapped at her. "Now drink as both me and Mikey want to see Mommy really, really drunk."
Suzan felt the bottle being pressed to her lips and then the cold champagne being spilled into her mouth. She drank as much as she could-- three large swallows-- but April was not stopping. Finally, after another half swallow, Suzan coughed and twisted her head away.
"Hmm, not bad, but I didn't say stop. I still wanted you to drink more."
"I . . . I can't please, honey, no more."
April was about to show mercy and set the bottle aside when a very wicked idea hit her. The bottle of champagne was ice cold sitting like it was in the ice filled bucket for quite some time.
"Michael, hold her up. Don't let her sink down in the water."
April held the bottle of champagne out toward her mom's chest, and then without warning, pressed the lower part of the bottle, the part sub merged in the ice, in between her mom's large boobs.
Suzan let out a small yelp as she instinctually struggled to sink down into the warm water. Michael held her fast with this strong hands making sinking down an impossibility.
April, giggling like a naughty school girl, rolled the bottle back and forth over each of her mom's tits mashing them against the bottle's icy coldness.
Suzan could do no more than try to shrink back under the warm water again which proven to be impossible when Michael thrust his body against her pushing her forward.
Suzan begged for mercy. "Please honey, I will drink more. Come on . . . I am thirsty. Please stop."
"Fine. I will allow you to drink some more but you better drink until I say stop."
"I will, I will," Suzan cried out.
While her spirit may have been willing, her body was not. Suzan drank, if anything, a bit less this time before pulling away and suppressing yet another cough. Her mind was reeling wondering what her punishment might be now.
"I thought you said you were thirsty."
"I was . . . I mean I am but . . ."
"Shh, Mommy." Instead of a stinging slap to silence her this time April put a soft finger to her lips.
"Maybe you are thirsty still, Mommy. Let's find out. Michael, honey, arch her back, high out of the water. I wanna see those big boobies of hers reaching for the ceiling."
Michael obeyed-- it was easy as Suzan put up no resistance. Instead, she did her best to help comply with her daughter's wishes thrusting her chest up.
April again giggled as she brought the bottle of champagne up and over her mom's boobs. She slowly tipped it forward until the champagne came splashing out and over her mom's tits.
Suzan let out a series of yelps trying to squirm out of Michael's grasp. The champagne was much colder than the water previously spilled all over her as it splashed down on, first, one of her breasts, and then the other.
Finally, came the finishing touch as April hovered the bottle directly over one of her nipples before tipping it forward. A small stream of the icy cold champagne spilled out landing directly on Suzan's already painfully erect nipple . . . and then the other nipple was given the same treatment. It was torture mixed with bliss all at once.
Michael loosened his grip around her waist allowing Suzan to sink back down into a sitting position while April placed the bottle of champagne back inside the bucket.
Turning to her brother she announced loudly, "Well, now that Mommy's big tits have been given a nice champagne bath we had better wash them off before the champagne dries and makes them all sticky. But first, Mikey can you turn the faucet on and make the water warm as I hold our washcloths under the faucet."
After adding some soap to the both of them the kids both picked an arm and ran the warm washcloths up and down slowly, before moving around to Suzan's back.
Not surprising the little bitch would want to tease me like that, Suzan mused before April started to speak to her.
"Mommy, if you don't mind, I am going to be the one to wash your tits up while Michael sits and watches. And then as you recall you promised him some play time in the tub. I think you better tell him he will still be getting his play time. He needs your reassurance."
Suzan turned to Michael and making her voice as sweet as possible she whispered to him. "Michael, sweetie, do you want to play with Mommy after your little sister is done washing my boobies. Would you like that?"
Deciding she needed to say more, she took a chance and told him a little white lie-- hoping April would play along.
"You know it was my idea to have April put these shackles on me. I wanted to be totally helpless around you just so you could see how much I really trust you baby. I mean with me blindfolded and restrained you could do pretty much anything you wanted to me. Now doesn't that sound like fun?"
"Yes . . . fun," he replied softly.
"See I told you, Mommy," April chimed in, "Mikey is just an innocent little boy who wants to play with his mommy in the tub. Now what could be sweeter than that?"
"Nothing I would think," Suzan replied. Despite the cold torture, she was actually kind of enjoying being the center of all their attentions.
"Ready Mommy, for your little girl to wash your boobies?"
"Oh yes, sweetheart and I . . . I really think you should take your time and get them nice and clean and warmed up after their cold champagne bath."
Suzan let out a gentle sigh as she felt April carefully apply two steaming hot wash clothes to her frigid boobs. April, just as she suggested, took her sweet time washing her mom's tits. Suzan was in heaven feeling the warming effects of the wash clothes sliding all around her tits. So much so she did not take heed to the water being turned on again inside the tub.
April, hoping Michael had followed her instructions exactly, waved her hand for him to come nearer and bring the champagne bucket.
It looked perfect. The bucket was almost filled to the brim with cold water and large floating ice cubes. April motioned for him to set the bucket down within easy reach.
April circled her mom's breasts with each wash cloth, taking the time to throw in some soft, gentle squeezes making Suzan sigh with pleasure. She simply loved having her boobies pampered so sweetly but unfortunately the sweetness was about to come to an abrupt end.
"OK nice and clean." April announced. "Now all we have to do is rinse them off and then it will be Michael's playtime. Mikey would you be a doll and turn the faucet on to warm."
Suzan first heard, then felt the warm water splashing down into the tub. She let out a sigh of relief making the assumption she would not find herself being subjected to another cold water rinse.
April turned around and picked up the ice bucket ever so carefully so as to not make any noise. Whispering to her mom, she said, "Don't worry this time when I rinse you off the water . . ." She positioned herself on the edge of the tub while carefully tilting the bucket directly over her mother's tits. As the cold water came splashing out and over Suzan's tits her daughter happily finished her sentence. "Won't be cold but freezing."
Suzan let out a surprised shriek, "You little bitch. Oh Jesus that is cold."
Again she tried to sink down into the warm water of the tub, but Michael slid down behind her gripping her around the waist once more. There would be no escape.
April only giggled at her mother's anger. The feeling of being in total control was intoxicating and was making her cold and hard. She titled the bucket back stopping the flow of the icy cold water. The bucket was still nearly half full.
Suzan was furious as she struggled against Michael. She wanted out of the tub. "April that is enough. You release me now, you hear me or so help me God I will--" Her impassioned plea was cut short as during her mother's tirade April was not at all listening but instead was busy retrieving a ball gag out of the black bag of toys.
"Oh shut up bitch." April said coldly as she shoved the red ball part of the gag into her mom's mouth just as Michael reached up and held his mom's head still so April could quickly secure the harness.
Knowing her situation was hopeless, Suzan suddenly went limp resigning herself to her fate.
With the task of shutting her whiny mother up, April turned her attention to the champagne bucket. In preparation for her final act of her revenge, she fished several of the large ice cubes floating in the water out and placed them in the empty champagne flutes.
"Now Michael hold her tight as I still see quite a bit of soapy residue on those tits of hers."
Suzan steeled her nerves as the cold water once again came splashing down on her tits. Unlike last time when the water came splashing down on her quickly, this time Suzan experienced a very deliberate attack.
Instead a waterfall of cold water, Suzan instead was doused with a slow, steady stream of the icy cold water. April, smiling wickedly, concentrated on directing the flow of water onto each of her mother's nipples as she a patiently moved the bucket back and forth over her mom's chest.
Suzan tried to squirm away, but Michael held her tight pressing the full weight of his body against her from behind not allowing her to move at all.
The stream slowly was reduced to a trickle while still concentrated mainly on her fully erect nipples. Poor Suzan's nipples ached from the coldness and then things actually got worse as she heard April tell Michael, "I am empty Mikey. Turn on the faucet to cold and refill the bucket."
If only Suzan could have talked-- oh how she would have begged for mercy as she heard the water being turned on once again.
Suzan jerked, jiggling her tits mightily when April, holding a pair of large ice cubes, pressed them up against her mom's boobs. Working the ice cubes all over her boobs in large circles, April slowly brought them to the crest of her mom's mighty mountains, concentrating the ice cubes coldness on her painfully erect nipples.
April snickered as she watched her mom try in vain to twist away from the ice cubes. And then Michael, following a nod from his sister, tilted the ice bucket filled with cold water over his mom's shoulder and slowly poured another mighty torrent of cold water onto her tits.
Suzan jerked and twisted again as she tried to escape the coldness. It availed her nothing as did her useless moaning against the ball gag. Maybe the worst part was how Michael earlier, after he had filled the ice bucket up with cold water, turned the hot water on.
Delicious warm water filled the bath tub cocooning the lower part of Suzan's body in warm water, while the upper part of her body suffered an icy punishment. The contrast was unspeakably sweet and horrific all at once.
By the time the frigid assault was over, it lasted all of maybe two minutes but to Suzan it seemed like forever, her poor tits felt like blocks of ice.
A self-satisfied April now turned sweet. She snuggled up close to her mom as she dropped her hands down into the warm bath water, while bringing her mouth up to her mother's ear and whispering, "Oh poor, poor Mommy. Are those big boobs of yours so cold."
Suzan responded by ardently shaking her head yes.
"Do you want your babies to warm them up for you?"
Again, Suzan shook her head yes emphatically.
April found Michael hands under the water. Guiding his hands up to his mom's tits, April whispered, "It's playtime Mikey."
April pushed her brother's hands firmly up and onto his mom's cold tits. Suzan let out a soft muffled moan as her head lolled back while her son began to gently fondle her tits with his warm hands.
April turned, reaching outside the tub to her nearby bag of goodies. She fumbled around inside the bag for a moment before she found a toy that looked interesting.
It was such a wonderful feeling having her tits warmed up so lovingly by her son's rough hands leaving Suzan to pray her beloved children were not just teasing her again.
With a boyish curiosity, Michael leaned around and stared at his mom's tits as he flicked at her nipples with his thumbs. He liked the way this made her moan and squirm against her restraints. He did it again and again, just as the loud hum of April's new toy started up.
April slipped the eight inch waterproof vibrator under the water guiding it slowing toward her mother's open thighs which Suzan spread wider with anticipation. She paused the vibrator just long enough to tickle her mom's inner thighs. "Mommy wants this huh. I bet if she could talk she would be begging for me to shove it in her fucking pussy."
April received her answer in the form of a series of loud muffled sounds coming from her mother. She took this as an explicit . . . "Yes, I want to be fucked by that humming underwater monster."
Just as Michael begin to cup her mother's tits in his hands, jiggly them all around and playing with them like a child with a new found favorite toy, April slowly pushed the humming vibrator up and inside her mom's pussy.
Suzan jerked feeling her cunt being deliciously invaded by the toy. When she let out a loud moan-- muffled by the ball gag-- it told her daughter all she needed to know.
April moved closer as she reached out and begin to stroke her mother's face softly with one finger while working the pink toy in and out of her cunt.
"Hmm, that feels good huh, Mommy," she cooed at her. "Oh I bet it does." Then with a flick of her thumb she pushed the speed control button making the vibrator hum louder.
Suzan jerked again in response to the increased speed. She felt the onslaught of a powerful orgasm speeding toward her just as Michael continued to juggle her tits in his hands.
April flicked the switch again kicking the toy into its highest gear.
Feeling the vibrator being worked into her pussy slowly, and then faster as it began to hum with a loud intensity, quickly pushed Suzan to the edge.
It soon became all too much. As Michael's eager mouth suckled on her tits she began to shake all over. Her muffled moans against the ball gag became louder still as she whipped her head around in a frenzy.
Unable to see, unable to move her arms, unable to speak, all that was denied her seemed to focus her body's energy directly between her legs. Suzan bucked wildly, coming with such intensity if she would not have been sandwiched between her loving children she might have toppled over in the tub.
April was finally satisfied as she quickly removed the ball gag and smiled at her mother.
"Oh God, oh God, oh God, that was so intense," Suzan muttered. "I never . . . never came so hard."
April smirked at her as she found the key to unlock the shackles.
"So it was good?" she asked coyly before reaching around and undoing the shackles.
Michael and April both helped her out of the tub. After Michael slipped his boxers back on, and the girls wrapped towels around their naked bodies, Suzan finally spoke to her daughter as they headed out to the bedroom. "I don't know if I should thank you or smack you, sweetheart."
"Don't worry Mom, you will figure it out. So what is next on the agenda?" she asked obviously immensely satisfied with herself.
"Let's all sit down on the bed here and talk about it," Suzan replied. This little bathtub adventure of theirs most assuredly let the genie out of the bottle. Now, how things would end might be anyone's guess.
Looking at her daughter as she sat down on the edge of the bed, pushing herself up against Michael, Suzan found a wholly wicked plan forming in her mind, but would they be willing to go along with it?
"You know kids, I feel kind of bad."
"About what."



"How I came home and ruined Michael's fun time with his sister . . . in the closet. I am kind of curious, now that we know a little about what he truly wants, how things might have ended if I had not came home when I did."
"I think he was about to have some fun with me. You know . . . take advantage of me . . . but in a nice gentle way." She turned to Michael batting her eyes seductively at him before adding, "Isn't that right Mikey. With me all tied up like that you would have taken advantage of me huh?"
What passed for a smile crossed his face before he nodded his head yes.
"So how about we hit the reset button kids. Listen, you guys go back in the closet and set things up as before and this time when I pretend to come home again I won't panic. I will be a bit more cool and casual and we can see what might happen."
"Really. Are you serious, Mom? You want me to be tied up in the closet again and then you are going to pretend to come home?"
"It's something I think Mikey wants and I think you want it too honey. Especially now that you know he would never hurt you."
Michael actually entered the conversation at this point on his own as he interjected softly. "Not . . . hurt April . . . ever."
"Oh how sweet. So you wanna try it. I will get dressed again in my work clothes and pretend I'm coming home once more to what I think is going to be a boring Halloween night."
"You wanna do this Mikey?" April asked, "you wanna play mommy's game of make believe where you are the intruder again like before and we are going to pretend we don't know who you are." He shook his head yes as another smile broke out on his scarred face.
So it was that simple. The three of them would embark on these new and exciting adventure.
With the door shut tight the closet was utterly dark. April was dressed exactly as before in her pink button up crop top and snug satin sleep shorts. Once more she was bound tightly by her wrists to the upper closet rod. Michael was also dressed again as before wearing his jumpsuit and mask along with having his knife in hand.
April could just see his dark shape approaching in the darkness of the closet. Her breath quickened, as she recalled what she told him earlier during this fateful evening— You can kiss me, Mister, if you want . . . just take off your mask.
Now she repeated that exact same phrase while imagining her brother to be some unknown masked intruder. The sense of de ja vu was overwhelming when she heard the mask hit the floor with a soft thud before he brought his lips to hers.
After giving her several tender kisses, he took a step back, the tension growing in the darkness. She could hear him breathing heavy, or maybe panting was more like it, before suddenly-- the narrative changed.
He grabbed her forcefully around the waist mashing his body against hers. She could feel his immense hardness as he violently assaulted her lips with a series of rough kisses. His hands were pawing at her tummy before, without warning, he ripped her crop top open.
April let out a small gasp of surprise as his hands molested her small boobs through her bra before dropping down and clawing at her satin shorts. He yanked them down violently as April whispered, "Please mister, be gentle with me."
His only answer was a grunt of sorts before he brought his mouth to her neck raining rough kisses upon it as his hands slipped around and mauled her ass with an increasing frenzy.
Finally, she heard the bedroom door open and then shut with an audible bang. Michael pulled back from groping his sister's ass.
"Please it's my Mom. Don't hurt her mister. She is pretty like me. Go see for yourself."
She heard Michael moving away in the darkness and then a thin shaft of light leaked into the closet as he cracked open the door after putting his mask back on. He stood, motionless, peering out into the bedroom for what seemed to be a very long time. Finally, April, unable to take it any longer, cried out in a harsh whisper, "What is she doing?"
Michael turned back and in a low voice answered, "Undressed."
April waited a few more seconds before electing to force the action. Raising her voice, while trying to make it sound scared, she yelled, "Mom . . . please help. I'm in the closet. There is a man in here and he--"
Her words were abruptly cut off when Michael came rushing back to her and wrapped one hand over her mouth. Mere seconds later, Suzan burst into the closet clad, once more, in her sexy black bra and panties. To this already sexy all black ensemble she added a pair of elegant finishing touches—a pair of four inch black high heels matched by a pair of black stockings.
Michael moved around to the back of April while bringing the knife to her throat just as Suzan turned the light on inside the closet.
April could feel the cold hard steel at her throat as her mother stood there gawking at them.
"Please, whoever you are, don't hurt my daughter. Can we talk about this for a moment? Just let me get dressed."
"No dressed." Michael replied in a low rough voice.
"OK, OK," Suzan said moving closer. "Hey, I . . . your voice. My God is that you, Michael!"
April thought her mother, based on the performance she was giving, should quit her realty job and move to Hollywood. Trying to match her in the drama department, April cried, "Jesus, is it really him, Mom. Is it Michael?"
There was a moment of long drawn out silence before he made the next move. Stepping back, he momentarily took the knife from April's throat before he removed the mask and dropped it to the floor.
"Jesus, it is you Michael!" the drama queen Suzan gasped.
Michael quickly brought the knife back to April's throat as Suzan took a step forward. "Mom, please, help me," April whined as she tried to push back the growing fear from having a sharp knife held to her throat by her unstable brother who, quite ironically, she trusted fully.
"Michael, honey, you are in control. You have the knife. April is helpless." She paused, taking a step forward. "What do you really want? Tell Mommy."
There was a long moment of silence and then just as Suzan was beginning to doubt this very dangerous game they were playing, Michael made his move. He reached out snagging Suzan in a vise like grip, dragging her next to him.
Finally, when she was right there next to them he made his demand in a slow halting voice. "Michael . . . wants . . . Mommy."
Suzan turned to April, a smug smile on her face. "You hear that April, darling, your brother wants his mommy."
April had to fight the impulse to cry out, "But I was here first!" as Suzan quickly untied her while Michael stood there and watched.
As soon as April was free Michael stepped forward aggressively grabbing Suzan. He pushed her arms up toward the closet rod as Suzan cried out, "My, you are eager to play with Mommy huh, Michael?" Suzan said giggling.
"Go ahead April sweetie. Help your brother bind my wrists to the closet rod nice and tight . . . just like you were."
With both of them working in tandem Suzan was quickly secured by her wrists to the upper closet rod. After she was secured, Michael took several steps back, maybe waiting for further instructions, while April moved in behind her mother.
Huddled close to her mother, April spoke quietly in her mom's ear, "What are you going to let him do to you?"
"Anything his little heart desires baby. Besides, I'm really in no position to deny him anything as you can see."
"True," April said as she watched Michael staring at them.
"Why don't you help your brother get undressed, April. Is that OK Mikey, can your sister help you get undressed," she said to him sweetly.
April eagerly helped her brother first shed his Halloween costume before helping him strip down to his boxers as Suzan watched with a sense of foreboding excitement.
"Come on baby," Suzan whispered, "come shower Mommy with kisses. Show her how much you have missed her over the years."
Michael came forward stopping just short of her. He stood there seemingly unsure of what to do next. Suzan turned to April, "Honey, I think you better show your brother just how to kiss his Mommy properly."
April slipped an arm around her mother's waist as she gave her several small kisses on her cheek. "Oh come on baby. Don't go all shy on me like your brother. Give you mother a real kiss . . . on the lips."
"OK," April whispered before glancing quickly over at Michael. He stood there staring at them with a look of anxious anticipation on his face.
April slowly brought her lips to her mother's as she whispered, "I love you, Mommy."
"Show me baby . . . show your brother."
They exchanged several small kisses before April found her mom's tongue dipping inside her mouth. The quiet stillness of the closet was broken by the light smacking of their lips coming together, parting, and then crashing together once more.
Pulling back reluctantly, April turned to Michael. A quick glance revealed much-- his cock, his very large and strong cock, was creating quite the tent pole inside his tight boxers.
"Go on big brother, kiss Mommy, just like I did."
Michael kissed his mother, his inexperience showing, with several extremely wet and sloppy kisses. Suzan didn't mind as what he lacked in technique he made up for in sheer enthusiasm. She pushed her mouth forward taking charge as she snaked a tongue into his mouth. After briefly pulling back, he accepted her tongue fully.
Her heart skipped a beat as she felt his hands circle her bare waist and begin to rise, before stopping. Again, the closet was filled with the sound of smacking lips before Suzan broke off the kiss. "April, why don't you join us and make this a nice loving three way kiss."
Suzan twisted her face around to accept several kisses from her daughter before turning back to accept more of son's loving kisses. "Now it's your turn. April kiss your brother," Suzan whispered.
Brother and sister kissed, passionate tongues darting in and out of eager inexperienced mouths, before finally breaking apart. Turning, they both looked to their mother for further instructions. Suzan may have been the one bound to the wooden closet rod, but she was definitely in total control of the situation.
The three way kissing fest quickly degenerated into a sloppy, desperate smashing together of lips in conjunction with a single pair of clawing hands fondling Suzan's prodigious tits. Suzan was excited to find out she didn't really know which one of her children was now so eagerly fondling her breasts—which only electrified her all the more.
She resisted the urge to look down and find out for a few bare seconds before sheer curiosity got the better of her. Peeking quickly, she found it was Michael's hands fondling her tits through her sexy black bra.
Sighing with satisfaction, Suzan started a fresh series of loving kisses with her daughter while her son eagerly continued to play with her tits.
April hands were far from idle as she slid them around to her mom's backside and started to rub her ass. Suzan, her voice husky with desire, whispered "April, honey, go on and take Mommy's panties off, baby girl."
April pulled down her panties as Suzan turned to Michael, "Honey, why don't you go ahead and undo your mother's bra."
The inexperienced Michael struggled trying to get her bra undone until finally Suzan cried out. "If you can't get it undone, Mikey just use that stupid knife of yours."
Reaching over, Michael grabbed the knife off the nearby shelf and brought it slowly up to Suzan's chest. April, snuggled up to her mother from behind watched with bated breath as Michael neatly sliced open Suzan's bra right in between the two immense cups.
As her tits came spilling out April whispered softly, "God Mom, you got such big tits. What are they DD's?"
"Yes, baby. 38 DD's to be exact. Do you like them?" April moved around to her mom's front allowing Michael to slip around behind her before she answered. "Very much so. I think Mikey likes them too. C'mon big brother lets both of us show Mommy how much we like her tits."
Suzan considered her tits to be her greatest asset and now as both her kid's hands crawled all over them, Michael cupping them gently from behind, April fondling them sweetly from the front, she sensed a powerful feeling coming over her being the absolute center of all their attentions.
She closed her eyes letting her head roll back and rest on her son's shoulder. Michael, in a most pleasant surprise, actually talked without being prompted as he moved his mouth to her ear and whispered, "Mommy . . . has . . . big treats."
"Yes, honey," she replied her eyes flickering open as she turned to him, "and tasty too, sweetheart. Do you wanna suck on them and find out." Turning back to April she fixed her with a mischievous smile. "I know for sure you do honey. I can tell by the way you have been staring at them ever since your brother cut my bra open."
"I do wanna suck on them, Mommy," April said sweetly taking a step forward. Indeed, an intense longing to suckle on her mom's tits was flooding her heart with uncontrollable longing even before Michael cut open her mother's bra allowing those magnificently large tits of hers to come spilling out in all their naked glory.
They both fell on Suzan's tits with eager, suckling mouths like a pair of hungry jackals. Suzan let out a loud moan as she felt her tits being devoured, one in each of their mouths. Feeling Michael's massive cock rubbing up against her—he was humping her ass now like a feral dog as he twisted his mouth around to her chest-- she knew it was time to act or he was going to have an accident and come too soon.
She allowed the wet suckling fest to continue for just a few moments longer before she once again took control of the situation with several forceful commands.
"Michael, April, stop."
They both obeyed-- like the good children they were-- and pulled their mouths off her tits. "Michael, step back and move around here to the front so both me and your sister can see you take off those stupid boxers. Please, honey, hurry."
Michael obeyed, stepping around his mother toward the front of the closet before he slowly pulled down his boxers. His cock jutted out from his body as April looked on in awe. Standing up in the closet like this she thought his cock looked much bigger than it did earlier while they were playing in the tub.
"Are they all that big, Mommy," April whispered as she huddled against her.
"No sweetheart, your brother is truly blessed," Suzan replied her eyes never leaving her son's massive cock. She wanted it-- badly.
A minute later Michael was pressed up behind his mom, his hands once again rubbing all over her tits, as his mouth attacked her neck with soft, soothing kisses. April, following her mom's orders, was on her knees, her face stuck between her mom's legs, her inexperienced tongue licking and kissing her mother into a state of frenzied passion.
Suzan could feel Michael throbbing hardness as he was starting to hump her bare ass. "Help put him inside me baby girl . . . now!"
April reluctantly removed her mouth from her mom's tasty snatch box to reach up and guide her brother's hardness to the edge of her mom's opening.
"He is ready Mommy . . . just at the edge."
"Go on Michael, shove it in me hard. I want you to fuck your mommy . . . just like you have been dreaming about all night honey."
Michael grunted as he propelled his hips forward burying his hard eight inches deep inside of her.
"OH GOD!" Suzan exclaimed as he rocked into her. April raised up off her knees, taking a step back, to watch the show.
She watched, while reaching out to play with her mom's tits, as her brother fucked her mother with a series of increasing heavy hammer thrusts from his huge cock causing Suzan to moan loudly like a bitch in heat.
It didn't take long for the relentless fucking Suzan was getting to cause a powerful orgasm to start building deep inside of her. Suzan, already before Michael even buried his hardness inside of her, was on the edge of coming from all the soft attentions her kids paid to her tits followed by her beautiful young daughter licking her pussy so sweetly.
"Oh baby, fuck Mommy harder . . . oh, oh, oh, I'm almost there," she panted as Michael obliged her, banging his cock into her harder and harder. He gripped his mom's hips, trusting his cock deep inside of her such loving force Suzan started to whimper.
"Oh God, don't stop, honey. Mikey . . . oh my God . . . that's it. I'm . . . I'm coming babies, Mommy is commming! Suzan moaned. When the orgasm came it was powerful enough to cause Suzan's legs to buckle. When her legs gave out all her weight fell forward leaving it up to the old wooden closet rod to sustain all of Suzan one hundred and thirty one pounds. It was not nearly up to the task.
The rod came loose slipping out of where it was secured to the wall and came crashing down bringing Suzan with it. Her falling body crashed into the giggling April as the two of them ended up on the floor in a heap.
"Jesus honey are you OK," Suzan asked her daughter.
"I should ask you the same thing mother considering the way you were moaning and carrying on," she replied with no small amount of sarcasm.
"Just help untie me from this damn rod," Suzan snapped at her daughter as she glanced back at Michael. He was standing there, gazing at them, his cock jutting out and still rock hard.
"You didn't come did you baby? I guess my falling kind of ruined any chance of that," Suzan said as she took a step forward, touching her son's face. "I really wanted you to come inside me, but I guess we will just have to go with plan B."
They were both looking at April as she stood there holding the ties. Feeling both their eyes on her she said, "What are you two looking at?"
Suzan leaned over and whispered in Michael's ear, something that caused him to nod his head yes in a most emphatic manner as he continued to stare at his baby sister with a ravenous gaze.
"Honey stand up and put your hands behind your back. It is going to be up to you to satisfy your brother with that sweet virgin mouth of yours. But first I need to get something. I will be right back."
Without any further explanation Suzan turned and headed out of the closet, still fully naked, leaving her alone with Michael and his menacing eight inch cock.
"Mom, wait, I . . ." She started to follow her mother out of the closet, before Michael reached out and brusquely grabbed her upper arm pulling her back inside the closet. He yanked the ties out of her hand, before spinning her around.
April, her heart pounding out of control, felt her wrists being secured behind her back as Michael said in his slow halting voice, "Want . . . April . . . helpless."
A brief minute later Suzan was back carrying a hair tie. She grabbed April's long blonde hair saying, "This will only get in the way if we don't pin it up."
Suzan grabbed her white satin robe from her side of the closet, although technically, by now, there was no more "her side" and "his side" of the closet, and wrapped it around her body, Michael, following his mother's whispered instructions pushed his little sister to her knees.
"Now, I think you know what is expected of you little girl?" Suzan said as she reached down and stroked April's pretty face. Michael's hard twitching cock protruded out mere inches from her mouth.
"Mommy, I . . . I can't . . . I mean, I have never done that before."
"Of course, you haven't baby. You have always been a supremely good little girl. So sweet, so innocent, so naïve . . . thanks to your father but he is no longer here so . . ."
Suzan dropped to her knees next to her daughter before proceeding to pin her hair up in a cute little ponytail. They both looked up at Michael who waited trembling with anticipation.



"Mom, I . . . I can't. Its . . . he is too big. I can't."
"You will young lady. You know you want to deep down inside. Now don't worry sweetheart Mommy is right here and I will help you. I know he is big but trust me, follow my advice, and you will be able to handle him. Now go on, be a good girl and do what your mother says . . . your brother is waiting."
Following her mother's soft whispered instructions, she started by kissing her brother's bare torso in a wide circle working her way down ever so slowly. Her mother guided her movements with a gentle hand on the back of her head.
Suzan took her son's cock and teased it for a quick moment running her fingers slowly up and down it making the poor boy shiver as April looked on with growing anticipation. Despite any apprehension she might have been feeling, she was, in fact, looking forward to sucking on her first cock.
April looked up making eye contact with her brother before snaking her tongue out and circling the head of his cock. Michael let out a soft moan as her tongue flickered at the sensitive underside of his cock while Suzan held it up for her. Flickering her tongue back and forth, and then all around, she continued to tease him before Suzan spoke firmly to her, "Enough with the teasing little girl. Now close your eyes and open your mouth big and wide."
"Yes, Mommy," April responded with butterflies fluttering in her stomach.
Feeling his hardness slip into her mouth, she commenced to suck on his cock, taking him inch by slow inch deeper into her mouth. Listening to her mother's whispered commands, April took as much of his manhood into her mouth as she could before letting it slide out. She ran her lips tenderly along his shaft before taking him once again inside the warm inner depths of her mouth.
After her mouth was filled with his cock, she loosened her lips and used the flat side of her tongue to lick him just as Suzan reached down and tenderly cupped his balls in her hand.
Michael let out a long moan as his knees begin to tremble. April let his cock slip out of her mouth once more as she looked up at Michael with a sly smile. "You like that big brother, what I am doing?"
Michael nodded his head yes as her mother stroked April's hair.
"You are doing so good. I think he was about ready to come there for a minute. Now you think you can take even more of his huge cock into your sweet little mouth baby."
"Yes, Mommy . . . I'll try."
"Good girl," Suzan cooed as she used one hand tucked under April's jaw tilting it upward while she used the other wrapped around her son's cock to guide it into her waiting mouth.
April swallowed Michael's cock until she had over half of the monster in her mouth. Suzan now used her hand to control the action as she pulled, and then pushed April's mouth forward with a guiding hand wrapped around her ponytail.
"That's it baby, suck on it. Take it . . . faster honey . . . faster."
April moaned loudly as her mouth moved up and down the shaft of Michael's cock. She worked her tongue in a zig zag fashion sliding it along the shaft making him shudder.
"Oh God honey I think he is ready to explode. Suck on him faster."
April obeyed moving her mouth up and down faster and faster taking more of him deeper into her mouth.
Suzan looked up at Michael and smiled sweetly. "Go on honey. Come in your baby sister's mouth. She wants it so badly." She dropped her voice to a sultry whisper as she brought her hand up again cupping his testicles. "Come in her mouth, Please sweetie . . . for Mommy."
April, in her eagerness to please, took too much of him. Her gag reflex kicked in when she felt his cock tickle the back of her throat. She instinctively pulled her mouth back and just as his cock slipped from her lips it exploded shooting out a geyser of cum.
For the second time on this auspicious night, April took a load of cum to her face. It stickiness coated her lips and cheek as Suzan hurriedly brought her mouth down. Suzan made short work of her son's cum as she licked and kissed April's lips and cheeks until they were nice and clean.
"Now that was fun huh . . . right guys?" Suzan crowed happily as she climbed to her feet.
Some three hours later
It was Suzan's idea for the three of them to sleep together in her bed. Naked. She was slumbering peacefully nestled in between her loving children when she felt herself being shaken gently. Slowly she awoke. Was it all a mad dream?
No. God no. Michael was in bed next to her propped up on his elbow while April mumbled something in her sleep and turned over.
"What is it honey?" she asked blinking at him.
His answer both surprised and thrilled her.
After a pause he replied, "Baby sister, April . . . still . . . virgin."
"Hmm, indeed she is honey. Do you wanna do something about that? Do you wanna fuck your baby sister?" Suzan was fully awake now as she reached over and carefully ran her fingers through the sleeping April's blond tresses.
He answered yes—without his usual hesitation-- obviously excited by the possibility.
Suzan carefully crawled out of the bed not wanting to disturb her sleeping daughter—just not yet anyways.
She went to the bathroom and from her medicine cabinet removed the bottle of lube and gathered up a half dozen candles, along with grabbing a small vibrator from her late husband's black bag. After making her way carefully across the dark bedroom, she placed three candles on each of the night stands flanking her bed and then lit them.
After slipping back into bed, making sure not to disturb her daughter, she turned to Michael and smiled. Pulling back the heavy blanket and then the sheet covering his naked body she peered underneath. His cock was nice and hard.
"Hmm, I guess you are excited about doing your baby sister huh, honey?"
He smiled and nodded his head yes as she dropped the blanket and sheet back in place. Dropping her voice to a low whisper she told him, "You have to control yourself Michael. You can't fuck her so hard like me. She is going to be nice and tight and you have to go real slow and be patient so you don't hurt her. You understand?"
Again he nodded his head yes.
"You need to help me get her ready. Move around to the other side of the bed so she is in between us, but go nice and slow so you don't wake her up just yet."
Michael moved nimbly around to the other side of the bed and then slipped back under the covers before awaiting further instructions while Suzan snuggled up close to April slipping in arm around her.
Assuming a spooning position, she pulled her daughter into her tight embrace. April mumbled as Suzan started nuzzling her neck while gently fondling her boobs. Reaching out she pulled Michael's hands up to his sister's chest. "Here you play with her boobies too hon, nice and gentle though."
April, always such a deep sleeper, was slowly coming awake from the soft attentions of both her mom and brother. At first, she felt she must be dreaming as she felt not one, but two sets of hands fondling her tits tenderly. A tongue dipping into her ear sent shivers up and down her spine just as she felt another set of lips kissing her forehead lovingly.
"I . . . must . . . be dreaming," she mumbled still half asleep and not sure if this was truly happening or was it another one of her naughty dreams?
Suzan brought her mouth to April's ear. "Yes . . . It's just another naughty dream baby. Shut your eyes and go back to sleep."
Moving ever so slowly, they carefully maneuvered April onto her back. Suzan pulled the blanket back leaving just the sheet to cover April's nakedness. They took turns giving her a series of passionate French kisses while both of them tenderly kneaded her tits after which Suzan's mouth slipped down followed quickly by Michael's.
Suzan pulled the sheet down just enough to reveal her daughter's tits as April let out a long gentle sigh when she felt each of boobs being given a luxurious tongue bath by her mother and brother. Dipping one hand under the sheet, Suzan found a willing April's legs readily spread.
She started by caressing the outer lips of her daughter's virgin pussy with a pair of probing fingers before making her way around to her clit as Michael continued to lap at his sister's fully erect nipples with a gentle and tender precision that seemed to totally defy who he was.
Suzan alternated between rubbing April's clit and carefully pushing one finger up and inside of her. Wanting her young daughter to get used to being penetrated she added a second finger to the mix.
Pulling down the sheet to April's waist, Suzan lowered her mouth to her daughter's mid-section and started a slow descent down with her tongue constantly darting in and out. Finally, she ducked her head under the sheet and reached a quivering April's lush virgin valley and commenced with a tender assault.
Suzan licked, kissed and nibbled her way all around while carefully avoiding April's clit. Her daughter's only reaction was a soft exhalation when her mother's tongue finally flickered across the folds of her moist pussy and found the nub of her clit just as Michael brought his mouth up engaging his sister in another passionate series of French kisses.
As Michael's tongue zipped in and out of April's mouth, Suzan ramped up her attack on her daughter's tight cunt. Her mom's knowing tongue soon had April twisting and turning with pleasure as she writhed under the sheet.
A few more dips and swirls of her tongue, causing April to moan loudly, convinced Suzan it was time. Again, ever so carefully, they turned her, this time, onto her tummy.
Suzan rose to her knees. She quickly lavished Michael's hard cock with a princely sum of lube before doing the same to her daughter's pussy.
"Rise up to your knees honey," she told Michael just as she finished rubbing the last of lube all over April's snatch.
It was time. With some gentle prodding, Suzan and Michael lifted April up so she was balanced on her knees and elbows.
Michael was breathing heavily as he watched his sister's exquisite ass rise up into the air presenting itself in all its glorious beauty to him.
Suzan worked feverishly stroking Michael's cock until it quivered with hardness. Holding onto it she moved it slowly toward her daughter's moist opening.
"Remember Mikey, nice and gentle."
He nodded his head in agreement just as his eight inches reached the doorstep to his sister's heavenly pussy. Suzan, ever so slowly, ever so tenderly, guided his cock in as April let out a small whimper.
"Go slow Mikey. Listen to your mother now," she whispered to him before moving around so she could cradle her daughter's head against her ample bosom.
"Ohhh God, Mommy . . . Mommy," April whined softly as Michael carefully pushed himself deeper inside his sister, inch by inch, while using his hands to caress her breasts.
Suzan stroked April's hair as she finally opened her eyes up and looked at her mother. They were glazed over as Michael grunted softly while gripping her hips and working himself in and out, in and out, going nice and slow and gentle per his mother's instructions.
"We both love you so much, baby girl," Suzan cooed at her daughter before lowering her lips to shower her with dozens of tender kisses.
Michael rocked into his sister carefully picking up the pace just a bit. He was getting overly excited listening to his little sister moan with pleasure.
"He is starting to lose control baby. It's going to be a bit harder now. Here let me cradle your face in between my tits. Suck on them as Mikey begins to make love to you a bit harder."
April opened her mouth to moan as Michael pushed into her harder. Her mouth filled with her mommy's tit flesh forcing her desperate moan to be cut off. Suzan stroked her hair daughter's hair cooing to her softly again.
"That's it suck on Mommy's tits while your big brother makes love to you baby girl. Go on." Suzan reached around finding April's clit. Stroking it softly she offered some sage advice to her son.
"Don't worry about trying to make her come baby. Get yours and quickly. I will finish her off for you," she told him as she reached over and grabbed the small vibrator off the nightstand.
Michael grunted heavily as he allowed himself two or three mighty thrusts with his huge cock making poor April quiver and quake before he exploded deep inside of her.
Suzan quickly moved around replacing Michael behind her daughter. She wasted no time in pulling a teary eyed April down and onto her back before burying her face between her legs as she brought the humming vibrator into action.
Suzan danced her tongue up and down her daughter's pussy as, this time, Michael was the one cradling April and showering her with kisses.
The mother's experienced tongue found her daughter's clit just as she pushed the humming vibrator deeper into her. April began to buck wildly from the dual attentions she was receiving down there.
It did not take long for things to reach their climax. Her breathe was coming in short pants, her heart racing, as a tremendously powerful orgasm washed over April.
Michael, looking down at his trembling sister, lowered his mouth to her ear and whispered in that slow halting voice of his, "Michael . . . love . . . April."
Suzan, still smacking her lips from tasty treat she just finished, snuggled down between them. "And Mommy loves you both."
As the kids snuggled up to her under the warm blankets on this cold October Halloween night, in an ironic twist, Michael's large knife, so much his security blanket throughout the night's ordeal, was nowhere to be found.
It was a fitful resolution of the night's events—the knife forgotten and love found.
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A Mother's Second Chance: The Most Innocent of Seductions
Gail wasn't alone. It was impossible, of course, but still she knew it to be the truth. No matter how unfeasible it may have seemed-- she... was... not... alone.
It took a whole year to get to this point, but when it finally arrived Gail was left breathless with pent up anticipation. Deep down inside, she understood his presence still lingered throughout the house, watching, waiting, and now, maybe, just maybe, her long, lonely wait was over.
It was nearly eleven pm, exactly one year after the tragic accident which took her son's life on, of all days, his birthday..
What really troubled Gail was the stark realization his accident, his death, could have been easily avoided--if only she would have been a bit braver that evening.
Gail, alone in her bedroom, alone in the big house, alone in her sad life, was in the process of getting undressed when she heard the distinct sound of her bedroom's closet door being opened slowly.
She paused halfway through pulling her sweater up. She let it drop back down, before turning to stare across her spacious bedroom at the closet door. Although she could see no one, she perceived someone was there. If only to reaffirm this feeling, there seemed to come from the closet a small creaking noise-- as if someone, just inside the door, standing there, shifted their weight.
Of course, the house was old and prone to a whole array of weird noises. Gail knew this, yet still, she felt sure of being watched.
Gail stood still while silently weighing her options. Part of her wanted to rush across the bedroom, fling the closet door open, exposing who, or what, might be there. She quickly dismissed this option as being overly aggressive. Instead, she started across the bedroom, heading toward her bathroom, deciding to get undressed there in perceived safety.
She progressed no more than a few feet when she heard the closet door creak louder this time; like when it was being opened fully.
Turning, she looked across the dimly lit room having just enough time to observe a dark figure standing in the entrance to her closet, but before she could make out anything further, the bedroom was plunged into total darkness when, simultaneously, both lamps on the nightstands flanking her bed went out.
She stood there, her breath coming in shallow gasps, knowing for sure now she was not alone, leaving her scared, yet not sacred, both feelings seemingly joined at the hip. She counted to ten slowly in an effort to calm her jangled nerves, and to allow her eyes to adjust to the dark. After reaching ten, with the bedroom remaining eerily quiet, she moved cautiously toward the nearer of the two nightstands.
About a month ago, she had taken the precaution of placing a variety of candles on both nightstands, along with matches, ready to be lit at a moment's notice. The lights in the old house had been--unstable-- for quite some time now. She suspected, especially when the electrician could find nothing wrong, it was him messing with the lights.
She tried clicking on the lamp. Nothing. She straightened up, thinking she heard a noise behind her. Total silence. It seemed to stretch out forever-- as she stood still waiting, and hoping in the darkness.
"William... is that you?" she asked quietly.
After what seemed like forever a quiet voice answered. "Only one." The voice was too soft for her to identify-- with absolute certainty-- but it surely sounded like her William.
"Only one," she repeated softly to herself, before understanding what it meant. Turning to the nightstand, she picked up the matches and lit one of the white tapered candles in its glass candle holder.
Gail, desperate for deeper and more meaningful contact, previously decided, on this anniversary night, if he did try to make contact with her, to be utterly fearless--unlike one year ago.
Her heart skipped a beat when she heard the sound of footsteps crossing the room toward her before stopping a few feet away. Gail listened carefully. She could hear the sound of breathing by the foot of the bed. There was a small thud; something landed on the bed.
Turning toward the bed, she could see it was her white satin robe, folded neatly in a square.
His voice came floating to her, loud enough this time to identify, from somewhere across the dark bedroom. It was him! He was standing back, far enough away from the small pool of light cast by the candle where he was nothing more than an indistinct figure to her. Despite not being able to see him clearly, it was him. She knew it. He had returned--but to what purpose?
"Bathroom, put it on and nothing more." His voice was clear and concise.
"I--"
Cutting her off he snapped, "No questions, Mother, or I shall disappear for good this time."
She started to open her mouth, to question him further, despite his dire warning, but as she strained to make out his features he seemed to be fading.
Snapping her mouth shut, she picked up the robe and headed to the bathroom. It was the same robe she wore the night he died.
Just as she reached the doorway, she turned. "Nothing else, William?"
"Nothing else. Take your time. Things to prepare. Will knock when time."
"OK," she said before disappearing inside the bathroom.
Inside, she took her time stripping off her clothes, mulling over how impossible it was she just had a real conversation with her dead son, but yet, she did. Deciding it might not be very wise to over think things too much, Gail let the matter of what was possible, and what was not possible, drop. She would just accept things as they came.
After slipping the robe over her naked body, she moved closer to the bathroom door, straining to hear what he was up to out there. She could hear a bit of indistinct movement, but nothing more.
Sighing, she moved away from the door. Turning to the mirror, she looked at herself, before deciding a bit of makeup couldn't hurt.
As Gail slowly applied her makeup, her mind wandered back to that fateful evening, one year ago to the day. Gail and her son William were celebrating his birthday by spending the day together. They played tennis at the club in the afternoon, then followed that up by going shopping, before returning home to enjoy a quiet dinner.
After a dinner, where they both consumed copious amount of wine, at her insistence, and in honor of his birthday, they shared an intimate slow dance. After the dance, they retired to the living room to snuggle under a quilt, while watching a movie on this unusually cold and stormy early May evening.
After the movie, she fell asleep for a bit before waking up to find him curled up asleep next to her. She gently ran her fingers through his hair and when he didn't wake up, she slipped off the sofa and quietly made her way upstairs.
Up in her bedroom, she quickly changed out of her nice clothes and into her usual sleeping attire: her favorite blush colored front closure leisure bra and a pair of simple matching boy short panties. Slipping on her satin robe, she hurried back downstairs to her son.
William was just sitting up rubbing his eyes, when she came hurrying into the room. A short conversation, in which she complained about her back being sore from their earlier tennis match, led to her being stretched out on the sofa receiving a harmless little back rub.
Shortly after the massage started, she innocently complained about her robe being in the way, and would he mind very much if she took it off. Of course, he mumbled his compliance.
After the massage was over, feeling relaxed and carefree from both the wine and his backrub, she hesitated putting her robe back on as she was liking the way his eyes kept flickering down to her chest. And why shouldn't they, as, after all, Gail did possess a pair of nice 36 inch, D cup tits.
She could only assume he was rather captivated by how she looked in her bra... otherwise why the constant side long glances at her chest. The feeling, instead of making her uncomfortable, only gave her the confidence to keep showing off for him.
The raw sexual tension continued to grow between them as they sat side by side on the sofa, making small talk, with Gail nonchalantly sitting there in her underwear. By the nervous way he was fidgeting, she could tell her son was curious about why she wasn't putting her robe back on.
Since she could not tell him the truth--she was enjoying showing off for him--she chose to simply comment on how she didn't need to put her robe back, since it was late and they would be going up to bed shortly anyways. And besides that, she added how the wine she drank earlier in the night left her feeling a bit warm.
The final act of the night's drama commenced when she reminded him it was almost midnight and she was yet to give him his traditional happy birthday kisses.
Their kisses, sweet and innocent at first, soon turned serious, with their lips lingering on each other's. Her growing apprehension, tinged as it was with untold excitement from their not so innocent little kissing session, only grew stronger when she felt one of his hands-- ever so slowly-- sliding across her bare tummy, and upwards-- as they continued to exchange kisses. Was he planning on trying to feel her up? Sadly, she would never know as she simply became unnerved, hopping to her feet in an abrupt change of moods.
Thinking he had pushed things way too far, William, thoroughly embarrassed, hurried off upstairs to his room--without telling her he loved her, as he always did, every night without fail, before bedtime.
Gail was ashamed of letting things go so far. She knew she should have went after him, talked to him, but instead she let him go. Less than five minutes later, she was in the kitchen, finishing cleaning up, when she heard their cat, Felix, let out a loud yowl, followed quickly by William cursing, equally loud, and then a series of loud thumps, all coming from the stairs.
Gail rushed over to find William lying unconscious at the bottom of the stairs. He never regained conscious, dying sometime during the ambulance ride to the hospital. They listed his death as officially being 11:02 p.m. on May 11. He was nineteen years old.
Gail wanted to blame Felix but was it truly his fault? They both knew Felix liked to stretch out on the stairs, especially toward the top it seemed, and she had cautioned him about coming down the dark stairs at night, lest he trip over the cat, and break his neck falling down the stairs. Sadly, that is exactly what happened.
Not being able to hold the cat responsible for her son's tragic death only left one person to blame: herself. It was always in the back of her mind. What if she would not have broken their kisses off: Would he still be alive? The memory haunted her.
A quiet knock on the door made her jump. It was show time apparently. Sighing deeply, she turned to the bathroom door before hesitating. Did she really have to go out there and face him? A big part of her, of course, desperately wanted to, but there was a smaller part of her advising extreme caution. It was this smaller part of her that caused the hesitation.
As she stood there, silently debating about leaving the safety of the bathroom, suddenly the light in the bathroom went out. Fumbling around the wall, Gail found the switch and flipped it--nothing.
Another knock on the door, louder this time, made her jump again. She didn't care much for the dark, in fact, she still slept with a night light on. Apparently, she would have to exit the perceived security of the bathroom as standing there in the dark was not a desirable option.
Gail slowly cracked the door open, peeking outside. The bedroom was dark. Slowly she stepped out of the bathroom, meaning to make a bee line toward her nightstand to try turning on the lamp there, or if the lamp was not working, light some candles.
She just got a few feet toward the nearest nightstand when, from across the bedroom, a good twelve to fifteen feet away maybe, five small tea candles flared to life. They were sitting in a rough circle on the floor.
Gail cautiously approached the candles trying to still her fluttering heart. William knew his mom had a bit of a candle fetish and apparently this was something he remembered--even in death.
There was something inside the flaming circle. Bending over, Gail peered at what was sitting inside that rough circle of light: One of her nice champagne flutes, filled to the brim.
Gail bent over, picking up the flute. Bringing it to her nose, she sniffed. Champagne. "I imagine I am expected to drink this," she whispered to herself.
She wavered. Champagne tended to make her as randy as a bobcat in heat. Plus, did she really want to add alcohol to the mix on what was turning out to be a rather serious encounter with the ghostly spirit of her son?
Only a few seconds passed with her holding the flute of champagne aloft, still trying to decide if she should drink the champagne when, simultaneously all five of the candles went out.
She resisted a smile as she brought the flute to her lips. He knew her weakness, being in the dark, and just like in the bathroom was using it to his advantage to steer her in the direction he wanted her to go.
Gail tipped the flute back draining the contents in three quick swallows. Not surprisingly, she was rewarded when a fresh set of candles, arranged in a small circle like the first set, flared to life over by the closet.
As she approached this new set of five candles, she spied another flute of what she could only assume to be more champagne sitting inside the flaming circle.
Stopping in front of the circle, she let out a shaky breath. There was something a bit more ominous placed neatly alongside the flute. After gulping down the flute full of champagne-- apparently he wanted her a bit tipsy, just like one year ago-- she turned her attention to the other items sitting there.
Folded neatly in half was her former favorite: the blush colored front closure leisure bra. Under the bra was her pair of matching boy short panties. Seeing the bra and panties sitting there was more than a bit surprising as directly after the accident, Gail considered throwing both the bra and the panties away, but in the end decided to keep them as a symbolic tribute to his memory, but without ever wearing them again. Well, apparently her plans were about to change.
Gail again hesitated while weighing her options. Once again, the candles began to wink out, one by one, causing her to throw caution to the wind. Complying with his wishes, she quickly slipped both the bra and panties on under her robe.
Just like before, she was left in the dark only momentarily as a fresh set of candles flickered to life --this time over by her dresser. As Gail started to cross the bedroom, her palms became sweaty with anticipation. Things were definitely trending in a naughty direction.
Her pulse quickened as she saw the shoes laying in the middle of the circle of candles... next to another glass of champagne.
"Oh my God," Gail whispered. The shoes were the exact ones she wore during their dinner one year ago. She remembered now how he had told her, more than once, how sexy she looked in her new shoes.
Gail bought the shoes, a pair of classy looking, silver round-toed pumps, with four inch stiletto heels, just for him, just for his birthday, mainly because whenever she wore a nice pair of sexy heels he never failed to compliment her. And just like the bra and panties, her heels were designated to be never worn again, suffering the same fate after she buried them deep in her closet.
Before she could lose her nerve, Gail picked up the flute of champagne, along with the shoes, and headed over to the nearby bed. She first drained half the glass of champagne, before plopping down on the bed to put on the shoes.
After getting them on, she stood up and finished off the balance of her champagne. The shoes, combined with the three full glasses of champagne, along with the underwear she was now wearing, all left Gail feeling both sexy and alive for the first time, well, since his death. It was a good feeling, and one she would not relish giving up so easily.
Gail, at the age of thirty four, she had William when she was only a teenager, still possessed much of her youthful beauty. She could have been the poster child for the pretty young high school cheerleader/prom queen, turned attractive thirty something year old soccer mom.
Actually such a description would have been wholly accurate as Gail had been a cheerleader, along with being prom queen, and William did play soccer the whole time growing up.
Her youthful looking skin, perfect and glowing, was accented by a shoulder length tumble of golden blonde hair she often kept pinned up in a pretty bun behind her ear--just the way William liked it--but it was those dew pond round eyes, an effervescent champagne brown which always gave poor William fits as he would simply find himself lost in their beauty.
It was all this attributes, combined with a still shapely body, honed by-- in an effort to just get her out of the house and do something positive since his death--a four times a week workout regimen at the gym which left Gail still looking fine in her mid-thirties.
Gail leaned against the tall dresser to steady herself... waiting for whatever might happen next. Thankfully, the last group of five candles stayed lit.
A good minute or two passed with nothing happening. The bedroom, much to her chagrin, remained deathly silent. Finally, after what seemed forever, there came a low creaking noise from across the room.
Gail turned toward the sound. The closet door, it had been almost shut, now swung halfway open. A feeling of being watched came over her once more.
Still, she just stood there, holding her breath. Her mind was whirling. Is he waiting for me to do something? Another quiet minute passed. She still sensed someone was watching her, but if so, what were they waiting for?
Then it hit her--she was expected to take off her robe. Maybe he was trying to replicate things from last year when she was lounging around in only her bra and panties after their massage.
It was probably the champagne which allowed Gail to have the courage to slowly, after turning to the closet so she was facing it fully, start to untie the robe. The closet door creaked open a bit more after she got the knot holding her white satin robe undone.
Taking a deep breath, cognizant of being observed more than ever, Gail leisurely stripped the robe off her body, letting it flutter unceremoniously to the floor.
She stood there, peering into the dark shadows of the closet, the door was now almost fully open, thinking she could just make out an indistinct figure standing there.
Another whole minute passed before Gail, thinking maybe he was waiting for her to take charge, after all she was the mom, took some decisive action.
"William, I can see you standing there, inside the closet looking at me. Come on out honey and communicate with your mother."
There was no response, even after she slowly counted to ten, in yet another effort to calm her nerves.
Gail was starting to get scared. "W-who's there? Please tell me. Do you wish to speak to me? If it's you William, show me something, anything, p-please some... some kind of sign."
Then a voice came floating across the dimly lit bedroom. Gail let out a sigh of pent up relief as the voice, strong and masculine, but clearly his, announced, "Turn around... away from the closet. Face the dresser. I will come to you."
Gail vacillated, not wanting to obey right away. She wanted to ask questions or maybe even to dash across the room and try to hug him.
Her hesitation was met with darkness as all five of the nearby candles flared out at the exact same moment. The room, to her dismay, was plunged into total darkness.



Once more, there was a long drawn out moment of silence, as Gail stood there shivering, still waiting for something, anything, to happen. Finally, lacking any other better options, she finally turned around to face the dresser.
After a brief moment of silence, she could--just barely--make out the sound of someone crossing the bedroom toward her. Then came a whispered voice in her ear.
"Your shivering, Mom."
He was behind her, very close, she could feel his breath tickling her neck, could smell a faint whiff of his cologne--it was the same cologne she gave him as a birthday gift, the same cologne he was wearing during their little impromptu make out session, one year ago.
She was about to turn around when he spoke up again, a bit louder and more forceful this time, "Don't turn around, you wouldn't be able to see me anyways... not in the dark, not if I don't want you to."
She heard the quiet clink of something being placed down on the top of the dresser. "Just one more. Drink it quickly... and then you should be just relaxed enough to... make things up to me."
When he didn't say anything more she replied, "But honey I... I already had three glasses full. Yeah, I have had enough already," she protested. "And it's dark. I think it is you making the candles go out and won't let the lights come on. Can't you please let me have a little light and then I can start making things up to you."
"Drink, and then you shall have light."
"OK, OK," she said, picking up the flute of champagne. Wanting the light desperately, Gail downed half the glass before pausing.
She felt the glass being pushed back to her lips. "Quickly. I think you will be fun to play with when you are drunk."
"Sure I will be," she whispered before polishing off the champagne. The buzz hit her now, hard, as she stood swaying on her feet.
She sat the empty flute back down on the dresser before whispering, "Please honey, you promised... the lights?"
"OK... close your eyes and when I tell you in a minute to open them you shall have your light."
She obeyed as she felt a hand wrapping itself around her wrist. The hand, his hand, it was solid yet, not so much. It was like being touched by a solid puff of wind... or something like that. Whatever the case, the hand was strong enough, impelling enough, to led her silently across the bedroom. Being a bit tipsy from the champagne, no, make that a whole lot tipsy, and with her eyes shut, Gail had no real idea of where she was being taken.
Maybe to my bed!! The thought caused a flash of pure unbidden desire to wash over her, but it was soon replaced by an equal flash of disappointment when she found herself being sat down on the wide cushioned bench in front of her vanity table.
There was a moment of utter silence, was he still there, after she got settled. Then from directly behind her came his voice, once again soft and commanding. "You can open your eyes now, Mother."
Gail's eyes fluttered open to the welcoming sight of a trio of flaming pillar candles spaced neatly apart sitting on her vanity table. Her sigh of relief at having some friendly light was quickly replaced by a sharp cry of sheer surprise. Standing behind her was her son!
She could see his image, not spectral in the least, but clear as anything, in the vanity table's large mirror. Their eyes met in the mirror. Christ, he looked gorgeous standing there-- glowing with youthful handsomeness.
He was wearing the same pair of tight, battered Levi's he wore that night, along with the same nice light blue button up dress shirt. His dark hair was still long, hanging almost to his shoulders in the back, and appeared to be a bit disheveled--yeah, just the way she liked it. On his face was what, a smile, a smirk, a look of bemusement maybe.
He started to speak, saying, "Don't bother turning around--"
He might as well have told her, "Don't bother to breath," as she whipped her head around. She just couldn't help herself.
He was gone. As gone as completely and utterly as if he was never there. Except, he was there! She could still smell his cologne, could still sense his presence.
Then as confirmation he spoke. "You can't see me, Mother, not directly, anyways. Look in the mirror again."
Gail turned her head back around, her eyes flickering to the mirror immediately. He was there, this time with a most definitive smirk on his handsome face.
She watched, spellbound, as he lowered his mouth to her ear, "Don't be scared," he intoned to her softly.
After taking a quick moment to steel her nerves, she replied, "I'm not scared... honey. Why would I be?"
"No reason," he whispered as straightened back up. "I only came back to claim what is rightfully mine."
Trying to sound braver than she felt, Gail answered back, "And what is that sweetheart?"
"Just you," he said. She watched as he brought his hands up, before letting them rest of her shoulders. "Just this."
He began to softly knead her shoulders, causing Gail to let out a gentle sigh. His hands, they weren't cold or clammy in the least. Instead, they felt warm and a bit rough... in other words, perfectly alive and masculine.
She sat there, barely willing to breathe, let alone move, as she felt him work his hands back and forth across her shoulders once, and then a second time.
"Feel good, Mom?" he whispered as he started to knead the muscles at the base of her neck.
"Hmm, yes... yes it does, William" she said, leaning back and closing her eyes. When she leaned her head back against his midsection, it was solid, yet malleable all at once. It was almost like his body had a soft pillowy feeling to it.
After she let out another long sigh, she opened her eyes. He was staring at her with an expectant look on his face. Even in death, she could read her son like an open book. She knew that look well--he wanted something.
Her eyes flickered up to meet his in the mirror. "What do you want from me, honey?"
After a brief pause, his hands were now stroking her hair, he answered quietly, "It's not what I want, but what I need."
"OK what do you need?"
Once again, she watched as he lowered his mouth to her ear. His voice was low and pitiful as he whispered, "Death is cold and lonely. I need your warmth, your love. Please, can you give that to me, Mommy? Pretty please."
Maybe it was the absolute pity in his voice, maybe it was because of the sweet way he called her "Mommy", but whatever it was, it worked as Gail gave in completely.
"Yes, of course sweetie," she quickly replied as her heart thundered in her chest caused by the mere implications of what this could mean. She took a deep breath, trying to still her heart, before adding, "And just how do you want Mommy to give her baby such warmth and such love."
"Like this," he replied softly before slipping one finger, she watched the image of it in the mirror, under her chin. Using just enough force, he tilted her face up to him as he whispered, "Close your eyes."
She obeyed, closing her eyes, mere seconds before their lips came together. Their kisses, sweet and innocent at first, soon turned serious when she felt his tongue slip into her mouth.
Despite how good it felt, Gail stiffened, and then pulled back at feeling his tongue roaming around inside her mouth.
"Please, Mommy, kissing is warm, kissing is love... need more... want more."
He tried to kiss her again, but Gail was scared. If she would not have broken his wicked kiss off when she did, she wasn't so sure she could have stopped... at all.
When he attempted another kiss, she twisted her mouth away. This latest attempt denied, he instead attacked her neck with a series of impassioned kisses, leaving her squirming all over the vanity's wide bench, before she was able to twist away just enough to break contact.
She looked up in the mirror now, meaning to what... chastise him for his amorous behavior, but when she observed his reflection in the mirror, first wavering, and then starting to disappear, any idea of reprimanding him left her mind.
"Please Mommy, don't let me go. It's dark there and cold... please hold me, cuddle me."
She reached out behind her, slinking an arm around his midsection--it was cold now--and more yielding than ever.
He was disappearing! She understood this in her heart of hearts: If he was to dematerialize now he wouldn't be returning; somehow she just knew this.
Gail was edging toward a full blown panic; she could see through his image. She tried to grip him tighter whispering, "Yes, let me cuddle you, and warm you up. Mommy will protect you from the dark, honey. Sit down here behind me and snuggle up close to me."
She patted the vanity bench behind her as she scooted forward to the very front edge so he would have room to sit. She let out a small sigh of relief when she both saw-- and felt-- his still wavering image, it had a more defined aspect to it now, sit down behind her.
She heard his whispered plea, "Need Mommy's warm kisses," and gave in. Totally. Turning her face, she closed her eyes and felt his cold lips press against hers.
They kissed, his icy tongue dipping and swirling into her warm mouth. This time she would try harder to deny him nothing, but when she felt the chilly touch of his fingers floating across her tummy, and up toward her breasts, her natural defense mechanisms kicked in.
She jumped to her feet, breaking off their kiss while brushing at the vague outline of his hands. She half cried, half whispered, "No honey that is going too far."
"Please, Mommy, pretty please." Glancing at the mirror she observed how his outline was fading, leaving scarcely anything of him but a small sparkle where his eyes would be.
Gail sank back down on the bench, finally resigning herself to her fate. Basically, she suspected to deny him now would mean he would be gone forever.
"OK" she whispered, "You can... I mean... I... I won't stop you."
To further amplify her point she clasped her hands behind her back while thrusting her chest out toward the mirror in a most inviting manner.
Her eyes were riveted to the mirror as she watched a pair of nebulous hands slip up and around her mid-section. Not surprisingly, they were rising to converge on her breasts.
Pulling her eyes off the mirror, she gazed down at her bra only to see her breasts being squeezed and fondled by unseen hands. Yes, amazingly enough, it was true; although she couldn't see his hands, since she wasn't looking in the mirror, she could clearly observe the outline of his fingertips pushing in on her bra.
It was wild, watching her tits being manipulated so firmly by these naughty invisible hands.
"Better?" she whispered, glancing up to look at his image in the mirror. It was much more defined than before.
"It would be better still," his voice whispered in her ear, "if your bra wasn't in the way, Mother. Can I take it off or shall you deny me again?"
After a moment's hesitation, she whispered back, "No, no, no, I don't deny you anything sweetie... you can take your mom's bra off."
Her bra closed in the front, secured by a row of five clasps, and as Gail anxiously peered in the mirror, she observed a pair of misty fingers wrapping themselves around the top clasp.
Slowly the clasp came undone before the vaporous strands of his fingers slipped down to the next clasp. Just like the first clasp, the second one came undone in a leisurely fashion... and then the third, fourth and fifth.
By the end Gail was looking down at her chest directly watching with amazement as her bra seemingly was coming undone by itself.
When the bra finally parted, revealing her sizable breasts to the tender mercies of those ethereal, vaporous fingers, Gail let out a soft sigh. The fingers, gentle and playful, began by twisting their tendrils around each of her nipples making them snap to attention in a most delightful fashion.
Gail, her eyes fixed on the mirror so she could observe what was happening, was amazed at how good his misty fingers felt. Blessed with a pair of extremely sensitive nipples, she was soon sighing contentedly while his nebulous hands spread its fingers all over her tits wrapping them in a cloak of delightful pleasure.
Tearing her eyes off the mirror, Gail peered down directly at her chest. Although she could not see his hands, her tits were clearly being squeezed and fondled.
She watched a few seconds more, simply amazed this could be happening, before she felt a gentle hand turn her face back. They kissed with no pretense of innocence this time as their tongues slipped in and out of each other mouths.
He pulled back slightly, whispering in between kisses, "Still cold. Need the warmth of my mom's breasts... in my mouth."
"Honey, I..." She started to tell him no. It was an automatic response but before she could get the words out his kisses were already slipping down and off her mouth and onto her neck.
She glanced up at the mirror; he appeared much more solid now as he implored her to give in. "Please Mom, pretty please let me taste their warmth. Do not deny me yet again."
Using the mirror as a guide, she slipped one hand around his head, she could actually feel the soft texture of his long hair, helping to push him further down.
"I deny you nothing baby. Go on you can..." She paused, taking a deep breath, before utterly abandoning herself to him. "You can suck on your mom's tits."
He began by showering her chest with dozens of light kisses before whispering, "Promise... say it again aloud... say I can... anytime I want... anywhere I want."
"Yes, baby, anytime, anywhere, you can suck on my tits. I promise."
Fully prepared to honor her promise, Gail twisted around to face him, allowing full access to her breasts.
She took one last look at the mirror, he appeared to be fully formed now as his mouth hovered mere inches from the first of her lovely breasts.
She closed her eyes, knowing she was being so very naughty... and not caring.
"Oh God," Gail whispered as she felt her tits being suckled on with a tenderness that absolutely turned her on. Her hand slipped down, cradling him against her chest. His tongue lashed out, attacking her fully erect nipples with a reckless abandon, causing her to let out a low hiss.
With her eyes still shut tight, Gail felt herself being carefully pushed backwards onto the vanity bench as the gentle rain of kisses all over her tits continued.
She let out another pronounced sigh as her breasts were being so sweetly suckled on, each in turn, by the ethereal image of her ghostly son. The whole thing was unbelievable in itself, and so very naughty, but yet, Gail was fucking wetter than ever down there.
"Open your eyes, Mother. I want to show you something."
Her eyes flickered open. He was standing up now, between the table and the bench. He was growing lighter--more transparent that is-- as he whispered, "Just watch."
Gail watched as he son's body slowly became noticeably less solid. Before her very eyes he seemed to be turning into a luminous mist. She could still see the outline of his body, but yet inside this tenuous outline he was slowly disappearing before her very eyes.
"Please honey... don't leave me," she whispered. "Please stay." Yes, she needed him, now more than ever, especially since the soft attentions he quietly paid to her breasts had completely and totally set her pussy on fire with a burning desire to be satisfied.
Spellbound, Gail watched the mist, shaped in the loose image of a body, begin to glow and pulsate as it floated just next to her.
"Use a finger," an otherworldly voice said to her.
"To do what?" Gail answered quietly. Despite answering, she could barely acknowledge this voice coming from the mist was actually her son's.
"To pull your panties away from your body slightly."
"But wh--"
"No questions, just do it," the voice from the floating mist hissed at her.
Gail only hesitated for a brief moment before reaching down. Using one finger --as instructed-- she hooked it under the waistband of her panties and pulled them back away from her body. What happened next defied imagination.
The mist collapsed upon itself, becoming smaller and more condensed before floating down. Using the opening Gail created by pulling her boy shorts away from her body, the streamlined mist disappeared inside her panties as Gail let out a surprised gasp.
Gail looked down. She could see the front of her panties bulging outwards ever so slightly. Through her panties she could see the soft glow of the still luminous mist. It was pulsating stronger now, almost like a heart beating, and then... MY GOD... it was as if her pussy was being showered by a dozens of light kisses all at once.
The small blob of mist swirled and throbbed inside her panties. Involuntarily, Gail spread her legs wider as she collapsed back against the vanity bench. Closing her eyes, she felt what could have been dozens of tiny tongues all flickering along her clit so very gently, ruffling it like a soft summer breeze.
"Oh shit... that feels so good," Gail whispered. A pronounced moan escaped from her lips as she felt her clit being attacked eagerly by her son, yes the mist trapped inside her panties was, somehow, amazingly enough, her son.
The flickering along her clit became more explicit as she felt what very well may have been a finger being pushed up and inside of her.
She let out a low hiss as she started to bounce her hips up and down, riding this incredible otherworldly wave of pleasure.
It didn't take long. Gail was rushing headlong to a mighty climax as the misty blob worked its magic inside her boy shorts. The dozens of flickering tongues, it felt that way, worked perfectly in unison with the solid finger being pushed up inside of her propelling her to a tremendous orgasm.
"OH GOD YES... MOMMY IS COMING," Gail fairly shouted as she lost all sense of decorum while bucking wildly on the vanity bench.
When she finally opened her eyes the bedroom was quiet. The mist was gone from inside her panties. She sat up looking around. She didn't see any sign of him.
Twisting her head back around, she peered at the mirror hoping to see him that way.
Her heart jumped when she saw just the vaguest outline of him standing behind her.
There was a matter of fact whisper in her ear. "Was that good, Mother?"
"That was... wonderfully special honey. You made... you made me come so hard. You turning into a... mist I guess and doing that I mean..." She shook her head. She was still actually dazed from the sheer intensity of her orgasm.
As she sat there, gazing into the mirror at him standing behind her, his image was growing fainter.
"Honey, you are disappearing it looks like. Please... don't leave me. Not yet."
"I used all my energy giving you pleasure."
"Please... there must be something I can do."
"Turn around... t-touch me... re-restore me or I c-can never... return. The dark, the awful coldness... is taking... me." His voice was ultra-faint, barely rising to a whisper as he uttered three final words. "Must... pleasure... me." By the time he finished speaking these halting, fading words Gail was in a near panic.
Quickly she turned around, throwing her legs over the vanity bench so she was facing him. With her back to the mirror, she could not see him anymore. Reaching up, she began patting the air with both hands searching for her son.
She felt nothing for a brief moment before she reached up a bit higher, searching frantically, as she started to edge toward a full blown panic.
She found him, her fingers just grazing up against the solid smoothness of one cheek. It was a bit cold, but yes solid. He was still here!
Her fingertips slid across his check, brushing up against his ear and then his hair.
Her hands slipped down, across his chest, its bare flesh was yielding, and oh so cold. His face, his cheek, his hair, when she touched them all just mere seconds ago were not like this soft, pliable flesh of his chest, but solid.



She knew it then. He was disappearing even as she touched him. Fading away to nothing. Fading away to the coldness.
His last spoken words echoed inside her brain. "Must... pleasure... me."
Gail moved her hands down further, determined to do just that. She found it. It hung there, between his legs, limp like a wet noodle and cold as a Popsicle.
She knew what she had to do. Turning around, she found her jar of coconut oil she kept on the vanity table as a skin moisturizer. After scooping some out and rubbing it on the palms of her hands, she turned back around to face him.
First she would have to turn that wet noodle of his into something a bit more substantial and then...
She began to stroke it ever so softly, while whispering to him. "Be a good boy now William and get nice and hard for your mother. Please baby... for me."
Dropping one hand, she found his testicles. Cupping them gently, she continued to stroke him with her other hand. Much to her relief, and delight, he was growing more solid by the second.
"That's it baby," she purred, "get nice and big for your Mom and when you do... I will put it in my mouth OK?"
She could have sworn she heard him sigh as she moved her hand up and down faster on the shaft of his penis. It was growing both harder and bigger with every wicked stroke of her hand.
"Oh my God," Gail whispered under her breath. "You are such a big boy. Christ... big and hard."
And he was. Gail, although she could not see it, knew her son must have been a good eight or maybe even nine inches.
It was time. His cock was huge and hard now and oh so cold-- like a frozen ice cream treat-- and what did one do with frozen treats?
Gail closed her eyes and opened her mouth. Using one hand she guided her son's huge cock into her mouth. She started slowly, using one hand to hold it upright while suckling on the tip of it loudly while her other hand still cupped his nut sack ever so gently.
Gail opened her mouth wide taking more of his cold hardness inside her warm and willing mouth. Lashing her tongue out, she stroked the underside of his cock. She knew she was doing good upon hearing the audible moan this solicited from him.
Letting his testicles drop from her hand, Gail used her now freed up hand to stroke him while she bobbed her head up and down while taking him deeper into her mouth.
Gail felt his hand on the back of her head, forcing her to take more of him into her mouth. She obliged him as best she could and thankfully--before she could choke on his size--it only took a few more strokes of her hand before he grunted--loudly--filling her mouth full of warm, sticky cum.
Gail rose to her feet. Not knowing what else to do, she swallowed her son's cum.
"Where are you?"
The room was silent. "Honey, are you still here. Please show me something."
Satisfied for the moment, Billy disappeared into the nether regions of the spirit world, leaving his mother to contemplate on her own what the fuck just happened.
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The Letter
April 19, 2015, the day his beloved wife Maria died, was easily the saddest day of John's life. Maria was only forty eight when she passed from breast cancer. Six months prior to her death they had happily celebrated their 30th wedding anniversary.
The three and a half years after his wife's death passed in a painful blur for John. The one thing, maybe the only thing, keeping him going during this painful time was his daughter Biannca.
An only child, Biannca was nearing the end of her freshman year at Michigan State when her mom passed. Now, a bit shy of her twenty second birthday, and freshly graduated from college, her focus was on one thing: the letter.
The only problem was she could not open it just quite yet. She would have to wait another exasperating four months.
Maria, talking to her daughter for the final time, mere days before her death, thrust the letter in its tightly sealed envelope, in her daughter's hand. "Open this but only after your graduate college, like you promised me and your father you would. After you leave here, check the back of the envelope, there is further instructions. Oh, and it's a secret... tell your daddy nothing about this. Promise me, Benny?"
Benny was her parent's pet nickname for Biannca. Leaning over, Biannca placed a small kiss on her mom's forehead as she whispered, "Promise, Mom."
A few hours later, at home, tucked away safely in her bedroom, Biannca pulled the sealed envelope containing the letter out of her purse. Nervously, she turned the letter over.
Just as her mother promised, there was further instructions taped to the outside of the envelope in the form of a small handwritten letter scripted in her mother's ultra-neat penmanship. Biannca, her curiosity piqued, quickly tore the note off and read it.
Benny,
Open and read the contents of this letter on the following day, place, and time. Please do this for me.
Day: Your daddy's first birthday after you graduate in the spring from MSU. He should be turning fifty on this day if you graduate on time... which I know you will!!!
Place: Please talk him into taking you up to our cabin to celebrate his birthday. Insist on it hon.
Time: Sometime, at night, but not too late, shortly after you guys enjoy a nice dinner, open the letter in private. The rest I will leave up to your heart. Follow it as you may. It's all I can ask.
I also have a package for you to take up to the cabin. It's a birthday present of a most unusual sort for your daddy. You will find the package deep in your closet. I put it in there some while ago shortly after I knew my time on this earth was short. Don't open it now or try to figure out what it might be. Instead, check your curiosity and just wait until you read my letter which contains the instructions for the package. Make sure you take the package with you to the cabin. The rest will be explained in my letter. Finally, again this is our secret hon, don't mention any of this to your father.
All my Love,
Mom
Biannca took the time to check her closet and found the fairly large, cube sized package, wrapped in brown wrapping paper and secured by an abundance of heavy shipping tape. It was just heavy enough to stir an abundance of curiosity in Biannca's heart, but somehow she resisted further explorations of the package.
October 15, 2018
It took a little prompting on Biannca's part with John claiming he was in no mood to celebrate his birthday, before getting him to agree to drive upstate from Davison, Michigan to their family cabin near Traverse City.
John finally agreed but only after Biannca told him, "I promised Mom I would get you to take me up there on your first birthday after I graduated from state. She has something special planned I think."
John smiled sadly. "But... I don't understand. She--"
Biannca returned his sad smile as she placed a single finger on his lips. "Shhh Daddy, don't question this. I promised her. She gave me something... for you... right before she passed."
"OK," John replied.
The small picturesque cabin, tucked away among a stand of white pine trees, had only four rooms: a single bedroom, a quaint little kitchen, a spacious living room, complete with a large brick fireplace and a small bar stuck in one corner, and a full modern bathroom, just off the bedroom. Out back was a large deck with a grill and a sunken hot tub.
After getting a late start on a cool, breezy Friday morning, and stopping in town to pick up some supplies, they did not arrive at the cabin until nearly four in the afternoon. Their supplies for the weekend included a pair of ribeye steaks with all the trimmings, a twelve pack of beer, and a bottle of red wine. The wine was Biannca's idea as she remembered her parents always enjoyed some wine whenever they were at home celebrating one of their birthdays.
After their delicious steak dinner, Biannca excused herself. "I gotta go and prepare your birthday presents."
"Sure, hon," John responded as he moved toward the cabin's fireplace. "I think I will get a fire going as it's going to be chilly tonight."
"Great idea, Daddy," she chirped before disappearing into the cabin's bedroom eager to read her mom's letter.
Once in the bedroom, Biannca pulled the letter out from her purse. Finally, after waiting so long, three and half years roughly, she would get to open the mysterious letter, along with the equally mysterious package containing her daddy's unusual birthday present.
After settling herself down on the bed, Biannca tore the envelope open. The letter, just like the earlier note containing the instructions, was handwritten by her mom.
My dearest Benny,
You were always so good at helping me take care of your father, which is why I am going out on a very shaky limb to ask you to take care of him, this one special time, on his fiftieth birthday. Before I make my request, I will fill in some details about our relationship... some you may already know, others it will be your first time hearing such details.
Before moving forward though, I need to clear up one thing. I specifically instructed you to wait until after graduation from college to open this letter for one very important reason. By now, you should only be just a few short months from your 22nd birthday and I can only guess you have matured into a rare beauty... like your mom lol.
But the key thing, Benny, is you are mature. I am sure of that. In fact, I am betting everything on that simple fact. Mature enough that is to hear some rather naughty stuff. Mature enough where you can handle hearing such naughty stuff and then most importantly, mature enough to make a decision on what to do next after reading my letter.
Anyways here it is. Your father and me, got married young. He was twenty, I was eighteen. We dated all through high school and this may be hard to believe but he is the only man I have ever been with. My one and only boyfriend, my only true love (beside you of course). Yes, it truly is a rare thing--and, even rarer still, what was true for me, was also true for him-- I am the only woman he has ever been with. Ever. Keep that in mind. Even after my passing I am sure he has remained, sadly, faithful to me. More on this later.
So, of course, we were both virgins when he first make love to me right there in the cabin you are at now. It was a cold November night, and we explored our love--completely-- for the first time, out in front of the fire on that pretty thick white rug.
I shall never forget the solemn promise we both whispered to each other--just before he entered me. It was how neither of us would ever, ever be with another. Honey it may sound corny or fairy tale like but that was me and your father. You must have seen, over the years, how we worshipped each other.
Months ago, after we knew my condition was terminal we had a serious discussion. I told him to move on after me. He was too young to stay alone the rest of his life. He would not hear it. He vowed to stay faithful to me and to never, ever break the promise he made to me the night we lost our virginity together.
You must understand what that means honey-- he will die a lonely old man to satisfy his promise to me. He will never be with another woman--for the rest of his life. That is sad, but more than that, it is simply unacceptable. I racked my brain on what to do when he vowed not to move on and finally, somehow, came up with a rather, hmm, unique solution.
Let me pause here for a bit more background before I hit you with what I came up with. Honey, me and your daddy, as I am sure you noticed, sure you heard even, had a rather rambunctious sex life. In short, we simply had a rollicking good time in bed. He was a wonderful lover and I was always, ALWAYS ready to satisfy his needs which were in a word -- insatiable.
Now he is trapped, cursed if you will, to spend the rest of his life celibate. This, more than anything, vexes me. I know his needs and to think of them going unfulfilled... it's very, incredibly sad for me honey. On the other hand, even if he had agreed to it--which he did not... bless his kind heart, the possibility of him being with other women, getting married again, having a girlfriend, (even visiting a hooker, to be perfectly blunt) I found to be wholly depressing. It would mean I was no longer his one and only.
This is where you come in. I will say it directly: My solution honey is you. I am sorry to ask this, but you baby, are the one and only woman who could satisfy your daddy and make me not so unhappy as I prepare to pass to whatever lies next.
Why? Because you came from me, you are mommy's little girl, you have a large part of me inside you. How could you not?? Him making love to you... it would be like making love to me... in a small sense.
I would not blame you if you flat out refuse to entertain this thought. I know it's wickedly naughty Benny but for me and for your daddy it's the only solution. Just so you understand--he knows absolutely nothing about this crazy idea of mine. I expect you, if you decide in the negative, to never breathe a word of it to him, just as if you decide to go through with, with what I am asking, what I am begging you to please do, it will be, of course, you guy's big secret and sharing such a secret could only bring you closer.
It's your decision now. Follow your heart. Now if you decide to abide by my wishes you may open the gift box. Inside you will find further instructions from your mother. One final thing, if you can be brave and take this step you will not be alone. I will be there with you baby girl. (You shall see exactly what I mean later by this--if you go through with things) Can you be brave and give yourself over to both me and your daddy -- and open the package. Once opened, promise me, in your heart, you shall not turn back.
If you can't do this, I fully understand. If that is the case, just get rid of the package without opening it.
Love,
Your adoring mother
Biannca sat there on the bed stunned, staring off into space, for a few quiet moments as she turned over in her mind what her mother was asking. About one thing Biannca was sure: as the letter stated-- her daddy was fully prepared to spend the rest of his life alone.
After what she thought was a proper mourning period, it was maybe a year and half as she recalled, Biannca casually brought up the subject of him dating and if he planned on seeing anyone... ever again.
He shook his head no as he uttered three simple words, "Never. I can't."
She pressed him about it. She remembered telling him, "I am sure Mom would not mind. It's been a year and half. I know you will always love her, but really you don't deserve to be alone. You are still young... kind of."
She remembered his answer. "Kind of... I like that Benny, always with the jokes, but anyway, no. I can't do it. I won't do it and that is final. I made a promise to your mother a long time ago and I will keep it."
She also recalled asking him about this promise he was referring to, but he refused to elaborate. Well, now she knew!
She was still sitting there in a daze, flip flopping on what to do, when her father called out to her from the hallway. "Hey, Benny did you get lost in there. Hurry up... I am getting lonely out here all by myself."
"Yeah, I'm sure you are Daddy," she mumbled to herself. If only he knew what her mother's cure was for his loneliness! But then she straightened up. If that wasn't a sign, nothing was: I am getting lonely out here all by myself.
A singular thought flashed through Biannca's mind now. The thought, clear and concise, helped push her closer to a decision. The loneliness you feel now Daddy will be nothing compared to how lonely you will be for the rest of your life--if I don't help.
But this was followed quickly by yet another thought. What if he rejects me? It did not take her long to answer her own question: if he did reject me, it would be on a moral basis, not on him finding me physically unattractive. Of this, Biannca was sure.
Just as her mother predicated, Biannca had grown into quite the mature beauty by the time she was twenty-two. She displayed a strikingly resemblance to her mom in many ways. Both were curvy, dark haired beauties with soft brown eyes, flawless skin tones and sunny, playful and extremely confident personalities.
Biannca bounced across the room to the door. Leaning her head out, she yelled, "Daddy give me a few minutes more. I will be out shortly. Your gifts I'm still preparing them."
"OK then," he yelled back. Biannca frowned. His voice--it sounded tired and lonely. This finally made her mind up. Moving back across the bedroom, she determined she would do her mother's bidding.
Grabbing the package out of the bedroom's closet where she had hidden it away after they first arrived at the cabin, Biannca now began to carefully tear off the plain brown wrapping paper. Underneath the wrapping paper, she found a shipping box taped securely shut. Attached to the top of the box was yet another short note from her mom.
Tearing the note off, she quickly read it.
Benny,
Inside you will find your daddy's gifts each individually wrapped with any requisite notes attached. Also each one has a yellow sticky note attached to the front with a number. Start with number one and move forward in strict numerical order please.
Mom
Fishing a nail file out of her purse, she used it cut open the box. Just as her mother promised, there was several neatly wrapped packages inside the box.
The small package with the yellow sticky note labeled #1 was conveniently placed on top for her. She quickly tore the plain brown wrapping paper off to find a black velvet rectangular jewelry box.
Prying the box open she smiled at what was inside. It was her mom's favorite piece of jewelry: a Piaget diamond rose pendant necklace in 18k white gold. Oh how her mother had screeched on that Christmas morning so many years ago when she opened this gift. Taped on the inside of the top lid of the jewelry box was a little yellow sticky note.
B
Your daddy loved how this looked on me. It's now yours. Put it on before exploring further. Later on he will be thrilled to see you wearing it. That is the first of our presents to him.
Mom
Biannca hurriedly slipped the necklace on, before heading off to the bathroom to check out how it looked on her in the mirror. It looked divine on her--just as she suspected her mother knew it would.
Returning to the her daddy's birthday package, Biannca found a medium sized box wrapped neatly in thick brown wrapping paper with a #2 yellow sticky note on it. She quickly tore the paper off and pried open the lid. Inside were a pair of items: a white satin robe and a pair of sexy four inch black high heels. Both, like the necklace, were her mom's favorites.
Attached to the heels was another sticky note with a short and simple message.
Honey,
Put both the shoes and the robe on. Your daddy loved how I looked in both. Now under the robe, can you do me a favor and put nothing on under it.
Mom.
Following her mom's instructions, Biannca stripped off her jeans and blouse, before slipping out of her bra and panties. The satin robe felt heavenly wrapped around her naked body. It was tight on her though as Biannca was bit more top heavy in the chest area than her mom. Nevertheless, the robe was simply perfect in Biannca's mind.
The sexy heels were maybe a little tight on her, but not so much where she couldn't wear them. After taking a couple trips around the bedroom to get used to walking in them, Biannca turned her attention back to the box, excited to find out what other surprises were in store for her--and her daddy.
The box with the sticky note marked #3 on it had no wrapping paper. Instead, it was a simple oblong white cardboard box of the usual type major department stores used. Taped to the front, of course, was the obligatory note.
B
You should now be wearing your mom's favorite robe, shoes and necklace. What I'm giving you next packed away inside my box of goodies was also one of your daddy's absolute favorites. Hands down. It might be a little snug on you but I think you can manage. Anyways please put it on under the robe... for me, but especially for him.
Mom
Biannca nervously pried the lid off the box, not sure what exactly to expect, although she had the sneaking suspicion it would be something sexy.
She was right. Inside the box was an alluring strapless bra, along with a matching pair of briefs. Holding the blush colored bra up, it had some elegant lace scrolling along the top half of the cups, Biannca let out a low sigh as she imagined how she would look to her daddy in this--if things, indeed, progressed to such a point.
After putting the bra on, it was a bit snug on her, just as her mother suggested it might be, along with the matching blush hipster boyleg briefs, she slipped the robe back on.
Dipping into the box again, Biannca pulled out the box labeled #4. It was a shipping box, again without any wrapping paper. After tearing off the thick shipping tape she opened the box to find her mother's old cassette recorder. The recorder was not particularly big, roughly eleven inches in length, six inches in width and three inches tall, and although it was fairly old, still looked in good shape. Along with the recorder was a pair of cassette tapes, both marked by yellow sticky notes.
One note simply read: DANCE MUSIC, while the other said, Tape #2 save for later.
Of course, taped to the front of the Maria's recorder was a folded piece of paper. Biannca smiled as she whispered to herself, "Yet another note from Mom."
Unfolding the note, she settled down on the edge of the bed to read it.
B.
Final note. Almost. As I said, if you go through with this, which you must be planning on doing, since you are reading this, you shall not be alone. Yes, I will be there, not just for you, but for him, guiding you both, every step of the way. His final gift and the one I hope you have the courage to give him is the tape marked #1. It is already inserted inside the recorder, but don't hit play just yet. Before heading out to see your father I want you to stop off at the bathroom and pull that gorgeous dark hair of yours back into a tight bun behind your head--your daddy, and me for that matter, always thought you looked so gorgeous with your hair pulled back. Make sure you fix up your make up nice and perfect for him so that youthful beauty of yours will simply shine for him.
Now honey you must... must make him agree to play along with no questions and no backing out once we get started. Period. Once you extract that promise from him the rest is up to you. Remind him it will be a promise not just to you but to me. Finally, offer him some liquid refreshment, another beer or two perhaps, while you have a glass of wine, two if you are feeling brave. After you have enjoyed your liquid courage you can hit the play button on the recorder and after that... well just follow your mommy's instructions!!!



Finally, there is one final short note taped to the bottom of this recorder. Don't read it just yet but save for later. I will tell you when the time is right.
Ten minutes later, after following the her mother's instructions and pulling her hair up into the tight bun and touching up her makeup, Biannca came out to the living room to find her daddy sitting on the living room's small sofa sipping a beer.
"About time sweetheart, I..." He started to say before the words died on his lips. He instantly recognized his daughter was wearing both Maria's robe and favorite pair of sexy high heels.
Biannca said nothing as she strode across the room, her high heels clicking seductively on the cabin's bare wooden floor.
After she plopped down next to him, he finally found his voice again. "You are wearing your mom's robe and shoes I see."
"Yes, they are part of her birthday gifts to you Daddy." Wanting to seize control of the situation she hurriedly added. "Now Daddy, Mommy has something really special planned for your birthday tonight and if you don't want to disappoint both me and her you have to agree to play along no questions asked."
"But honey I don't understand. Your mom... she... I mean--"
Biannca quickly interrupted him. "No questions... please and no comments. Just... do you agree to play along?" Reaching out, she took his hand, squeezing it tight before adding, "Please say yes, please. This is what she really wanted. Remember it's your birthday and she wants to help make it both memorable and special... despite her... you know, not being here."
John sighed. Maria always did have quite the imagination so it really should not have been no great surprise her planning on giving him something special on his birthday--even if it was from the beyond grave, so to speak.
John drained his beer, before answering. "OK, honey, I will play along. What does your mom have in store for me... besides letting me see her favorite robe and favorite shoes one last time, modeled so nicely by my lovely daughter."
"Well the rest is a surprise but she insisted to me in the letter you have to promise, have to swear on our lives, no questions and no backing out. Like I said, that is the way she wanted it. She was very specific in that regard. She wants you to promise, but remember it won't be just a promise to me." Biannca paused before reaching out to stroke the side of his face before whispering, "But to her also."
John said nothing while studying his daughter's face. She was wholly serious.
Still whispering Biannca added. "Mommy said you would never break a promise to her and you always would give her what she wanted... and trust me she wants this... and well, I want it too, but most importantly Daddy, you need this."
"That is true I always give her what she wanted and I never did or never would break a promise to her... or to you, so yes honey, your daddy agrees. No questions and no backing out."
Biannca sighed. The "legal" stuff was out of the way and now, yes, she could get down to the fun and games.
"OK before you unwrap Mommy's birthday gift to you first lets both enjoy a bit of liquid courage. Wine for me and another beer for you."
"Sure, honey. I'll get it," he said as he started to get to his feet.
No, sit Daddy," Biannca replied. "It's your birthday so I will be the one... to you know... wait on you."
Knowing it was no good to argue with his headstrong daughter, she was like her mother in that regard, John sank back down on the sofa.
They sat and made small talk for the next twenty minutes or so as Biannca downed two full glasses of the delicious red wine, or just enough to make her feel a bit carefree and wild, while John polished off another beer and half. He was not a heavy drinker so the three and half beers he had finished thus far was more than a enough to leave him a whole lot less than sober... and rather horny as he found his eyes helplessly appraising how lovely, and utterly sexy, Biannca looked in Maria's robe and high heels.
After setting her empty wine glass aside, Biannca bounced to her feet proclaiming, "I have to run to the bedroom and get something. Be right back."
John, maybe thanks to the beer, was unable to resist letting his eyes settle shamefully on his daughter's ass as she hurried off to the bedroom. She returned a short few seconds later with something tucked under her arm.
Biannca smiled at her daddy as she placed the recorder on the coffee table in front of the sofa.
"Wow, is that your mom's old cassette player. Let me guess she made me a tape?"
"Made us a tape, Daddy. Actually two tapes but one is for later. Let's listen to what she has to say and remember... you agreed to play along."
"I know, I know," John muttered, intensely curious by now, wondering just what his imaginative wife had in store for him as Biannca hit the play button--sealing both of their fates.
John's heart wrenched as his wife began talking. Her voice was both mellow and inviting.
First of all, I want to say Happy 50th Birthday to my loving and oh so faithful husband. By now, I have been gone for some years and you must be so lonely, you poor, poor thing. Oh how I wish I was there to take care of you, but since I can't I have found a certain young lady who is more than willing, ready and able to take care of you in my place. In case she didn't tell you, or was not forceful enough in telling you, I have one simple request of both of you. Can you both solemnly agree to follow my instructions, whatever they may be, that I have set forth on this tape. It took me a pain snakingly long time to make this very special tape while I envisioned how this evening should go. Now, I will now pause for a good minute to let you two discuss this before continuing. If you both can't agree than just throw this tape away without listening any further and Biannca honey, all I can say is thanks for trying.
There was the low hiss of the silent tape playing now as John turned to Biannca, but before he could speak she was already off and running.
"Daddy... you have to agree. This is the way Mom wants it. This is her birthday gift to you. Trust me, it's important to her you be pleased, but, I mean, you have already agreed though right?"
"Yes I suppose I have, but what about you? She wants us both to agree and what that means..." He shrugged his shoulders because he really did not know what that meant... although, in the back of his mind, he was sort of getting this--feeling of sorts--that his wife was maybe planning something a bit naughty, but as of yet, he was unwilling to fully acknowledge what it might be.
"I am here, Daddy which means I have already agreed and just so you know, everything so far, and I mean everything, including what I am wearing, being here at the cabin, the birthday gifts I have for you, it's all of her doing... all according to her wishes. No more can I say, except yes, I am willing to follow Mom's instructions, to the fullest, whatever they might be. I guess the question is... are you?"
After a brief pause he answered quietly. "Yes, me too, me too."
A few seconds later the tape started up again, the quiet hiss being replaced by his wife's melodious voice. Hmm... since you are still here you must have both agreed so there is nothing left to do but begin. My first instructions are for my darling husband. I want you to sit down on the sofa, get comfortable next to your daughter and then tell her you are ready for your birthday present. Go on tell her. Biannca go ahead and hit pause on the recorder until your daddy unwraps his present and yes, make sure he unwraps the present himself.
Biannca reached over, hitting the pause button on the recorder, while John scooted over on the sofa so he was right next to her. Their eyes met as he whispered, "Well, sweetheart, I guess I am ready for your mom's birthday present."
Biannca slowly turned to her daddy, an expectant look on her pretty face. "Well go on Daddy, unwrap your present."
"I... I don't see it hon."
"Oh Daddy you are silly. Your present is sitting right there, next to you, wrapped in white satin. All you have to do is untie the bow and slip the pretty white satin wrapping paper off your present. Here let me help you get started."
Reaching out, she grabbed his hands, guiding them to the satin tie holding her robe shut.
He wanted to ask if she was fucking serious, but by the eager look on her face he knew the answer. "Go on Daddy, aren't you going to unwrap Mommy's present?"
He paused briefly before whispering. "I guess I better."
John carefully unknotted his daughter's robe before slipping it off of her.
When he saw his daughter wearing Maria's strapless bra, yes, it was his absolute favorite, there was no longer any denying the direction in which this night was trending.
Trying to divert his attention from his daughter's lovely tits, so fully being put on display by his wife's bra, John said, "Is... is that Mom's necklace? It looks good on you honey."
"Yes, it is. She wanted me to have it, wanted me to show it off for you. I'm glad you like how it looks on me."
"Yeah, it was her favorite," he replied while trying, and mostly failing, to redirect his attention off her tits. Jesus they were nice and big!
Giving him a sly smile, Biannca whispered, "I am also wearing something else of mommy's that she said was your favorite. How does that look on me Daddy?"
He made one attempt to keep things clean, one attempt to let his daughter back out if she so desired. "Honey we... I know this is what your mother wants but if you--"
Reaching out, she quieted him with a soothing touch of her finger to his lips. "Shhh Daddy, it's what I want too. This night is both our presents to you. Now relax and enjoy them... and answer my question, how does Mommy's bra look on your little girl? I mean it a bit snug on me since, well, I'm not bragging but I think my tits are a bit bigger than Mommy's."
John's cock, already on full alert status, grew even harder at his daughter's not so innocent comment about her tits being bigger than her mom's. John was a first class tit hound, finding Maria's 36 inch D cup breasts to be quite delightful, so the fact his daughter was a bit bigger in the breast department was more than a little... titillating.
Suffering from an acute case of brain freeze all John could think to say was a weak, "Yes, I... ahh agree, they are."
"Mm-hmm... Glad you noticed," Biannca replied with a knowing smile before reaching over and hitting the play button on the cassette recorder.
Well now that you have unwrapped your first present honey I hope you like it. And just so you know I could not think of a better present to give you than our lovely daughter. I hope you agree and if you do... guess what, it's time for you and your lovely birthday present to share a nice, romantic birthday slow dance together. You think you guys can do that for me, share a nice intimate slow dance. I have taken the liberty to record one of my favorite slow dance numbers on the tape marked music for you to dance to so just insert it in the recorder and then you can share your dance... but listen closely, both of you, because I have spliced into the song a few whispered instructions by me that I expect both of you to fully obey.
Biannca removed the first tape and inserted the other one marked MUSIC and then hit play. Striding over to towards her daddy, during a brief lull before the music began to play, she stood in front of him with an expectant look on her face.
When the music started it was, of course, a slow romantic song and one of Maria's all-time favorites: Lady in Red.
Deciding to utterly polite as long as he could, John stood up, extending his hand to his daughter. "Would you care to dance, sweetie."
Taking his hand, Biannca replied, "I would love to, Daddy."
He led her a few feet away to an open part of the floor between the fireplace and the sofa where they easily slipped into each other's arms.
John, in an effort not to get overheated, attempted to keep his daughter at arm's length, somewhat, by putting his one arm around her waist, while extending his other arm out, clasping her hand up high in the traditional fashion. He was hoping to keep a decent interval between them, especially since he was sporting a semi boner inside his nice khakis.
Ahh but his wife, like a coach directing a play from the sidelines, was having none of that arm's length nonsense. The song had barely started when she intoned softly over the music. Go on honey, hold your daughter close, and let her snuggle up to you like she wants, like you want.
Biannca smiled as she drew closer to her daddy. Her hands slid onto his shoulders as she snuggled right up close to him. Close enough to increase the seriousness of his growing erection down there.
They swayed in each other's arms for a good thirty seconds, neither speaking. Instead, they were enjoying the simple intimacy from being so close to someone you so dearly love.
Then came the "coach" shouting (whispering) more instructions from the sidelines. Biannca honey, I want you to slowly unbutton your daddy's nice formal dress shirt I'm sure he is wearing... before snuggling up ever closer to him... chest to chest I mean.
"Jesus how did she know I would be wearing a dress shirt?" John whispered to his daughter as she patiently started to unbutton it.
"She knows you so well. Even death can't keep her from seeing things."
"I suppose so," John whispered back as a second, and then a third button, came undone on his shirt.
After undoing all the buttons, Biannca pulled the shirt out from the khakis before, following her mommy's instructions explicitly, she snuggled her body right up next to him.
With the heels on, Biannca chest, that is her tits, settled just about around the middle of John's bare chest. And then she began swaying back and forth to the music, allowing John to feel the smooth silky fabric of her sexy bra dancing across the bare skin of his chest. The feeling was intoxicating.
He barely had time to focus on how good it was feeling, being chest to chest with his daughter, when, once again, over the soft music, came his wife's voice.
John, honey, by now she ought to be snuggled up nice and tight in your arms and I can imagine thus far you are being such a good boy with those hands. Hmm, is that true Biannca baby... is Daddy being a good boy? Tell Mommy.
"Yes, he is Mommy," Biannca promptly replied.
Well, guess what you two, it's his birthday, and because it's his birthday, his very special 50th birthday, I think we should give your daddy a free pass to act a bit naughty... with his lovely young daughter. What do you say, Benny. Are you OK with your daddy being given a free pass to act naughty on his birthday?
"I don't mind Mommy if Daddy gets naughty with his little girl," Biannca replied sweetly before reaching up to stroke his face gently.
John sighed. This was fucking incredible. It was as if she was right in the room with them as his daughter continued to carry on her wicked conversation with his deceased wife.
As if to emphasize this point, Maria's voice rose above the music once more, speaking still to her daughter. Naughty like rubbing his hands all over that deliciously sculptured ass of your honey. Hmm, why don't you help him get over his shyness with you? Go on take his hands in yours, kiss them lightly, lick his palms, he likes that, and then guide them around to your backside... and make sure he keeps them there until the song is over.
"Oh Christ," John whispered to himself as Biannca pulled her hands down from around his neck. Snagging both of his hands in hers, she once more followed her mom's instructions to the letter, by first kissing both of his hands softly, before turning them over. He watched, amazed, as her tongue snaked out, licking both of his palms, one after the other, before she guided his hands back around to her ass.
It was just as his wife said, Biannca's ass was nice and firm, nice and deliciously sculptured with just enough meat on it to satisfy any ten men.
The song ended, Maria remained silent for the last third or so of it, with John's hands, all over his daughter's butt, growing bolder with every passing second. Biannca's only reaction to her daddy's over eager groping was one or two gentle sighs. Apparently, she had fully accepted her fate... whatever it may turn out to be.
Biannca, firmly in control, strode over to the recorder playing the music and clicked it off. She stood there, an inviting smile on her pretty face, awaiting further instructions.
After a few seconds of silence, Maria soothing voice once more filled the room after Biannca inserted the tape marked number back into the cassette recorder.
The song may be over but the fun and games are just getting started huh kids. I wonder if I could talk you two into sharing another slow dance where I am going to turn up the heat... on both of you... to a more seductive level. Just like before, listen for my instructions during the song. I expect them to be followed explicitly.
After Biannca again switched tapes, putting the one marked MUSIC back into the recorder and pushed the play button, another romantic slow song started to play again, Nights in White Satin, which was another of his wife's favorite slow numbers.
They started to sway in each other's arms again. John, despite everything, still attempted to cling desperately to the notion of being proper with his daughter, tried to put his hands around his daughter's waist but she was having none of it.
"Daddy, this is what Mom wants," she whispered to him before reaching back around and pushing his hands down to her ass once again.
John smiled at her, smiled at her utter insistence on being naughty with him, while putting up little resistance to having his hands pushed back down to her butt.
They were barely thirty seconds into the song when, true to her promise, Maria turned up the heat on them.
Biannca, sweetheart, since I'm not there to do it, you'll have to be the one to give your daddy some nice birthday kisses. Go on wish, him a happy birthday and give him kisses, tell them they are from me, and... then maybe give him some very special birthday kisses also just from yourself. Go on now... Don't be shy.
She kissed him, first on both cheeks, innocently, whispering, "Those kisses are from me. Happy birthday, Daddy."
"Thank you sweetheart," he whispered back.
"Now it's Mommy's turn."
As Biannca slowly brought her lips to his, still John thought somehow, someway, it wouldn't happen. But it did. Her lips brushed his, giving him a pair of pleasant little kisses before she pressed home the attack.
John became lost then. Her kisses finally ripping away any last vestiges of hope of keeping things on any kind of innocent level, especially when he found her tongue dancing lightly across his lips-- before slipping inside his mouth.
Of course, he responded, kissing her back while letting his tongue loose to explore the warm recesses of his young daughter's mouth. As they shared a seemingly inexhaustible supply of passionate kisses, his hands became a bit more aggressive down there, kneading her ass with unbridled enthusiasm.
They continued to share kiss after kiss, their mouths parting, only to come together again and again, all through the duration of the song. As soon as the song ended, Biannca broke off their kisses.
She hurried over to the cassette recorder to reinsert the other tape, anxious to find out her mother had in store for them next.
Maria started speaking again... this time to him.
John, sweetheart, I am thinking by now Benny, half naked as she is, maybe is getting a bit cold. I remember how chilly the cabin can get so go ahead and ask her if she is not a bit chilly.



"Are you sweetie, a bit cold?" John asked her.
"Actually I am, Daddy."
Breaking away from her, he moved quickly over to the fireplace. The fire, by now, had died down to nothing more than a few glowing embers.
John added several logs bringing it back to life just before Maria began to speak again.
So Benny I am guessing by now your daddy is stoking the fire up nice and warm.
"He is Mommy," she answered.
John shook his head. She wasn't there but yet... she knew what he would do. Amazing. He paused in jabbing the poker into the fire to listen to his wife's further instructions.
So what I want you to do is to first run into the bedroom and grab the blanket off the bed and bring it back out to the sofa. After you have done that I want you to go the bar and down below pull out the bottle of Wild Turkey your daddy has stashed down there. Find a couple of shot glasses and fill one up halfway, that one is for you, and the other to the rim, that one is for him, then once your daddy has the fire going nice and warm, the two of you settle back down on the sofa, close together and enjoy your liquid courage together. Hit pause now hon, and once you have enjoyed your daddy's official birthday shots turn Mommy back on.
They stared at each other for a brief moment after Biannca hit the pause button. John knew adding whiskey to the mix would probably allow things to continue with renewed gusto along the wicked path Maria was leading them down... from beyond the grave.
Biannca spoke for the both of them when she simply said, "I'll go get the blanket."
A few minutes later, after downing their respective shots, Biannca reached over from where she sat snuggled next to her daddy on the sofa and hit the play button on the cassette recorder.
Now it time for you John, darling, to be a good daddy and snuggle your daughter up close to you under the blanket in front of the soft glowing romantic fire and warm her up... but before you start snuggling your precious little Benny, to make things fair, you should allow your daughter to finish undressing you down to your underwear... just like she is. Go ahead, I will give you a minute or two for her to get the job done.
The tape fell to a quiet hiss as John stared at his daughter, wondering if she would comply. Of course, she would; by now, the die had been cast and there would be no turning back.
"Go on Daddy stand up, you heard Mommy I have to finish getting you undressed... it will be easier if you are standing up."
John climbed to his feet. He was sporting at least a semi boner under his simple white cotton briefs, but maybe, thanks to the shot of whiskey and the beer, he was not overly concerned about such things.
Biannca first stripped off his still unbuttoned dress shirt before tossing it casually on the back of the sofa. She then turned her attention to his khakis. Moving slowly, she patiently undid his belt and then carefully unzipped his pants. She paused, giving him a brief smile, before finishing the job.
He stepped out of his pants, kicking them aside, much like he had done with his morals for the evening, and sat back down.
They had just got settled under the blanket, arms wrapped tight around each other, when Maria started speaking again.
When I am done talking, I want you both to close your eyes for a minute, lay your heads back, relax, and as you are relaxing, snuggled close to each other, John, honey, think of me, your loving wife, of how much you loved me, of how much you have missed me, missed our lovemaking, missed my warm tender loving touch... let your heart fill with longing and desire. Benny I want you to also think of me. Think of your love for me, of how you always went out of your way to make me proud, of how I loved you so, think of how your daddy loves you. Let the emotions of the moment wash over both of you and carry you away to forbidden shores. I will tell you, whisper it to you, when to open your eyes and when you do I want you to look at each other and then... channel all that love you both feel for me and direct it toward each other. I trust you both know exactly what I mean... Now close your eyes and do my bidding... please.
They looked at each other for a brief moment and in that moment, they knew, if they didn't already, exactly where Marie was taking them: John was going to end up making love to his daughter.
John could barely contain himself as he sat there, eyes shut, heart thundering inside his chest, waiting for his wife to tell them to open their eyes.
A good thirty seconds passed, with only the quiet hissing of the tape recorder and the soft cracking of the fire to keep them company, before Maria quietly intoned, OK you can open your eyes and remember what I said about channeling your love for me.
They turned to each other, gazing deep in each other's eyes, before Biannca quietly whispered, "Come on Daddy, show me... show me how much you love me."
"Oh baby, I..."
He reached out, gently stroking the side of her face. He stayed silent; no words could come close to defining what he was feeling at this exact moment.
Slipping one hand around the back of her head, John pulled his daughter closer before crushing his lips against her as he whispered, "God, I love you both so much."
"Show me, Daddy," Biannca had just time enough to answer before her daddy's lips were pressed against hers.
At first their kisses were delicate and sweet, their lips coming together and then parting quickly, as if they were testing the waters, before diving in. It was Biannca who forced the issue. After at least a good half dozen of those light, airy kisses her daddy was sharing with her, John once again started to pull away, but this time there would be no escaping his fate.
Snaking a hand out around the back of his head, Biannca pulled her daddy closer, forcing his lips back to hers. This time there would be no pretense of innocence as Biannca slipped her tongue inside his mouth to do some deep exploring.
His reaction was only natural as he let his own tongue loose. Almost immediately, they were kissing like impassioned long lost lovers, tongues twisting and turning inside each other's mouths just as, once again, Maria could be heard whispering her quiet encouragement from the great beyond.
That's it you two, share you love for me with each other. Do not hold back. Kiss each other, over and over again, as if your very lives depended on it.
Such instructions were doubtlessly easy to follow, for both of them, as they shared several more fervent kisses before Maria issued further instructions.
OK you two, put your passions on simmer for a minute while Mommy instructs both of you just what to do next. John, honey, your job is easy. You just sit there... for the moment while you Benny, you go ahead and stand up. Position yourself directly in front of him. I will give you a minute to do as I ask.
As Biannca climbed to her feet John suddenly felt the need to be reassured.
"Stop honey. Do... do you really want to do this... to keep going down this path?" He had to ask.
"Of course I do, Daddy. It's what Mom wants and it's... I mean... all this is part of her birthday present to you and since she can't be here in person to give it to you it must be me. Now stop worrying... I am totally OK with this so be a good little boy and do what mommy says and just sit there."
Biannca stood there, directly in front of her daddy, smiling sweetly at him for just a few bare seconds before Maria started talking again.
Time to get him nice and warmed up baby girl... and you too. First, my darling husband I want you to stare at your little girl's gorgeous body. Stare at it, long and hard, while letting your eyes wander to wherever they want to go and I want you to keep staring, keeping allowing your passion to build until I sense you simply can't take it anymore. I will be your tour guide as your eyes explore the many wondrous delights of your young daughter's body.
John felt his cock beginning to twitch inside his briefs. This was going to make him extremely hard--just as Maria imagined it would.
First fix your gaze upon Benny's pretty face. Stare into those mischievous hazel eyes of hers. See how they sparkle in the soft firelight. See how dark and mysterious they are.
He did and they were. Dark and mysterious and oh so pretty. She wore a sly seductive smile on her face, paired with a twinkle in her eyes. She held his gaze for a few long seconds, her pretty brown eyes were sparkling, just like her mother said they would be, in the diffused light emitting from the fire.
Now let your eyes wander downward, to the slope of her bare shoulders, and then down, hurry past her bountiful hills, they are not ready yet to be explored, and onto the flat plain of her gorgeous tummy. Notice the flawless beauty of her dark olive skin. Notice her cute little belly button... the same one you used to tickle to make her giggle.
Traveling downward still, his eyes slipped to her nice firm thighs before settling directly between her legs. He doubted she was a virgin, but still, John could not help but to think how nice and tight his daughter's lovely young cunt would both taste and feel.
Just on cue, as she had been all night, Marie started talking again and seemed to know exactly what was happening.
By now my darling husband I imagine you are staring longingly at Benny's sweet young pussy in between those delicious firm thighs of hers. Let your gaze linger there, nice and long, imagine how nice and juicy that young pussy will be. Hmm, yes I bet you can hardly wait to eat her out. Benny honey you will be in for a special treat as your daddy, oh yeah, he knows how to give a girl oral pleasure.
John tore his eyes from between his daughter's legs to look up at her. Biannca stared back at her daddy with a lustful smile. It was true: she could hardly wait.
Next honey let your eyes travel north once more up to her bountiful hills. Yes I want you to stare at them... them, of course, being the highlight of her body... those large, firm tits of hers.
John dutifully obeyed his wife, lifting his gaze and letting it fall onto Benny's chest.
Stare at them, look how my D cup sized strapless bra can barely contain their beauty. I imagine you have been staring at them by now pretty much the whole night. Haven't you? Ask him Benny... go ahead ask your daddy if he has been staring at his little girl's boobies all night long.
"Well, have you Daddy... been staring at my tits... all night long?"
"You know I have honey."
Once he answers the question Benny I want you to hit the pause button and slowly, you decide how slowly, count to thirty silently, while you, husband, continue to stare adoringly at your daughter's lovely young tits while letting your lust build.
Biannca dutifully reached over and clicked the pause button on the recorder before starting her count. And oh how she counted slowly, ever so slowly, allowing her daddy's eyes to roam all over her tits.
When she was done counting-- a full two minutes later-- John's lust was at a boiling point.
Now Biannca sweetie, take your daddy by the hand, bring the recorder, and take him into the bedroom. Once there go to the closet and open the door. On the back of the door is a full length mirror. I want you to stand in front of it and him behind you. Go. Do it now. I will give you a few seconds to get in position.
Once they were in the prescribed position Biannca reached down, she left the cassette recorder on the floor by their feet, and hit the play button.
Now that you two are in position we can start having some real fun. Benny I want you to lean back against your daddy, closing your eyes... you are going to submit to him fully allowing him to explore every inch of your lovely young body with his desperate hands. Of course, I will be his guide and will expect him to dutifully obey his guide's instructions.
The tape fell silent for a minute as John's heart thundered inside his chest. He was fully erect, a fact surely not lost on his daughter considering the way she was pressing her body back against him.
It all starts with a simple kiss. Turn her face to you honey and kiss your daughter gently, over and over again, until I say stop. Shower her pretty full lips with dozens of kisses while declaring your everlasting love for her. As you kiss her, let your hands explore, fully, her lower regions. Let them roam over her well-toned thighs, her nice firm ass, her flat tummy, before finally dipping into that sweet little honey pot between her legs and whilst you are exploring your daughter's pussy with your curious fingers drop your kisses to her neck... find her weak spot and attack it with vigor and remember... keep kissing her until I say stop.
John turned her face toward him. "Honey I love you so much," he whispered before giving her several tender kisses on the lips. Again and again, he rained kisses on her lips, while his hands glided down to her ass.
He ran his hands all over her backside, several times, as the shower of kisses continued. Slipping his hands around to the front, he began caressing her thighs just as he pushed his tongue deep in her mouth, circling it around a few times before pulling back slightly.
"Oh sweetie, you are so beautiful, just like your mother and God I love you so much... so much."
"Oh Daddy--" Her intended on declaration of love back to him was interrupted when he cut it off with an aggressive new bout of kisses.
His hands moved up to her tummy, circling several times, before slipping inside her panties-- just as he began attacking her neck with a new round of passionate kisses.
It was a surreal feeling for John, staring at his lovely daughter in the mirror and watching himself as he carefully slipped a hand inside her panties. Biannca let out a not so subtle moan when his kisses on her neck found their mark. Her moan became even louder, and more pronounced, as a finger gently entered her wet pussy.
Benny, sweetie, does that feel good have your daddy finger your wet pussy. I bet it does... as does the way he is so gently assaulting your neck with his kisses. Now my darling husband you can stop kissing her. Instead concentrate on staring at her heavenly body in the mirror as you once again let your hands roam all over her body... except for the one place they desperately want to go more than anywhere else... your daughter's majestic tits. Sadly, you are not allowed to touch them honey... not just yet anyways. Go ahead do as I command!
John sighed as he followed his wife's command and let his hands roam all over his daughter's body, except, of course, her tits. Maria was dead right in her summation her husband wanted to fondle his daughter's breasts. She knew him well, indeed.
After a good minute of silence, Maria issued yet another wicked command.
Go ahead you two... start making out again... like desperate long lost lovers.
He strained to control himself as they began to kiss again with his hands sliding all over her ass, and then her thighs, before floating around to her bare tummy. Once again while swirling his tongue deep in her mouth, he let his fingers slip inside her panties. Jesus, she was wetter than ever!!
Maria stayed silent for a good two minutes maybe before issuing further instructions.
Now Benny take your daddy by the hand and led him over to the bed.
They broke off their hot kisses. Was this it? John wondered. Was Maria finally going to get down to it? Was she leading him over to the bed to do, what until a few hours ago would have been unthinkable: make love to her. John's raging hard cock could only hope so.
Biannca, smiled sweetly at him as she led him the by the hand the couple feet over to the bed. Maybe more in tune with her mother's feelings than her daddy, Biannca somehow knew he wasn't going to get what he wanted... not quite yet anyways.
Now my darling husband, sorry to disappoint you, but it's not quite time yet for the end game. Instead you need a bit more teasing... if only to increase the pleasure of the end game... when it finally arrives. Sit down on the edge of the bed and I want you sitting on your hands as they are no longer allowed to roam free.
"Oh shit," John muttered under his breath as she sat down, on his hands, facing the mirror. He sensed him was in for some serious teasing now.
Benny remember that note, the final one I told you to save for later. Go ahead and get it. Read it silently to yourself and then follow your mommy's instructions to the T. You understand?
"Yes, Mommy," Biannca said as she hurriedly flipped over the cassette recorder. Just as her mother promised there was a small note folded neatly in two taped to the bottom of the recorder.
Settling herself down on the bed, Biannca excitedly unfolded the short note and quickly read it.
After setting the note over on the nightstand, Biannca wandered over toward the foot of the bed where her daddy was sitting.
"What did it say honey?" John asked.
"Secret, Daddy," she said seriously. "Now shush... no talking. Just try and relax as I do what Mom wants."
She moved up close to him, facing him directly. Closer still she moved, her chest and those mighty tits of hers almost at eye level with him as he sat nervously on the bed.
Using one finger, she tilted his face slightly upwards so he was staring directly at her tits as she moved even closer.
"Now close your eyes, Daddy," she whispered to him.
John felt his daughter's firm young tits being slowly pushed up against his face. The feeling of the soft bra cups sliding across his cheeks, across his lips was, in a word, maddening.
Then, adding fuel to the fire, Maria starting talking again.
Hmm, I bet that feels nice huh honey. Having your daughter rub her tits in your face. I can only imagine how nice and firm they feel, how soft and delicate my lovely bra feels against your cheeks and I bet Benny, she always was a bit of a tease, remember how she used to run around the house in her sexy little bikinis during the summer honey... yeah, I just bet she is having fun teasing her daddy.
"Hmm, I am Mommy," she whispered as she pulled back slightly before swaying her chest back and forth, in a most pronounced manner, allowing her big tits to bounce happily against his face.
"Oh Christ you guys are killing me," John muttered under his breath. His cock was hard enough now to cut diamonds as he sat there squirming on the edge of the bed.
Now let's get down to some serious teasing Benny. I want you to slowly, allowing him to savor what he is about to do, guide your daddy's hands to where they so desperately want to go. I think you know, I think you both know where that is.
"Oh I do," she whispered before smiling sweetly at him. "Go ahead Daddy, you can fondle your little girl's tits if you want. Here let me help you."
Taking both his hands into hers, she ever so patiently, per her mother's instructions, guided his hands across her tummy and up and onto her breasts.
John began to squeeze his daughter's tits carefully just as Maria started talking again.
Hmm, I bet our daughter's tits feel nice huh honey? Nice and super firm. Go ahead and fondle them through her my sexy strapless bra for as long as you want... or until one of you is brave enough to suggest maybe she should take it off. I will be quiet now for a bit allowing... hmm, nature to take its course.
Biannca sighed at the tender way her daddy was fondling her tits through her bra, loving the way he was so gentle and patient with her, unlike the boys at college who, by now, would be tearing at her bra trying to get it off, before roughly handling her tits... just because they were big.



Yes indeed, the patient and caring way her daddy was handling her most precious assets was a welcome change from the overeager college wanna be studs she had dated in the past.
John's breath was starting to get ragged as he continued to fondle his daughter's tits. Previously, he decided she would have to be the one to suggest she takes her bra off.
"You like my tits Daddy... like the way they feel," she whispered.
John paused in the light groping of his daughter's breasts to look up at her. "I love the way they feel baby. I hope you don't mind me doing this?"
"Of course I don't mind, Daddy," she told him sweetly, "it's what both me and mommy want. Of course, they might feel even better... if..."
She paused, giving him a fetching smile, leaving her unfinished sentence dangling there like some kind of wicked bait.
Benny was actually about to finish her sentence, about to invite her daddy to take off her bra when Maria once again started talking.
Enough of the teasing, Benny. It's time for your daddy to gain his release but first, quickly turn out all the lights in the room. What must happen next, will be made easier in the dark. Hurry now.
Biannca hurried across the room, first turning off the lamp on the nightstand before dashing back across to the bedroom to turn off the light on inside the closet.
In the dark, John held his breath, waiting and hoping for the unthinkable.
He felt her arms slide across his shoulders as she snuggled up next to him, just as his wife began to speak again.
John, honey, you were always so closed off with your emotions, not with the love you expressed for me and Benny but instead when it came to showing sadness. You always put on your game face, avoiding tears like they were the plague. Benny, sweetheart, have you seen your daddy cry once since my passing... even at the funeral.
"No," she answered quietly.
This is not healthy, John, you must allow your grief free reign in the form of some cleansing tears, as many at it takes, and Biannca you must, of course, be there to give him comfort and kiss his tears away. In the dark you must transform yourself into me, into your mommy and give your daddy the love and comfort he so desperately needs. Can you do that for me... can you become your mommy... say it aloud to both me and him.
Benny reached out in the dark, slowly stroking her daddy's cheek as she whispered, "I am Mommy."
Good. You miss me my darling husband... show it... let your tears flow. Show your raw emotions to your daughter who, in the dark, has magically become me... while still being herself. You have the best of both worlds now. Take advantage... cry those tears that have been welling up inside of you since my passing and allow your daughter, allow me, to comfort you in your grief.
Maria's words struck a chord deep inside of John. It was true, all she said. He had not shown any raw emotion to his daughter since Maria's passing. Now it started with a single tear as Biannca whispered in his ear, "Let it out Daddy... Mommy is here for you. I am here for you."
His chest heaved as the single tear was followed quickly by a virtual shower of tears. His whole body shook with raw emotion as Biannca wrapped her arms tight around him.
"Oh Daddy, that's it... let it out," she whispered as she held him tight.
John tried to follow his daughter's instructions but something inside of him simply would not allow it. Maybe it was the strict way he was raised, men cannot show weakness, had been his father's mantra. The tears, which seemingly had come so easily just now, suddenly dried up.
I sense he is still resisting showing his emotions. I want you to get him in the bed, under the covers, being a good mommy to him and tuck him in even. He needs to lay down. Maybe in the dark, under the blankets with his daughter, with his mommy, snuggled up next to him the tears will truly flow.
"Come on daddy, here stand up..." She took his hand, helping him to his feet before leading him around to the head of the bed.
Remove his underwear honey, before tucking him in the bed and joining him as there should be nothing between you and his raw emotions.
At the side of the bed, Biannca slowly pulled her daddy's briefs down before dropping them on the floor. She helped him under the covers and then paused, not sure if she too should remove her underwear, before getting in the bed with him.
Maria, as she had been doing all night, seemed to be able to read her daughter's mind.
Honey, you go ahead and crawl into bed with your daddy, but leave your bra and panties on... for the moment.
Under the covers, she snuggled up to her daddy, just as Maria issued yet some more instructions.
Lay on your back baby. Let him rest his weary head on your chest. Stroke his hair, play with it, he likes that.
Both of them followed her instructions without hesitation as John snuggled his head against his daughter's pillowy breasts.
Now let go of those tears honey while thinking of how much you miss me, how much you love me, let your emotions out, wallow in your grief for me, if even only for the briefest of moments before your daughter gives you the comfort you need.
John closed his eyes then and tried to let go, but it was hard. Only a small trickle of tears came out.
"Please Daddy let it out like Mommy wants," she whispered to him while running her fingers through his hair. "Don't hold back... please."
Yes, sweetheart, cry as you have never cried before for the love you so dearly miss. Unleash your emotions, let your tears go... Benny, sweetie, once he finally stops fighting and let's go... you know what to do.
After a brief hesitation, John's heart hitched and the tears started to flow.
"That's right, Mommy is here, Daddy... go on cry for her, cry for us."
The tears came, unchecked, staining his wife's pretty strapless bra, as Biannca slowly reached down. It was time. Time to follow the final instructions from her mom's somber and serious letter.
"Lift your head up just a little Daddy," she whispered to him.
John obeyed, lifting his head up, breaking contact with his daughter's bountiful chest.
"That's it, just hold on..." she whispered as she reached down and slowly peeled back the bra, allowing her tits to come spilling out.
"Now sink back down Daddy and let go, really let go, have a good cry... show Mommy how much you miss her...I am here for you."
John lowered his face back down, feeling the heavenly softness of his daughter's firm, young tits in all their naked glory against his tear stained cheeks.
God, it felt so good, having his face resting against his daughter's tits. So good that it finally allowed him to be comfortable enough to release all that pent up emotion.
He cried... as he had never done before. A great heaving cascade of raw emotion spilled from his eyes in the form of his fresh tears now soaking his daughter's bare breasts with their wetness.
She tangled her fingers in his hair, making sure to hold his face flush against her naked breasts.
"That's it baby," she cooed, "show me how much you love me. Remember I am Mommy now and Mommy loves you so much."
Her words brought back pleasurable memories of Maria and how she used to "baby" him, pretending to be his mommy, during some of their kinkier sexual fantasies. The bittersweet memories only allowed the tears to flow more freely.
The waterworks, after a good minute or two, finally began to wind down. Despite the gut-wrenching emotion he just displayed, John found himself squirming with something beyond grief, something beyond love, something that could only be whispered in the darkest of rooms: forbidden lust.
Biannca felt her daddy's sobs begin to subside, being replaced by a bit of squirming... down there... and knew it was time for Act II.
"Raise up Daddy and let Mommy kiss those final tears away from your handsome face."
John lifted his head, turning it to face his daughter, to face his wife, to face his "Mommy", this young woman that was now everything to him.
Starting with his cheeks, before moving to his lips, she sprayed her daddy's face with a light smattering of kisses.
"Now it's your turn, Daddy. Kiss the tears away you just spilled on my breasts."
John sighed as he lowered his mouth to his daughter's heaving breasts. He started slowly, applying a series of tender kisses all over her boobs. He could taste the salty residue of his tears as he flickered his tongue out in between his kisses.
"Mmm that feels so good," Biannca moaned as her daddy's tongue flickered across one of her ripened nipples, once, and then a second time making her moan even louder.
John pulled back, staring up at his daughter, letting their passion simmer before it exploded as Benny whispered something that could only be described as pure fantasy. "Go on Daddy, I want you to finish up by... sweetly sucking the tears off my breasts."
John sighed as he lowered his mouth to his daughter's breast. Being as gentle as possible, he carefully suckled it into his mouth, lathering its fully erect nipple with a careful and patient tongue as she continued to coo to him sweetly.
"That's it Daddy, suck on your mommy's tit..." she whispered over and over again until his tongue found her fully erect nipple and began to lather it gently with tender loving care, causing her whispered encouragement to turn into one long unbroken moan as she arched her back wanting more.
John spent the next few breathless minutes suckling on his daughter's breasts--much to Biannca's utter delight.
Finally he wretched his mouth from her tits and looked up at her. They stared at each other for a long moment before she whispered the words he had been longing to hear all night. "Make love to me, Daddy. Make love to your little girl."
He moved slowly, maybe afraid any quick movements might burst this fragile bubble of forbidden love his beautiful Maria had strove so hard to create for them.
After pushing her onto her back, he carefully positioned himself over her. Leaning down he proclaimed his love for her one more time before carefully pushing himself down and into her lovely wet pussy as they exchanged an overabundance of loving kisses.
"Oh God, Daddy you feel so good inside of me," Biannca whispered as he deliberately rocked into her once, twice and then a third time.
His daughter's impassioned moans only served to spur John on while he gently made sweet love to his daughter.
Their muted passion could not, would not last long though as it soon gave way to a reckless, wild lust prompted by her.
"Daddy," she whispered in a throaty plea, "I am not that fragile. You can... fuck me if you want. Hard. I want you to make me moan like you used to mom."
That impassioned plea was all it took for John to finally lose control. He pulled out of her, before forcefully flipping her around.
"Get up on your knees little girl and grip the fucking headboard," he hissed at her in a voice raspy with pent up desire. "You two have been teasing me all night and now... you are going to pay the price."
John reached around, fondling her hanging tits as he positioned himself to impale his daughter. He whispered to her, "Close your eyes honey and count to three aloud."
Biannca took a deep breath. She had a pretty good idea what was going to happen on three.
"One..." John gripped her hips and slowly pushed his raging hard on into his daughter as she presented her cunt up to him doggy style.
"Two..." He pulled back just far enough to still be inside her without breaking contact.
"Three..."
The dam burst now as John slammed into his daughter making her let out a loud moan. Again and again, he rocked into her, making the old bed creak and his daughter moan ever louder with each of his mighty thrusts. On the verge of coming, he halted suddenly, still deep inside of her.
Leaning forward, he attacked her neck with a series of kisses before he used one hand to twist her face around to him. They kissed, tongues twisting and turning inside each other's mouths.
"God you are so hot baby girl," he whispered to her as he slowly pumped his hips forward, pushing his cock inside of her, gently making love to her once again.
But, like before, the sweetness would not last. After a good dozen or so of soft, gentle thrusts inside of her, Benny turned to her daddy and whispered, "Should I count to three again, Daddy?"
"Yes, but do it slowly." He pulled back, again letting his cock rest just inside of her.
"One..." she whispered in quiet anticipation, knowing this time, without a doubt, what three would bring as he gently cupped her tits.
"Two..." John continued to jiggle his daughter's firm young tits in his hands--- while wondering what it would be like to fuck the shit out of them.
Biannca purposefully waited, a good ten seconds anyways, before whispering the number they both so desperately wanted to hear, allowing both of their passions to reach the boiling point.
"Three..."
John banged into his daughter, harder this time, as soon as he heard her whisper the magical number three.
The whole bed moaned and creaked under John's fervid onslaught. Rocking into her over and over again as he gripped her hips he gave it everything he had for the next minute or so. He only stopped when he knew one more thrust would result in him coming inside of her.
John paused to catch his breath for a quick moment.
"Start counting again but this time honey make sure you pause, a nice, long time in between each number before reaching three," he commanded her.
Obeying, she started the count. "One..." He pushed into her nice and slow, making love to her in the pregnant pause before her next whispered number. She let a good thirty seconds pass as he continued to carefully work his cock in and out of her.
Getting closer to having an intense orgasm, Biannca moaned loudly, "Oh God... two... two... please don't stop."
He quickened the impetus of his lovemaking knowing she was near. John was now fucking/making love to her with long measured strokes of his manhood as they neared the finish line.
Biannca was absolutely relishing the fucking she was getting, it was nearly perfect--not too soft, without being too hard. She close to coming when he leaned forward, still pumping deep inside of her over and over again, assailing her neck with a series of almost rough kisses.
Cupping her tits once more, John used his fingers to playfully tease her sensitive nipples while driving just a bit harder into her causing Biannca to go careening over the edge.
"Ohhhh I am commmming, Daddy," she whined before... "Oh God... THREE."
Upon hearing that magical number, John's pent up passion now rolled over his daughter like a runaway train. Gripping her hips, he propelled his own hips forward, hard and fast, stabbing his manhood into her a good half dozen times with each deep push inside of her being harder and deeper than the last.
Biannca whimpered as his cock drove deep inside of her, over and over again, causing the old bed to once again groan and squeak.
The storm of passion was not bound to last long though as it only took a final three hard, measured thrusts before John let loose and sprinted for the finish line. He began fucking his poor daughter so fast and furious it took only a mere matter of seconds before he shot a huge load of cum deep inside of her.
After collapsing next to her, he pulled her into his embrace.
"Daddy," she whispered. "I think I have a new favorite number."
"Let me guess... might it be three?"
"Yes," she whispered back as she nestled her head against his bare chest while wondering what surprises her mom might have in store for them on tape number two.
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The Seduction of Nana
It was just after Christmas when Crystal gathered the kids together, eighteen year old Bradley, nine year old Sophia, and four year old Billy to make an announcement. "Sometime in early January your Nana Jennie is going to be staying with us for a bit."
"Why?" the ever curious Sophia immediately asked.
Crystal responded with a half-truth. "She just needs a break from your Grandpa Edward. Sort of like when I separate you and Billy when you two are not getting along."
Just before she was to move in, Crystal pulled Bradley off to the side one day. "Listen Bradley, I need to explain a couple things to you and ask for your help once your grandmother moves in here."
"Sure, Mom," Bradley replied.
"I want you to try and be extra sweet to your nana. Between me and you, and please don't you dare tell Sophie and Billy this, her break from Grandpa Edward is going to be permanent this time. Now your grandfather was never abusive to her, not physically anyways, but he was abusive in an emotional sense having convinced your nana she would never be good enough for anyone but him. He was always harping on her looks, how she needed to lose weight, how she was not particularly attractive, how she didn't have an appealing figure and so on."
"That is horseshit. Nana has always been pretty... at least to me."
"Yeah, well, if you can fit it in somehow you might wanna tell her that because her self-esteem is really low right now so might wanna take the time to remind her she is still an attractive woman. Can you do that for me and make it sound sincere? Coming from a handsome young man such as yourself it would mean a lot. Oh and would you mind giving up your room for a bit and sleeping downstairs in the sofa... at least until your Nana Jen gets a place of her own?"
"I can do that," Bradley wryly stated, "even without your false praise about me being so handsome."
"False praise, nonsense son, you are handsome, and honestly for every time I say you are handsome, your grandmother will say it ten times. Don't tell her I spilled her secret, but she thinks you are an absolute doll."
"Really," Bradley replied while starting to blush.
A week later, Jennie was all moved in to the joy of all three of the kids.
Things were good at first. The kids hadn't spent much time with Jennie over the last few years after her and Edward moved out of state. But now, after a couple months, things were settling into a dull routine.
Bradley, in particular, was becoming a bit disillusioned about how things were turning out. Between taking a full load of classes at the local college, and working his part time job at the car wash, he barely had time to see his Nana Jen.
When Bradley did happen to have a free moment or two, Billy and Sophia were always underfoot demanding her attention.
As winter turned to spring, Bradley was getting more than a little frustrated, and it was beginning to show in his dealings with his whole family, but with his nana in particular.
A major part of his frustration stemmed from his now secret attraction to his grandmother. Simply put, his Nana Jen, at the age of fifty one, looked pretty darn good. She was in much better shape than the last time he saw her over the Christmas holidays roughly two years and a half years ago.
She appeared to have lost quite a bit of weight since then, and also was sporting a new stylish and shorter haircut.
Normally, Bradley did not care for women with short hair, but his nana, with her light brown hair combed short and neat over to one side, showing nary a gray hair, made it work. He also found her newly bronzed complexion to be both healthy looking and appealing.
But it wasn't just the new haircut, weight loss, and pretty tan which impressed him. The lines on her face seemed less pronounced, her smile a bit brighter, and maybe, most noticeable of all, her attitude seemed much more relaxed and carefree now that she was free of his grandfather.
This showed in the way she dressed: tighter jeans, tighter sweaters and tee shirts, along with maybe a few more buttons left undone on her blouses, all of which conspired to make Jennie abundantly attractive to her young grandson.
While it might have been shameful to admit, the truth was undeniable: whenever they were in the same room together, Bradley seemed to be having a rather difficult time tearing his eyes off his nana's chest. For whatever reason her tits seemed both bigger and fuller than before--much to his inner delight.
The truth was Jennie, along with her stylish new hair cut had gotten both some Botox done and had a breast lift performed on her already nicely sized 36 D breasts so it wasn't just her young grandson's overactive imagination that was picturing his nana's tits as being both nicer and bigger.
Despite his secret attraction to his nana, by April things were at a low point. When Jennie actually found the time to talk to Bradley, he tended to be purposefully brusque with her with the hope she would take notice and ask him what was wrong. When, for whatever reason, she didn't do this, he started to outright ignore her.
Jennie's initial reaction to being ignored by her oldest grandchild was one of apathy. She thought Bradley was being selfish in not realizing how his mom was putting in a lot of overtime at her job, and needed her help in caring for the younger children. In her mind she wasn't ignoring Bradley; she simply didn't really have time for him.
It was a "business as usual" Friday morning with Crystal hurrying through breakfast before heading off to work. Jennie too was up, as usual, to prepare breakfast for Sophia before seeing her off to school.
After she got breakfast laid out, Jennie clad in a pair of gym shorts and tee shirt, stuck her nose outside. The weather was unseasonably cold and windy on this mid spring morning. Deciding it was too cold for the shorts and the tee shirt she was wearing, especially since she planned on walking with Sophia down the street to her bus stop, Jennie hurried back upstairs to throw on a pair of jeans and a sweatshirt.
After stopping at the kid's room to wake Sophie up, she disappeared into her daughter's room to change. Although she was staying in Bradley's room, she was keeping the majority of her clothes in Crystal's large walk in closet, instead of his small cramped closet.
Bradley was just getting out of the shower, he had an early morning class today, when his nana entered Crystal's room to change. After crossing over to the sink to brush his teeth, he opened the medicine cabinet. "Damn," he exclaimed after seeing there was no toothpaste.
Wrapping a towel around his waist to cover his naked body, he exited the bathroom, clutching his toothbrush as he shuffled down the hallway to his mom's room. He would have to use his mom's toothpaste until he could stop and buy some of his own.
Once inside the bedroom, Jennie headed to Crystal's walk-in closet where she stripped off both her shorts and tee shirt. After slipping on a pair of jeans, she left the closet, heading across the room to Crystal's dresser where she was keeping her sweaters.
Now, in a case of fortuitous timing, Bradley walked into his mom's room just as Jennie was crossing the room half dressed.
She let out a little yelp before snapping at him, "Jesus, Bradley you scared me! Don't you knock?"
He stood there for a moment, appraising his Nana Jenn and liking the merchandise on display. The bra was a dark navy blue, his favorite color it so happened, and was adorned with a pretty white leaf pattern.
"I'm sorry... I... I thought you were downstairs making breakfast for Sophia, as usual. I didn't expect you to be in mom's room."
"Well apparently I'm not downstairs," she barked her embarrassment growing at her eighteen year old grandson catching her half undressed.
Although embarrassed, she wasn't quite mortified enough to keep her eyes from floating over her grandson's well defined bare chest while thinking, the thought came unbidden catching her off guard, how nice it might be to rest her head on it while he stroked her hair.
Then her eyes slipped down, only momentarily, but still it was enough to spy what could be the beginnings of a rather well defined boner down there under his towel.
The fact he might be sporting a boner, because of her, was a real boost to her self- confidence, but it was quickly offset by the shame she felt for noticing him "down there" in the first place.
"S-sorry," Bradley stammered trying to control his excitement over catching his Nana in her delicious looking bra. Turning, he beat a hasty retreat toward the door. He was just turning the knob when his grandma called out.
Jennie, after quickly getting over the embarrassment of her grandson catching her without a shirt on, made an impulsive decision. She sensed Bradley was already upset with her for not really spending any time with him, so now how much more would he be upset after she snapped at him for what was nothing more than a simple accident. She couldn't let him go like this, leaving this little incident to fester in his mind.
"Bradley, sweetie, wait." Her voice was no longer angry, but instead it was soft and apologetic causing him to hesitate, if only for a moment.
As she crossed the room to him, she planned on making a quick detour over to the dresser throw on one of her sweaters, but he was already opening the door. She simply did not have time to throw on a sweater-- or that is what she told herself later on anyways.
Veering away from the dresser, she reached the door just as he was stepping out of the room. "Bradley... I said wait, can you turn around and look at me."
Turning around, Bradley was both shocked, and secretly delighted, to see she was still half undressed.
Determining this was the moment to make things right between them, Jennie boldly grabbed her grandson's hand, dragging him back into the bedroom.
"Look," she said, "I am the one who should be sorry for snapping at you." Reaching past him she pulled the door shut. "I see you have your toothbrush so I am guessing you were coming in here to brush your teeth. I guess you are all out of toothpaste in your bathroom."
"Y-yes," Bradley stammered. While he may have been knocked sideways seeing his nana shirtless, it didn't keep his eyes from flickering down to her chest.
Jesus she has some nice tits, Bradley thought to himself while trying to control the growing erection under his towel.
Jennie took him by the hand, leading him deeper into the bedroom and toward Crystal's bathroom. "Let me guess. That bratty little sister of yours. She probably used all your toothpaste up."
"Yeah," he mumbled.
"Well I'm sure your mom won't mind you using her toothpaste until you can get some more."
Bradley entered the bathroom, and was about to shut the door, when his nana told him, "Look honey, can you please take a minute to talk to me when you are done brushing your teeth?"
"Nana, I have to get to class."
"I know but this shouldn't take long. Please, it's important."
"OK," he said before shutting the door.
"Good, I will wait for you over on the bed."
He hurried brushing his teeth. After emerging from the bathroom, he stopped dead in his tracks upon seeing her sitting there on the bed --still without having bothered to put on a shirt.
It was a brash decision on Jennie's part to remain shirtless. Obviously, with him in the bathroom she could have put her sweater on, but she didn't for a very good reason.
She gave him a nice smile before asking, "Surprised to see me like this still, Bradley?"
Trying desperately He swallowed hard, willing his cock not to grow hard again. After taking a step closer, still clutching his toothbrush, he finally answered. "Yeah, I'm surprised."
"Well, I just figured leaving my shirt off was about the only way I could really prove to you that I'm still not mad about you walking in your mom's bedroom and seeing me like this."
He really didn't know what else to say so he just gave her a simple, "OK".
"Now why don't you go run to your room and get dressed and then after you come back here when can have our talk."
"What about my class?"
"They won't miss you," she said with a smile, but when she saw he wasn't smiling back she hurriedly added, "C'mon hon, we need to talk. It's important."
"Yeah, I agree, but what about Sophie. I mean don't you have to go downstairs to make her--"
"Just then there was a loud knocking on the door. "Nana, are you in there?"
"Speak of the devil. I will be right back."
He watched as she hurried across the room and cracked the door open. "Sophie, sweetheart, your nana is not feeling well and I am just going to lay down on your mom's bed. Can you manage to get yourself off to school? Your breakfast is already downstairs waiting for you and can you just walk to the bus stop with one of your friends today, sweetie."
"Sure, Nana Jen. Hope you are feeling better."
"Oh and honey, could you be a doll and stop back in your room and tell Billy, he should be awake by now, to just hang out in his room and watch TV or something and I will be in later to check on him. Let him know I am not feeling well and don't want to be disturbed unless it's a real emergency."
"OK, I'll tell him," Sophie said before skipping on down the hall back to her room.
After shutting the door, she turned back to him. "There I cleared my schedule for us to talk. So hurry up and go get dressed."
"Alright," he mumbled as he brushed past her, but before he could get past her completely she reached out, snagging him by the arm.
"Wait, speaking of getting dressed, what about me? I am thinking maybe you would be more comfortable talking to me if I was to throw a top on as I am afraid, now that I have had some time to think about it, I imagine you may find the sight of me like this somewhat gross."
"No. I don't think you look gross... not at all, Nana Jenn."
"I wonder if that is the honest truth. I mean think about it honey. I'm fifty one years old and my handsome and adorable eighteen year old grandson just walked in on his grandmother and saw her without a shirt on. Seriously, I had it in my mind you could not be anything but grossed out by seeing me that way."
"Well, I wasn't" he answered firmly.
"I can't imagine why not?" she said in a low voice.
"Well you need to readjust your imagination, Nana Jenn coz I am not at all grossed out."
"OK, well then back to my original question. Either way, maybe you would be more comfortable if your nana threw a top on?"
Bradley's mind was whirling. Jesus what a loaded question. If he told her to put a top on she would probably think it was because he did, in fact, find the sight of her like this, gross. On the other hand, if somehow suggested she didn't need to put a shirt on, would it make him some kind of pervert for wanting to continue to see her like this. He didn't know what to answer so he copped out mumbling, "Hell, I don't know, Nana."
"Well, I don't know either. Wait. I have an idea. Let's leave it up to fate. Your mother usually has some change laying around on her nightstand."
Jennie, before she could lose her nerve, moved quickly over to the nightstand and sure enough there was a couple quarters along with a penny or two scattered about. Grabbing one of the quarters, she told him, "Heads I go in the closet and find a shirt to put on, tails I stay this way. Even chance either way so we will leave it up to fate."
"Yeah, ahh, OK," he said.
As she flipped the coin up in the air Bradley secretly prayed for tails. Maybe harder than he had ever prayed for anything in his life.
The quarter landed with a loud clunk on the bare hardwood floor before rolling on its side for a bit and then falling over somewhere by the closet.
Jennie rushed over to the coin as Bradley stood there waiting for the verdict... while still praying for tails.
"What is it?" he asked not trying to sound overeager.
Jennie peered down at the coin before straightening up and smiling. "You are in luck honey. Its heads."
After she disappeared into the closet, leaving the coin where it sat, a disappointed Bradley hurried out of the bedroom and down to his room, where he threw on a pair of old jeans and a tee shirt.
He paused at the door of his mom's bedroom this time and knocked. Loudly.
Bradley entered the bedroom to find his nana leaning with her head sticking out of the closet. "Could you come in here, Bradley? I think I need your help with something."
He hurried across to the closet. "What do you need?"
She opened the closet door wider allowing him to see she was wearing a plain white blouse, but it was still unbuttoned.
"Before I tell you what's wrong go check the coin laying on the floor."
He shuffled off across to where the coin lay on the floor a few feet away. Bending over he peered down at it. It was tails.
"Hey, its tails, not heads."
"Yes, I know. I told a little white lie."
"Why?" I mean it was your idea to let fate decide."
"I know. I just got scared. I guess I'm still not confident in letting you see me like this. Honestly, I keep thinking how there is nothing more pathetic than an older woman trying to wear something a little sexy... and failing."
"So why didn't you just continue with your story that the coin was heads. It wasn't like I was going to go check."
"Well, that was my plan and as you can see I even started to put on this stupid blouse, but then I got thinking how it might be dangerous to go against fate. She shrugged her shoulders, "You probably think it sounds silly but now I am basically like... stuck here in the middle and not sure what to do. What do you think?"
He smiled. Cleverly, she had managed to put the onus back on him. After hesitating for a long moment he decided to act boldly. Taking a step forward, he reached out, carefully gripping the unbuttoned blouse in both of his hands. Dropping his voice to a low whisper he said, "Nana Jen, there is nothing at all pathetic in your attempt to look sexy."
Deciding to lay on the charm nice and thick, he slowly slid the blouse off of her before adding, "And I too think we should not tempt fate and go against it so..." He tossed the blouse casually to one side. "I hope you are OK with this."
"I am, if you are," she replied while taking his hand and leading him out of the closet. As they crossed the room toward the bed, she was secretly thrilled by his bold response to her dilemma.
Once they reached the bed, she turned to him, "Now are we going to sit down on the bed and talk or what?"
"Yes, of course."
After they got settled on the bed, Jennie twisted her body so she was facing him. Sitting there, she tried to organize her thoughts as to just exactly what she was going to say to him, but before she could get it all straight in her mind, he spoke up first.
"Look Nana Jenn, can I start because there is something important I wanna say to you."
"Sure, go ahead."
Bradley took a deep breath as he carefully prepared what he was going to tell her. This would be the first real chance he got to sit down with his Nana Jenn and keep his promise to his mother to say something to make his nana feel attractive.
He had a whole mess of nice and charming things lined up to say to her, but then, in an effort to make sure she understood how sincere he was, he made it a point to stare directly into those dreamy, bliss-blue eyes of hers and it was game over. He was lost as usual and everything he planned to say went out the window. He would have to keep it simple instead.
"I... I just want to say you look real nice, Nana Jennie."
"Really," she replied tilting her head seductively to one side. "I was worried my days of looking nice were over. It's been a long time since I heard someone tell me that you know."



"Clearly, those days have not passed, Nana."
"You are too nice, Bradley," she replied blushing before adding, "You know, I miss this Bradley... us having the time to just sit and talk."
"So do I and in that regards, well, lot of it's my fault. I understand, I mean I really do, you gotta help mom with Sophia and Billy, but in my heart I feel like I'm being left behind... like you have no time for me anymore and the honest truth is I just miss not having time to spend with you... alone."
"Well, I guess I was wrong." She reached out and touched the side of his face--tenderly-- sending a cool chill throughout his body. "Being a grown teenager, I really didn't think you would care one way or the other if you spent time with your old grandmother."
"You are not old," he snapped at her. "Shit even though you are my grandmother you still look about ten times better than all my friends' moms do. Hell you look better than even their young girlfriends."
"You can't really mean that?"
"I do," he said. Reaching out her found her hands and squeezed them tight. "I find you abundantly attractive and about what happened this morning... I--"
She quickly interrupted him. It wasn't time to discuss that... just yet. "Before we get into that I just want to say you avoiding me like you have been for this last month or so has to stop. You are really hurting my feelings."
"OK, I will stop avoiding you if you promise me one thing."
"Anything sweetheart."
"Can you make a better effort to find some free time for me, even if it means telling little white lies to Sophia and Billy like you did this morning?"
"I'm sure I can do that as long as you maybe adjust your schedule for me also hon."
"You mean adjust my schedule like this morning by blowing off class."
"Exactly. Anyways, I hope sitting here talking to me is maybe more interesting than sitting in some classroom listening to your professor drone on."
"Yeah," he replied as his eyes slipped down to her attractive bra and nicely sized tits, yet again, "this is more interesting for sure."
Jennie smiled. She felt her self-esteem growing by the minute as she noticed, much to her excitement, how her grandson was having an incredibly hard time keeping his eyes off her chest.
"Now I guess we better discuss what happened this morning and, considering how I am still only half-dressed, what is happening still now."
"OK, you want me to go first," Bradly volunteered.
"Please," she said leaning back while, maybe, involuntarily pushing her chest out at him.
"Well... you, like, hurt my feelings by yelling at me this morning. I mean it was just an accident... what happened."
"I know it was an accident, but I didn't really yell... I... ahh just sort of snapped at you."
He suspected she wanted to say more but for some reason was reluctant to do so. Hoping to get her to open up, he said, "Well, if you knew it was an accident why were you so mad?"
"Look, I admit, I reacted badly. Given another chance I would have handled it differently and I guess I should really explain why I was upset about you walking in on me like that. Hopefully, it will allow you to understand things better and see why I was upset."
"I am listening."
"The truth is a bit complicated but here it is. Your grandfather was extremely conservative when it came to anything sexual, Bradley. He didn't like it when I dressed sexy or tried to show off, even if we were alone, and you know how domineering he was and how I was stupid and always did what he wanted."
"Yeah, I know. I never liked the way he treated you, Nana. I--"
"Shhh, honey. I don't want to turn this into a conversation about him. Not now. Let me finish."
"Sure, go on, I'm listening."
"Anyways, I really wasn't allowed to have any clothes that were sexy including my underwear. For all my life, I have basically only worn the most conservative bras and panties and always white. Your grandfather didn't like the colorful ones or ones with designs... like you know this one has. Adding to my embarrassment maybe was you, my grandson, being the first person ever to see me in something other than a conservative, plain looking bra. The past you know is sometimes hard to overcome, sweetie."
"Well, you need to overcome your past Nana because you look great in your non-conservative, non-white bra."
"Thanks. You are making this easy by being so sweet." She gave him a warm smile before leaning in and giving him a hug and whispering in his ear, "I love you so much Bradley. Have you heard enough?"
"I have heard enough only when you are done, Nana. If you have more to say, tell me more."
"I do. Probably because I am older now, and single, with my best years behind me, I kind of feel I will never be wined and dined again, have gifts lavished upon me by some doting young man, have drinks bought for me, again by some handsome young man, after which he would politely ask me to slow dance."
She paused now, letting out a quiet sniffle or two before quickly regaining her composure and continuing. "And worst of all, I doubt, at my age, I will never enjoy the feeling of true romance ever again. I guess you could call me a skeptic, but I just don't see those things in my future and it makes me sad."
Bradley was about to respond when there was a knock on the door, followed by his little brother's voice. "Nana are you awake. I'm hungry."
"Oh God. Our time is up, Bradley. You know I gotta take care of him now."
"I know," Bradley answered.
Jennie jumped up from the bed and hurried over to the door. Cracking it open just a bit she whispered something to Billy before shutting the door.
As she moved over toward the closet she told him, "Wait there, Bradley."
When she came rushing out of the closet, fully dressed, he realized the fun was probably over, but then she surprised him with some wonderful news.
She came over and plopped down on the bed next to him. "Listen honey, I'm pretty sure I can make some arrangements with your Aunt June to pick Sophie up after school today and then after I get Billy up and dressed, and fed, I could drop him off there too. In fact, I think I could convince her to keep them overnight. You know how she loves those kids. Anyways, your mom is working a double at the hospital tonight and mentioned how she is going to spend the night there, probably will just crash in the nurse's lounge I guess, because she has to also work again first thing in the morning."
"So Mom wouldn't be home until tomorrow afternoon, and with Sophie and Billy over at Aunt June's house for the day, and the night, it would... ahh..." He paused wanting her to finish.
Jennie reached over, grabbing his hand, she squeezed it tight, "Leave us to pick up things here, once again, without having to worry about being disturbed."
He smiled. "That would be great."
Grabbing his car keys, Bradley headed out the door, still formulating his plans as he tore out of the driveway. Roughly an hour and a half later when he arrived at home, Jennie had already left to take Billy over to his Aunt June's house allowing him just enough time to arrange everything on his end.
Bradley was just finishing up with wrestling the second of the two patio chairs from outside up and into his mom's bedroom, the small round cast iron table, also from the patio, was already in place in the bedroom, when he heard her enter the house. After retrieving a dark sheet from the hallway closet, he tossed it over the table for use as a tablecloth.
From the top of the stairs he called down to her. "Hey don't come up here yet, I am preparing a surprise or two for you. I will be down in a minute."
"Sure hon," Jennie replied back.
He hurried into his room to change into a nice pair of khakis and a new shirt he picked out at the mall. As a final touch he added a dark suit jacket over his new pink shirt.
As he slowly made his way down the stairs he hoped he was not about to make a complete fool out of himself. While setting things up in the bedroom, he hatched a wild plan to do a bit of roleplaying with her, which just might, if he was truly lucky, led somewhere... wicked. Now the question was: would she play along?
Deciding it might be better to give her a little bit of a warning he sent her a text.
R U up for a bit of fun and games with your favorite grandson
Hmm, what kind of fun and games are you talking about?
You shall see, Madame when your host arrives in the kitchen. Be there in just a second and I hope you will "play along", Madame
She was leaning against the kitchen counter with a smile on her face as he came into the kitchen. Striking a formal tone and trying to sound elegant, Bradley said, "Ahh, the Madame is here for her noon luncheon date. And right on time I see."
Eyeing her grandson in his elegant black suitcoat, Jennie, after barely a moment's hesitation, decided to play right along.
"And you must be the maître d of this fine establishment."
"I am," he replied before presenting his arm to her and saying, "And shall I escort you to your private dining room on the upper level, Madame."
As she hooked her hand around his arm, allowing herself to be led across the kitchen, Jennie giggled to herself at her grandson's foolishness while secretly delighted he was being foolish--just for her.
"Tell me, kind sir, has my dining companion arrived?"
"Actually..." Bradley paused, thinking, before an inspiration hit him. "Speaking of that, I have a message. Sadly your companion for lunch called ahead. He will not be able to keep his lunch date with you, Madame."
"That is too bad."
Smiling at her host she said quietly, "Oh how I hate dining alone."
Bradley picked up on her gambit immediately. "Well Madame, it just so happens my shift is over as soon as I have you escorted upstairs and settled into your table. Could I be so bold, as to suggest myself joining you for lunch?"
"Why that would be absolutely lovely to have such a handsome young dining companion join me for lunch, but I'm afraid there is one tiny problem, my planned on dining companion, my shitass husband, was supposed to bring me something elegant to wear as I was too busy running errands and such so I'm afraid I really don't have anything proper for a fine lunch date."
"Oh, that is not a problem, Madame as all our upper level private dining rooms come fully equipped with both its own private bathroom and wardrobe for the ladies. I will direct you to the wardrobe where I'm sure you can find something proper to wear."
"That would be most excellent," she replied just as they reached the bedroom door.
"OK, Nana, time out for a moment. I have a couple surprises prepared in the bedroom and I don't want to spoil them so maybe you could like, close your eyes, and let me guide you to mom's closet. That's where you keep your nice clothes right."
"Yes, but I must say, wow honey, you are going all out for me huh and by the way, I like this little roleplaying game of ours. It's both fun and imaginative... two things that have been sorely lacking in my life for too long."
"Alright close your eyes then as we enter the bedroom and no peeking!"
"Promise, but I am thinking, maybe can you lead me first to the bathroom as if I am going to have such a handsome and charming lunch companion I need to at least make myself look halfway presentable and put some makeup on. I already took a quick shower while you were gone so that at least is out of the way.
"OK, but you have to keep the bathroom door shut and when you are ready call me, and then I will guide you to the closet."
"Boy you really don't want to see how you have fixed up this so called upper dining room of ours huh?" she told him.
"Nope and remember..."
"Yeah, yeah, no peeking."
Inside the bathroom, Jennie took her time applying her makeup in an attempt to impress her "young lunch date". After spending a few minutes messing with her hair, she called Bradley to inform him she was done.
After being led over to the closer and then stepping inside, she got her first surprise. Setting in the middle of the hardwood floor was a white shoebox. Taped to the box was a plain piece of paper. Leaning over she couldn't help but to smile after reading the box's label-- A GIFT FOR THE MADAME.
Tearing off the cover of the shoebox, Jennie was happily surprised to find the sexy sandals with their four inch heels her adoring grandson had purchased for her earlier at the mall.
Hmm, she mused, if these shoes are any indication, I think someone wants me to dress a little sexy for them. I guess I had better oblige him.
At first, Jennie was at a loss as to what to wear. The few dresses she owned were quite conservative, as were all of her nice dress skirts. Then it hit her. Turning away from the small corner of the closet where she was keeping her own clothes, she turned to exam what her daughter had available to wear.
Crystal, without the restraint of an overbearing husband, owned a various array of nice, i.e. sexy clothes. After spending a few minutes checking out several of Crystal's skirts and tops, Jennie ended up going with a white blouse and a gray pencil mini skirt. Both the blouse and the skirt were made all the sexier by being a bit tight on Jennie since her daughter was a somewhat smaller woman.
Matched with the alluring high heels shoes Bradley purchased her, the "Madame" could only hope her date would find her, at least, somewhat, attractive looking.
All set, Jennie made the call to Bradley and just a short minute later he was leading her, eyes firmly shut, out of the bedroom and onto the landing just outside the bedroom door.
Once they were outside the bedroom he announced, "Game on."
"Yes, let's play," Jennie happily chirped.
"May I offer to buy the Madame a drink downstairs while we wait for our food to be prepared? I took the liberty of ordering for you. I hope you don't mind?"
"Yes, on both accounts kind sir," she happily replied allowing herself to be led down the stairs, across the living room and into the adjacent dining room. Over at the mini bar in the corner of the dining room, Bradley poured them both a glass of red wine.
"Is wine OK with the Madame?" he asked.
"Yes. I normally don't drink in the afternoon, but then again, I normally don't have such charming company for my luncheon dates either so I guess I can make an exception."
A minute later they were seated at the now smaller dining room table as Bradley had removed the two middle leafs in anticipation of them sharing a drink there.
"So shall I continue to just call you Madame or are you going to tell me your name?"
After taking a moment to ponder the question, Jennie responded. "I think I prefer Madame. Not knowing my name will add an element of mystery to our date. Plus, since I am a married woman, although my marriage is lacking in all regards, it's probably best you don't know too much about me."
"I believe I know all I need to know about you, Madame which is you are a beautiful and classy woman who has an absolute fool for a husband. That being said, may I add you look simply stunning in the outfit you picked out."
"You are so very charming... ahh I am afraid I don't know you name either."
"Certainly, my name is... Lance," Bradley said after a moment's pause.
"Hmm, Lance that is a good strong name. I like it."
"And maybe you will like this also," he said, pulling the small white oblong jewelry gift box out of his khakis and setting it down in front of her.
"What is this?"
"A small gift for the Madame. Please go ahead and open it."
Smiling, she pried the lid of the box before fairly shrieking upon seeing the white pearl necklace Bradley had bought her on his trip to the mall.
"Will you try it on, Madame?"
"Certainly," she whispered while fighting back the tears threatening to spill from her gorgeous, icy blue eyes. Bradley was being so damn charming and sweet to her she just couldn't help herself.
After getting the necklace in place and dropping it down inside her blouse, she gave him a smile. "So how does it look on me? Oh wait, here, maybe so you can see it better."
She slyly undid the top button of her tight blouse. "Better?"
"Yes, but maybe one more button would do it if you really were in a mood to show off... the necklace that is."
"Normally the Madame takes a conservative approach to her appearance but oddly, Lance, you instill me a confidence in me to show off."
Reaching for the buttons on her blouse she leaned forward while whispering, "If one more button undone would be good to show off my beautiful new necklace I can only imagine two buttons undone would be much better."
"Yes, I very much agree," Bradley whispered back as he watched her undo two more buttons on her blouse.
"You like?" she asked after getting the buttons undone.
"Yes. Very nice, indeed," Bradley replied as he eyed the wide swatch of skin the extra buttons left undone on her blouse allowed him to see.
He only had a minute to enjoy his nana showing off though as just then the doorbell rang.
"Ahh the food has arrived," he said jumping to his feet.
After getting the delivery driver paid off, Lance turned to the Madame, "Shall we adjourn upstairs to the dining room."
"Yes. Would you mind very much if we brought the bottle of wine with us, Lance as it is most excellent and the Madame is in a mood to get a little bit tipsy."
"Of course," he said, "just give me a minute to go upstairs and make sure everything is properly prepared."
After placing the food on the table, and getting the candles lit on both the table, and throughout the room, Bradley turned his attention to his mom's heavy blackout curtains. She often worked the night shift and liked her bedroom dark for sleeping during the day which was just perfect for the dim, romantic atmosphere he was striving to create for them.
He pulled the curtains into place before turning to appraise the room. Everything was set.
Back downstairs he found his date anxiously waiting while holding the still half full bottle of red wine.
Once they entered the bedroom hand in hand, Jennie let out a small gasp, shocked at the lengths he went just to impress her.
In the open area in between the bed and the closet of Crystal's spacious bedroom, was the round patio table, with its dark sheet serving as a table cloth, along with the padded patio chairs.
In the middle of the table was a candelabra with three flickering tall, white candles. Next to this was his mom's best vase arranged with the dozen roses. Throughout the entirety of the bedroom, adding to the romantic atmosphere, were dozens of small dancing tea light candles, arrayed on both nightstands flanking the bed, on the tall dresser, and on the small vanity table in one corner.
Hearing her first gasp, and then squeeze his hand tightly, caused Bradley to feel, just maybe, he nailed things in his attempt to impress her.
They spent the next few minutes enjoying their lunch, while sharing some more wine, and before it was through, thanks to the light and playful banter they engaged in, the atmosphere surrounding their supposedly fun and innocent role playing game, was fairly reeking of sexual tension.
Pushing himself back from the table, Bradley stood up. He was feeling both brave and impulsive. Was it the wine, or was it playing the confident Lance which drove his impulsiveness to want more and more from this little game they were playing?
Striking an overly formal demeanor, he circled around to her side of the table and stretched his hand out. "May I have the supreme honor of sharing a dance with the beautiful Madame?"
"God, I haven't slow danced in ages. You are serious?"
"Very," he whispered.
"I would love to but we have no music."
"A situation easily remedied." He crossed the room to the dresser. Pulling the top drawer out, he retrieved his Amazon Echo from its hiding stop, placing it on the table.



Just as the Madame was preparing to ask the Echo to play one of her favorite slow songs from the eighties, Lance touched her on the arm.
"Please before select your song may I make a suggestion."
"Certainly, if you want to pick the song go ahead."
"Oh no, my suggestion has nothing to do with the song we shall dance to, but something a bit more... ahh... provocative. In fact, I probably should not even suggest it being it is so provocative and... hmm, somewhat bold, and could cause the Madame to become embarrassed and think ill of me."
"Well, Lance, dear, after that build up you must tell me. As for your suggestion being provocative, well, may I give my handsome young lunch date a small hint?"
"You may."
"As I am working on my third glass of wine, the Madame is in a rather provocative mood so I am hoping in my heart of hearts, whatever suggestion you are contemplating making, it will be bold... very bold, in fact."
"Well, if that is truly the case..."
"It is. I assure you. Make your suggestion... the bolder the better."
Lance cleared his throat before launching his clever ploy to hopefully get his Nana to remove her pretty blouse and maybe even a bit more.
"You know I normally work the dinner and dance hour and since our fine establishment here is so high end, I often bear witness to the latest fashion trends. Now you may not be aware of it Madame, but it is all the rage now for the ladies to dance, slow dance especially, in their very classy and very elegant... ahh underthings. I heard it started in Paris and has swept the world, and quite honestly, I do believe it would be a nice look for you, Madame."
"Oh you are a charmer young man. I will give you that. Tell you what, allow me a moment in the ladies room so I can powder my nose and I promise I will carefully consider your proposal."
"Of course, take your time," Bradley replied with relief. He half expected her to not only shoot down his naughty suggestion right away, but maybe put an end to the game they were playing once she maybe got an idea as to where he was trying to steer it.
Inside the bathroom, Jennie took all of about thirty seconds to make up her mind. She would dance with him... wearing only her bra and panties. It would be a bold and daring thing to do--this much she knew-- just as she knew she could use a little boldness, along with a dash of daring, in her otherwise dull life.
Jennie took a deep breath preparing to do maybe the naughtiest thing she has ever done in her life. Opening the bathroom door slowly, she stepped out and into the bedroom--after stripping off her clothes.
Lance, hearing the seductive click of her heels on the hardwood floor, raised his head up... and stared. She actually did it! He watched, spellbound, as she slowly crossed the room toward him. She was wearing the same delicious bra from this morning, along with a pair of matching panties.
Stopping at the table where he sat sipping on his wine, she gave him a warm smile before whispering, "I do hope the Madame looks at least a little bit acceptable in trying to follow the latest fashion but I do worry. Might I be too old to be following such a naughty and daring fashion?"
Lance stood up, taking her hand into his, he kissed the back of it softly. "Madame, your beauty is only enhanced by your maturity and your choice of underwear to dance in, while indeed sexy, is not over the top slutty, like many of the young girls that come in here to dance. In short, I am impressed."
Jennie sighed. Her grandson's charm was taking her breath away as he led her out to the open spot in the bedroom that would serve as their makeshift dance floor.
As her slow romantic ballad started to play, Lance carefully slipped his arms around her.
They slowly circled the candle lit dance floor snug in each other's arms. Bradley fought hard to keep his hands from slipping down and fondling his nana's ass, almost as hard as he fought to keep his eyes off her tits.
Instead, he contented himself by rubbing his hands up and down her back, stopping just short of her ass several times, as she, seemingly, remained blissfully unaware to the internal battle he was fighting to stay decent with her.
The wine was starting to get to Jennie as she tilted forward, leaning on her grandson heavily. It might have been the only thing keeping her upright while they swayed gently to the romantic music.
Moving his mouth to her ear, he whispered, "I like dancing with you Madame. You feel right in my arms."
"As you do, Lance" she murmured back. Closing her eyes. Jennie felt dizzy. Was it the wine? Or maybe his sweet boyish charm? Or was it this highly intoxicating romantic game they were playing? More than likely it was all these things combined.
Her hands dropped down searching for the buttons on his dress shirt. Bradley held his breath as she started to ever so carefully undo his shirt.
"Do you mind as the Madame thinks it's a bit unfair her being so underdressed while her date is very much overdressed."
After a moment's pause, where Bradley fought hard to still his thundering heart, he replied in a voice hoarse with excitement. "No, I don't mind."
Each button coming undone was like one small step closer to their forbidden destination. They were no longer really dancing but had stopped in the middle of the dance floor as she-- showing the patience of a saint--- slowly unbuttoned his shirt.
While the Madame was busying herself undoing his shirt, Lance let his hands slip around to the Madame's front. He used a pair of fingers to trace small circles all over her bare tummy with each circle rising higher and higher toward the lofty rise of her lovely tits.
After she finally got the last button undone, Lance stepped back and stripped off his shirt. Taking a couple steps away from her, he tossed the shirt across the room so it landed on the bed.
Before stripping off his shirt, his restless fingers had stopped just short of the lower edge of her bra and now he was anxious to get back and see if maybe she would allow him to do the unthinkable and maybe let his fingers, his hands even, explore those beckoning hills.
Turning back to her, he noted the playful look on her face, she was staring at him the way a cat stares at bird-- right before pouncing.
She slowly scrapped her fingernails teasingly all along his bare chest causing goosebumps to break out over his chest and arms as they started to sway to the mellow romantic music once more. As they danced his eyes slipped down, becoming hopelessly stuck on her tits.
There was a naughty purpose to Bradley staring at his nana's tits. He simply wanted to burn the sight of those tits, clad in their sexy bra, into his memory for the basis of what promised to be a very hot masturbatory session later on.
Sadly, as he knew it must, the song finally ended.
"Shall we dance again?" he asked again hopefully.
"Hmm, not quite yet sweetie, can I call you that, sweetie?"
"Of course," he promptly replied.
"Good," she whispered. "I would love to dance again but the wine. I'm afraid I need to sit for a minute."
He took her by the hand, guiding her back over to the table. After they settled down across from each other she looked at him, a coy smile tugging at the corners of her mouth.
"I must say Lance, you are truly a gentlemen with the way you were keeping those hands to yourself while we danced despite the Madame being in her underwear. I am thinking most men would have taken that, you know dancing with a lady in her underthings, as a free pass to let their hands roam as they may."
"Well, Madame, I am not most men and was raised to be a well-mannered gentlemen."
"Well..." she said before reaching across the table and squeezing his hand. "I agree mostly with that self-assessment."
"Only mostly?"
"Yes, more on that later, but for now, I am wondering if you can help me with something? Something happened the other day, maybe a week ago, and I am in desperate need of a young man's opinion."
"I would be glad to render my opinion, Madame."
"Well, if you are to hear of what happened, I must have your absolute assurance you will give me your honest opinion. In other words, Lance, no little white lies in a well-meaning attempt to spare the Madame's feelings. Promise?"
"I promise."
"OK well, I was over at my daughter's house last week, staying there. She has three kids, the oldest of them is my favorite. His name is Bradley and he is just eighteen and an absolute angel of a boy, but last week we had a most unfortunate accident."
"What kind of accident?" Bradley said playing along. He was intensely curious to see where she was taking this "story" of hers.
"The poor boy. He walked in on me while I was getting undressed, an accident of course, and then fled the room as if the very devil was chasing him."
"Oh, he did?" Bradley asked intrigued by the way she was changing what really happened between them.
"Yes, I fear his seeing his fifty something year old grandmother in her underwear was too much for him. Anyways, put yourself in my grandson's shoes, if you could. It shouldn't be too hard as I imagine you are roughly the same age."
"You said he is eighteen?"
"Yes."
"That happens to be my age so I think I can oblige you and put myself in his shoes."
"Good. The bra I am now wearing happens to be the exact same bra I was wearing that morning he walked in on me. So tell me if you were him, what would you be thinking? I think you are qualified being the same age and since now you have both seen me so very undressed."
Jennie took a large sip of her wine and waited to see how strongly Bradley would take the bait she just tossed to him.
"If I was him..." he replied leaning forward, "I would consider myself to be the luckiest boy on earth for catching a glimpse of heaven in seeing how sexy, so elegant and so desirable my nana looked in her divinely gorgeous bra."
"Really, hmm, tell me more, like, what do you think my adorable grandson might be hiding deep in his heart from his Nana about that morning?"
They stared at each other for a long moment, both knowing they shouldn't go on; both knowing they couldn't stop.
When he said nothing, Jennie rose to her feet and circled around the table to his side. Leaning against the table for support, she reached out with one hand using it to turn his face upwards toward her.
"I see now I will have to bribe you if I am to elicit more information. Here give me your hands, Lance."
He brought his hands up allowing her to take them. "You are truly a gentlemen, Lance, yet unless the Madame has an overactive imagination, she has noticed how you have had an incredibly hard time keeping your wandering eyes off her chest as we danced."
Bradley, maybe shocked by her bold statement, said nothing.
"Well, have you nothing to say young man. Is the Madame imagining things or... not?"
"No, she is not. Tis true the beauty of your divine breasts is hard, nay I say, impossible, to ignore, especially as they are being put on such fine display by the Madame's exceedingly sexy bra."
She brought his hands up to her mouth kissing them lightly before placing them on her shoulders. "Oh really, tell me more."
"I should say no more, Madame."
"Then I shall simply have to encourage you to say more, young man... with the bribe I spoke of earlier."
She ever slowly guided his hands down until they rested on the full firmness of her breasts. "So what do you think of the Madame's bribe. Is it... well received?"
"Yes," he replied in a voice that barely rose loud enough to be called a whisper.
"Good. Well then, go on, you can fondle them if you want. Just as I imagine my grandson might have been dreaming of doing... or is that just wishful thinking on my part?"
She gave him a pointed look as he slowly began to move his hands around in semi circles feeling her tits, her very nice and firm tits, through the softness of her sexy bra.
He glanced up at her. In the flickering light of the candles he could see she was still staring at him with an extremely stern look on her face which suggested she fully expected him to answer.
"Stand up and answer my question, Lance," she said harshly.
He stood up, having to lean on the table for support as his legs felt like rubber. His voice was shaky, his cock hard, as he gave his answer. "I doubt very much it's your imagination Madame as I can't fathom your grandson not dreaming of fondling his nana's tits."
"Well I do hope, if your paths were ever to cross, maybe you could do the honors of telling him of just how nice his nana's tits do, in fact, feel."
She slowly begin to turn around, his hands slipping off her tits as she added with a giggle. "I bet it will make him quite jealous."
After getting fully turned around, Jennie pressed her back against him as he leaned back against the table. Closing her eyes, she found his hands and slowly began to guide them up to her chest. "You truly think they feel nice, Lance?"
Cupping them delicately in his hands, he bounced them up and down as he raised his mouth to her ear whispering, "Madame, your tits feel heavenly."
"Once again, your kind words flatter the Madame's heart. Now use your imagination... what dark confession do you think could that grandson of mine could make to me?"
Bradley's mind was reeling. While he had indeed fantasied about seducing his Nana he thought it would never get much past a simple kiss or two before she called the whole thing to a halt. This... what was happening now was most extraordinary, leaving him nearly speechless.
"I... Hmm, well... Madame... I'm not sure I can say. I--" She quickly cut off his fumbling speech with a decisive action that would send them both careening over the edge and deeper into the delicious waters of forbidden desire.
Turning her face abruptly, she whispered, "I see further bribes are in order to loosen your tongue."
She brought her mouth to his, and after snaking a hand around the back of his neck, they kissed, almost violently, tongues lashing out, lips smashing together again and again. Pressing back against him, the Madame slinked her lower body against his crotch in a provocative manner.
Her hands fumbled around-- down there-- until she found his cock. It was not difficult considering how big and hard he was.
"Oh God, I do believe the Madame's latest bribe has found its mark."
She stroked him through his dress pants, slowly up and down, her breath coming in ragged gasps, as he continued to fondle her tits with a recklessness leaving him on the verge of losing control.
When he let out a soft moan she knew he might be close to coming right there inside his nice dress khakis. Jennie quickly pulled away from him; it was time to put an end to their little game.
He looked at her, confused, his orgasm being snatched away at the last second. "What is wrong... Madame?"
Jennie reached out taking his hands in hers. "Nothing really, but Lance I am afraid I must say good bye to you." Leaning in, she gave him a tender kiss on his cheek resisting the urge to smile as--poor Lance--he looked like a little kid on Christmas morning who just heard the holiday had been cancelled.
"I don't understand, Madame. I... I thought everything was going so well."
"It is sweetheart and that is why..." She leaned forward, whispering in his ear, "I want my grandson back."
He gave her a serious look before asking quietly, "Will your grandson be allowed to... to continue on this adventure his alter ego Lance started?"
"Of course," she whispered, "if he really wants to."
He took her hands into his, kissing them each in turn, before whispering, "Oh he wants to... that is most definite."
"Good because your grandmother most assuredly wants to give her charming grandson a happy ending to this naughty little role playing game he set in motion for us."
"You know Nana I didn't really intend it to be naughty... it just turned out that way."
"I know sweetheart. We both got swept up in it and let it carry us away... which is OK as sometimes one must accept fate as it's dealt to them."
She gave him several light kisses on the lips, her hands holding his face in place, not allowing for any chance of escape. With the music stopped, the only sound in the silent bedroom was the delicate smacking of their lips as they came together again and again.
Her hands dropped, finding his and guiding them around to her back once more, and then on down, pushing them lower to the rise of her ass just as their soft sweet kisses began to turn deadly serious.
Breathlessly he whispered, "God, you are so beautiful Nana and I love you so much."
"Show me baby," she replied her voice hoarse with desire as his hands began to slide all over her ass feeling its plumpness and loving it.
They took turns arcing their tongues into each other mouths as her hands clawed at the front of his pants once again. She hooked a pair of fingers under his belt practically dragging him over to the bed.
As they stood next to the bed exchanging one breathless kiss after another, he brought his hands up feeling the fullness of her tits through her bra for a few brief glorious seconds before reaching around to her back.
He clawed at the bra's double clasp in the back, briefly, and without much success, before Jennie pushed his hands away.
She settled herself on the edge of the bed before reaching out. Her voice was full of husky desire as she whispered, "Let's get these off of you, sweetheart."
He struggled out of his dress pants-- while she watched like some hungry bird of prey. Her eyes darted to his crotch when his pants hit the floor. Her grandson was wearing a pair of white briefs and was sporting an absolutely tremendous bulge causing her heart to throb with lustful cravings.
"I have a confession to make," she whispered. She carefully pushed herself forward slipping from the edge of the bed to her knees. Leaning forward, her face mere inches from that tremendous bulge, she told him of her sinful confession. "Your Nana has been thinking of this. How big and hard you might be. Yes, I noticed it under your towel this morning and haven't been able to think of anything else all day and now I want to see it."
"Oh Jesus, Nana really?" he asked scarcely believing what she just told him.
"What do you think? Will you show it to me?" Closing her eyes she pressed her face firmly against his crotch loving the way he was so big and hard... just for her.
Pulling back after a second or two, she looked up at him. "Take them off Bradley, slowly please, as I want to savor this moment forever in my heart."
He hooked a pair of shaky fingers around the waistband of his briefs, and following her instructions, he slowly pulled his briefs down before stepping out of them. His purposefully deliberate actions only served to ratchet up the sexual tension to another level--just as Jennie knew it would.
She let out a small gasp as his hard manhood, like a tiger being sprung from a cage, leapt out at her. His stiff cock, nearly seven inches long, was mere inches from her waiting lips.
"Oh God, Bradley you are such a big boy," she whispered.
Dumbly he replied, "I am?" He didn't know what else to say.
"It's been too long since I have had a cock in my mouth honey. Would you mind?"
Without waiting for an answer, her tongue darted from her mouth. She lapped at the quivering head of his cock with several dainty licks of her experienced tongue, making him shiver, before she opened wide and took him into the warm cocoon of her mouth.
"Oh God, that feels so good," he moaned, his hand dropping to the back of her head as Jennie sucked him deeper into her mouth. Letting him slip out for a brief moment, she looked up at him.
"Hmm," she purred. "You taste good."
"Suck on it please, Nana Jen. Please... I am begging you."



Of course he didn't need to beg, but still, she liked the fact he was. She wanted his cock with a desire that only a sex starved middle aged woman could understand.
Closing her eyes, she took him deep into her mouth, sucking on his stiff member with both skill and patience causing him to rush head long toward a powerful orgasm.
She pulled back, not wanting him to come just yet. Looking up at him, she batter her eyes at him seductively, before turning her attention back to his hardness.
Jennie knew her grandson was oh so close to blowing his load when she pulled back. Now she had a little something different in mind to finish him off.
"Sit down on the edge of the bed, Bradley."
His voice came out in a harsh whisper, "I was almost there, Nana!"
"Don't worry, honey, your nana is still going to make you come, so very hard, but just not in her mouth. I have another idea you might like."
"Really," he said wondering what could have been possibly better than coming in her mouth. He was about to find out.
Giving him a sly smile she said, "I think it's fitting that I let you come over all your Nana's big tits while she still has the bra on that started this whole thing."
"Just wait will I grab your mom's coconut oil from the bathroom."
Bradley watched his nana stride across the bedroom to the bathroom, his anticipation growing. She was going to let him fuck her tits!
She tilted the bottle of coconut oil over her chest, allowing a generous amount to come splashing out soaking both her bra and her chest above it, before twisting the cap back in place and tossing it aside.
After sinking down to her knees, directly in front of him, Jennie scooted forward thrusting her chest out as she barked more orders at him. "Use your hands Bradley to trap that big cock of yours between my tits."
"But... can't I take your bra off Nana?" he asked.
"Not now, Bradley, now do as you were told!" she snapped at him.
Using both hands he happily obeyed. After squeezing her tits together he pushed upwards, his cock gloriously spearing up and in between her tits encased by the soft cups of her bra. The feeling was nothing short of heavenly.
His cock was just reaching new levels of hardness when she bent her mouth down and took him in her mouth. Moving up and down quickly, she lathered the entirety of his cock with her wet saliva before letting it slip out of her mouth.
Sensing her young and inexperienced grandson would not last long, Jennie went in for the kill. "Now let's finish this," she growled, "Go on fuck your nana's tits hon... fuck em hard."
He used his hands to again squeeze her tits together once more imprisoning his jutting cock in between her boobs. Bradley propelled his hips up, again and again, bouncing up and down on the bed, furiously fucking his nana's tits.
Biting his lip, he tried to forestall the inventible but it was to no avail. Looking up at him, a coy smile on her face, she batted her eyes seductively saying in a determined whisper, "Oh that's it baby... fuck em hard, harder baby. Come all over your nana's pretty bra and big tits."
Bradley closed his eyes as his orgasm came rushing home. He wanted to prolong things, it felt that good, but it was like trying to stop a tremendous wave. He just couldn't help himself. He let out a sharp little cry and after another hard thrust the head of his cock erupted.
Jennie watched as a tremendous geyser of cum shot out of his cock soaking her chest and bra with a white, naughty stickiness. Together they collapsed back on the bed as she whispered, "That was some lunch date huh, sweetheart."
"It was. I hope we can have more dates like that in the future."
"Oh I am sure it can be arranged," Jennie replied happily.
Later on that day, after taking a nap and enjoying a quiet dinner, they were cuddled together on the sofa watching some TV. Soon Jennie was dozing peacefully as Bradley picked her up in his strong arms.
"Where are you taking me?" she murmured.
"Upstairs, to bed."
The way her powerful, young grandson was so easily carrying her, was so easy "man handling" her that is, sent her imagination into overdrive, giving her an idea. Tapping him on his bare chest as they reached the foot of the stairs, she whispered. "Stop. Put me down. I have an idea."
Bradley carefully set her on her feet hoping her idea would involve more sex. He was not to be disappointed.
"I was thinking. That roleplaying game of ours earlier today, it was fun... wasn't it?"
"I liked it," he replied.
"Well how about we explore another role playing game. One that is a bit spicier and a whole lot naughtier."
"I am listening."
"Let's go sit back down on the sofa and I will explain what I have in mind."
After they both sat down, Jennie explained what she wanted. "Look Bradley, what I am about to suggest may shock you but, well, keep an open mind."
He nodded his head keenly as she leaned in closer. "Remember how I mentioned your grandfather's and my relationship, especially in the bedroom, was really boring. Let's say he just lacked imagination when it came to our lovemaking while I, on the other hand, was forced to keep my wicked imagination under wraps."
She pulled back to gauge his reaction. "You don't have to keep it under wraps with me Nana."
His reaction was just as she hoped. "Then I will just come out and say it. I have always had a bit of a rape fantasy where my attacker was some handsome very young stranger that takes me by force. Not bad force, I mean not where he really hurts me mind you just... well... he overpowers me and..." Bradley listened to the rest of what his nana suggested with breathless enthusiasm.
They would be reprising their roles of the kind sir and the Madame, but this time with a bit of an explosive ending.
Bradley, dressed again in his nice khakis, and a fresh dress shirt, waited for his nana downstairs on the living room sofa. She was upstairs searching through his mom's clothes looking for something "slutty" to wear for this new game.
Five minutes passed, and then ten, as Bradley waited. He was on the verge of dozing off when he heard her high heels clicking seductively across the tiled foyer.
He came instantly awake upon hearing the front door first open, and then close. He waited anxiously checking his dress pants for the knife, along with the hastily scribbled note. Both were there.
Ironically, the knife, a six inch switchblade affair, was a present from her on his one of his birthday's some years ago.
The doorbell rang; the game was afoot. After rushing over to the front door, he paused for a count of five, allowing himself a few quick seconds to get in character, before opening the door.
Bradley opened the door just a crack. Making his voice coldly formal he said, "May I help you."
This new game would feature a much less polite host for the Madame--just as she requested when telling her grandson what she wanted from their new roleplaying game.
"I hope so. I am running late, but I have a reservation for dinner and a private dance floor... oh and a private bedroom for after our dinner."
"That is nice but you are running late Madame, very late. So late, in fact, I'm afraid the dining room is closed, but the dance floor, along with the bar, is still open for another forty minutes or so. As for the bedroom you reserved... You understand this is a private club and I will need to see your membership badge."
"My husband actually made the reservation. He is a member and I am supposed to be meeting him here. He should already be here in fact."
"Under what name is the reservation, Madame?" Bradley asked using the same cold, formal tone.
"Blankenship." She resisted the urge to smile. She thought the fake name was good, especially since she just made it up on the spot. This new game allowed for a bit of improvising on both their parts.
"I will check. Give me a minute." He started to shut the door.
"Can't I come in," she asked. "Its cold out here and I stupidly left my coat in the car that dropped me off."
"Afraid not. As I said, this is a private club... very private and I can allow no one inside until I am assured they are either a member or a guest of a member. Quite frankly, I don't remember anyone under the name of Blankenship having a reservation for the evening... but I will check."
Without another word he slammed the door shut in her face. Yeah, playing rude seemed to agree with him.
He walked back over to the sofa and sat down. He would purposefully leave her out in the cold for longer than necessary, knowing it would only ramp up her desperation.
He waited in the nice warm house, sitting down on the sofa and relaxing, while Jennie stomped around on the porch in the cold. He smiled to himself; he had went as far as locking the door and turning out the porch light on her.
Jennie was far from being upset about his rude behavior. Instead, she simply loved it knowing he was taking his role so seriously. True, it was cold and windy on this unseasonably cool spring night; it was also equally true she was not dressed for the weather in her extra tight white blouse, along with the black skirt, extremely tight and short, coming barely down to her mid-thigh.
Finally, after making her wait for a good five minutes Bradley crossed the living room to the foyer. Cracking open the door, he smiled at her coldly.
Jennie resisted the urge to brush past him into the warm house--it would only ruin their game-- instead she took a deep breath, waiting to see how he would handle things.
When he said nothing right away she barked at him, "Jesus it took you long enough young man. It's cold and dark out here you know!"
"Yes, I am sure it is," he replied coolly.
"Well, did you find our reservation? You are going to let me in?" Jennie asked crossing the porch toward the door. By now she really wanted inside the damn house, but apparently he was not going to make it easy as he quickly blocked her way.
"Yes I found the reservation but I afraid we have a small problem."
"W-what problem?" Jennie's teeth were starting to chatter as the cold was really beginning to get to her.
"Mr. Blankenship is not here. I first had him paged, and then remembered I had a note passed to me earlier this evening."
He slowly fished the note out of his pocket, it was actually an old shopping list he mom left in the kitchen, and pretended to peer at it a moment before he glanced at her. She was visibly shivering as she stood out on the cold, dark porch.
"Apparently, something came up and your husband will not be able to meet you here tonight and since the reservation is in his name, and his name only, and you are not a member, I checked, there is precious little I can do. I might suggest you call yourself a cab or an Uber to pick you up Mrs. Blankenship."
He started to shut the door when she cried out desperately. "Please, my phone, it was in my coat. I can't call anyone."
"Well now that is unfortunate, but I am afraid without a reservation I can't let you in and please you must vacate the porch... now." He resisted the urge to smile as he started to shut the door in her face.
"Please, you can't leave me out here in the cold and the dark. Can't you let me in for a moment? Just so I can warm up and figure out what I'm going to do." "
"Doubtful," he replied promptly.
"Wait, I have money. I can give you a nice tip, you know, just for being kind and letting me in."
"In that case, if you are willing to pay a nice tip." He stepped aside allowing her into the house.
"Thank you. It's so cold out there and I'm freezing."
"Yes, I can see that," he replied dryly as his eyes floated up and down her body. Again, he resisted a smile as he observed the super tight, and rather short, skirt she was donning along with a pair of stunning black leather knee high boots. The heels were a generous four inches making the boots the pure embodiment of sluttiness.
Holding out his hand, palm up, he gave her a wry smile before announcing, "Now please Mrs. Blankenship, quickly, let's take care of our business. My shift is over just about now and I want to go home."
Jennie searched inside her skirt pocket and pulled out a five and three ones. Holding the bills out she smiled wanly wondering what his reaction would be to such a paltry amount.
"Eight dollars," he sniffed, "really Mrs. Blankenship? There is precious little I can do for such a small amount. I am afraid you are going to have to leave."
"Please just let me use your house phone to make a call."
"No personal calls. Now, really you must leave."
"But I have a reservation!"
"Once again, your husband has the reservation as I stated." Firmly gripping her by the shoulders, he roughly steered her toward the door.
Brushing his hands off of her, she raised her voice, "Jesus, isn't there something we could work out. You can't send me back out into the cold. Please sir."
"Well if you were a paying customer I could let you stay and have a drink from the bar but then again our drinks start at, I believe, seventeen dollars so you are out of luck there too."
He once again started to steer her toward the door.
"Well if you were any kind of gentlemen you would offer to buy me a drink. I mean the bar is still open and you said your shift is over so..."
"Mrs. Blankenship, you are a married woman? Furthermore, your husband is a member here and if word was to get back to him--"
"I thought this club was known for its discretion, especially its employees. I am sure if we were to share a drink, or two, it should remain our little secret, especially if you were to find us some dark corner to share our drink in. After the drink maybe we could even share a dance and to that end I'm sure if you did care to dance with me, since you work here, I would think you would be able to get us a private dance floor."
"You are absolutely right Mrs. Blankenship I am sure I could steer us to a dark corner and secure us a private dance floor but--"
Jennie stepped forward, brushing her fingers along his hand, interrupting whatever lame excuse Bradley was going to try and use not to accept her over the top invitation. Dropping her voice to a sultry whisper, she said, "Please young man, get a couple drinks in me and you might find my company to be... hmm, exceedingly pleasant."
Taking her by the arm he guided her across the foyer to the nearby sofa. "Wait here, I just have to run to the office in back to clear things with management that you shall be my guest for the evening."
"Don't you mean date, young man?" Jennie asked with a seductive smile as she sat down on the sofa.
"Of course, Mrs. Blankenship, your date... that is what I meant." He turned to leave but she stopped him.
"Wait, what is the possibility of securing a room for me for the evening ahh... I'm afraid I do not know your name."
"Lance," Bradley answered without hesitation. "Let's see how the drinks and the dancing go first Mrs. Blankenship... or do you prefer I call you something else."
"I think you called me Madame once or twice earlier. I like that. It's both formal and you not knowing my first name will add a bit of mystery to our date."
"Fine, Madame it is. I shall return shortly."
He hurried off toward the dining room his mind whirling with the upcoming possibilities of this new game they were playing.
Once inside the dining room, he went straight to the liquor cabinet, looking for something a bit harder for them to share as opposed to more wine.
In the back he found a bottle of Canadian Club, still almost two thirds full. "Whiskey, oh yeah, this will do just fine."
Smiling he pulled the bottle out looking forward to getting his Nana Jen, the elegant and sexy Madame that is, really fucking drunk... just like she whispered to him while she outlined her ideas for their new game.
Ten minutes later they were sitting across each other at the dining room table. "This is the finest the house has to offer Madame." He reached over filling the small shot glass for her. "I hope you like whiskey."
She leaned seductively over the table, allowing him to spy the lovely purple colored bra she was wearing. Purple was his favorite color; and she knew this.
"I don't drink whiskey much, hardly at all as it hmm, tends to make me both friendly and reckless but I suppose if you are going to join me I will have a just a bit."
He looked up-- from staring down her blouse-- before saying, "I think I will join you, but, be warned, whiskey tends to make me... aggressive."
She smiled at him coyly before responding, "Well in that case, you better have two shots."
They both downed their respective shots before she boldly reached out and grabbed the bottle of whiskey. "May I?"
"Of course."
She filled his glass up before nodding her head at him. "Like I said, you better have two shots."
Not wanting to disappoint her, he downed the second shot quickly. "Now what about you. Would you care for a second shot?"
"Yes, if you allow me a quick moment to recover from the first."
"Of course, in the meantime, why don't you tell me about yourself?"
"What would you like to know?"
"What about your marriage. Is it a happy one?"
She sighed before launching into a whole laundry list of complaints. Some of them real from her marriage to his Grandpa Ed, and some just made up on the spot.
Deciding to end the list with a very real complaint, and one that should cause him no small amount of excitement, she finished up by saying, "My final complaint is, I probably shouldn't tell you this, but you know the whiskey..."
She held her shot glass up. It was still half full as she had only been taking small sips from it thus far. Smiling at him, she quickly downed it before continuing. "My husband is quite neglectful to my needs... sexually that is. I dare say he maybe doesn't find me attractive anymore."
Lance, recognizing the opening, stood up. "The poor man must be blind as you..." He circled around to her side of the table and gently took her hand. Pressing it to his lips, he applied the lightest of kisses. "Madame, your mature beauty is nothing short of intoxicating."
Despite the fact they were playing a silly game, her grandson's over the top charm caused her heart to race. "Thank you, Lance. You are much too kind."
"May I have that dance now, Madame?"
"Well that depends young man. Can you handle one more shot of whiskey as I truly want to see that aggressive side of your personality?"
"I don't know... can I," he replied while reaching over and filling up his glass with a partial shot of CC.
He downed it quickly. "What about you?"
"Hmm, I think I have had quite enough unless you want me to pass out in your arms as we dance."
As they danced next to the dining room table, the Madame snuggled herself deep into the handsome stranger's arms--at least that is what she kept telling herself, that this was not her grandson but some stranger, both handsome and maybe a little dangerous.
He held her tight-- behaving for the moment-- as his hands traced small circles along her back.
After swaying in her arms for a few peaceful moments she whispered, "How about that room. Did you happen to check up on it?"
"Yes, well, about that, I am afraid we are booked solid for the evening, Madame."
"Really..." she brought her lips closer whispering, "you sure there is not at least one room available." She planted a light kiss on his lips before pulling back. "Somewhere..." She placed another kiss on his lips, this one lingering longer.
"I could check again."
"Please do," she whispered. Bringing her lips to his, she punched her tongue deep into his mouth, swirling it around to maximum effect, while at the same time she reached around to her back, pushing his hands southward onto her ass--thus sealing the deal.



His hands groped at her ass through the tight skirt as he kissed her back. Their tongues intertwined, allowing any pretense of them enjoying an innocent dance, to come to an abrupt end.
Presently they found themselves back at the dining room table. "Please, I need to sit down for a moment. The room is spinning."
He easily lifted her up, placing her butt first onto the dining room table. Staring at her, he smiled. "Don't worry about the room. I will secure it without a doubt Madame, so now I am just wondering how grateful you might be?"
"Maybe this much." She slowly started to undo first one button, and then another on her tight blouse, before taking his hands and pressing them up against the front of her blouse.
He eagerly began to fondle her tits through her blouse for a few blissful moments as Jennie allowed him this one aggressive moment before she managed to push him away. He was still staring at her chest... panting like a dog.
It thrilled her, absolutely thrilled her beyond words, that her fifty one year old tits could inspire such passionate emotions in her sweet, innocent grandson, but still she wanted his aggression to simmer just bit longer. She knew the real trick would be to harness his aggression, if only for the moment, before getting it upstairs and into the bedroom.
"Great... so you got me a room. Can you escort me there, please?" she told him as she leaned back away from him.
With a tremendous effort, "Lance" managed to put his passion on hold and find his professional demeanor once more. "Yes, Madame. Your room is just upstairs."
"Yes, just give me a moment to use the bathroom and straighten myself up."
She wasn't gone long before emerging from the downstairs bathroom. Pausing in front of him, she whispered, "Maybe the Madame would care for another drink or perhaps another dance before going to her room?"
He asked this, hopefully, despite noticing how her blouse was once again buttoned all the way up.
"While that is a generous offer, I'm afraid I'm ready to retire for the evening. If you could just show me to my room."
Apparently, whatever was going to happen between them, wasn't going to happen down here... or maybe not at all considering her dismissive tone with him.
The Madame used her cold tone with the express purpose of hoping it would fuel the idea the "Madame" was nothing more than a cock tease, who had used the kind young man to get what she wanted, and now had no use for him.
It worked as Lance stewed all the way up the stairs, imagining how he would feel if this was a real scenario. His imagined hurt feelings received a boost when he tried to take her hand while leading her up the stairs.
Yanking her hand back, she said, "Please, I am tired." Jennie snapped, with exaggerated curtness.
At the top of the stairs, he turned, leading her down the few short paces to his mom's room. "Your room, Madame," he said to her formally as he opened the door.
Jennie poked her head inside and sniffed. "Hmm, a bit quaint for my tastes, but it will have to do, I suppose."
Lance tried to step past her and into the room saying, "Here let me turn back the covers on the bed for you, Madame and--"
Hoping he was attuned into the game she was now playing, Jennie quickly stepped in front of him. "That will be quite alright, Lance, as I stated quite clearly I am tired, so good night."
"Yes, of course, Madame, it's ju--"
As a final touch she made it a point to shut the door rudely in his face.
Bradley took a step away from the door. Taking a deep breath, he shut his eyes allowing himself to sink deeper into character.
Who is Lance, he asked himself. Bradley took a quick minute to answer himself silently.
Although appearing calm and cool, Lance was actually hot headed with a bit of a bad temper and a nasty streak of aggressiveness toward women--especially after he had been drinking.
Yes, this was exactly the way his nana told him to view his character, before adding with a smile, "He is also quite sexually frustrated, a frustration that shall boil over tonight after being aptly teased by the alluring Madame."
Bradley opened his eyes. He was ready; Lance was ready that is. "Fucking teasing bitch." He muttered taking a step back toward the bedroom door.
Raising his hand, it trembled slightly, he knocked quietly on the door and waited.
Jennie resisted the urge to smile as she crossed the room. She hoped her cock teasing had gotten to her grandson, revving up his engine to full throttle-- so to speak. She paused at the door giving her time to slip back into character.
Cracking open the door, she glared out at him with a smug look on her face before whispering harshly, "Look young man I already tol--"
"Lance" took a deep breath before shoving the door inward. Hard. Hard enough to cause the Madame to stumble backwards as she let out a little yelp. Although Jennie earlier while discussing their impending role playing game informed her grandson, maybe even begged was more like it, to be overly aggressive with her, still she was caught somewhat off guard.
Lance reached out gripping her wrist tightly.
"I will scream. God help me I will."
"Go ahead and scream," he said as he twisted her arm behind her back, "and if you do I will break your fucking arm you teasing bitch."
Just to add a bit of realism to his statement, Bradley even went as far as to actually twist her arm enough to make her cry out. "Please... Lance... you are hurting me. I won't scream. I promise."
Relaxing his grip he brought his mouth to her ear growling, "If I let you go you better behave."
"Yes, yes, I will, promise."
He released her and then took a step back.
Jennie, doing her best damsel in distress act, began to slowly inch away from him working her way back around toward the door while whispering, "Look, just tell me what you want hon and I'm... well, I'm sure I can oblige you."
Lance watched her inch closer and closer to the door and was preparing himself once more to go into attack mode.
Just as she started to reach for the doorknob in two long strides he was across the room. He violently snatched her hand away from the door as Jennie let out a small shriek at her grandson's aggressive behavior. Well, at least he was taking their game seriously. Yeah, no doubt about that!
"Planning on going somewhere... Madame."
Jennie, deciding it might be fun not to play the innocent victim at this point, made her voice sarcastic as she said, "Yes actually I planned on trying to escape... I thought that would have been rather obvious."
She stood there, glaring at him tapping her foot on the floor, waiting to see what his reaction might be to her sarcasm.
"Try to escape again and I will be forced to use my knife and maybe cut that pretty face of yours up something bad."
Jennie quickly made a firm decision. I shall continue to push his buttons until he snaps. "Really, so does that mean your mommy lets you play with knives, little boy." Taking a step toward him, she dropped her voice. "Actually, I bet you don't even have a fucking knife, Lance."
Lance took a step closer to her. "Oh yeah you wanna see it then huh?"
"The knife you mean?"
"Yes, the knife... so you know I am fucking serious about getting what I want from you."
"Go ahead and show me then... if it makes you feel better... then again I don't really care to see anything you have."
Knowing this should push him to the edge, she waited until he was busy fumbling inside his pants pocket to retrieve the knife.
Turning quickly away from him, she snatched open the door and was just stepping outside when Lance swiftly reacted. He let the knife slip back down inside his pocket as he reached out and with one powerful hand grabbed her trailing wrist. He viciously yanked her back in the room before wrenching the door shut with a loud bang.
He gave her wrist a malicious little twist, causing Jennie to quickly go limp as she cried out, "OK, OK, I will be good."
"Close your eyes and turn around. Do it now," he barked as he took a step closer to her.
Jennie now decided to flip the script and become wholly docile, just to see how he might react.
Turning around, she closed her eyes. Lance pressed the full weight of his muscular body against her body pinning her face first against the door.
Jennie was starting to get really fucking turned on as she could feel the full weight of his young, powerful body pressing up against her; she could smell the whiskey on his breath, along with the faint aroma of his cologne, but most exciting of all was the threat of violence and sex which hung in the air between them, made all the more serious by his immense hardness pushing up against her firm backside. She wondered if he would have guessed by now how she wasn't wearing any panties under her slutty little mini skirt.
This is what she had been longing for, and now that it was here, she wanted it all the more. Her pussy, already pre-soaked from the night's naughty affairs, was now on fire.
He waited for the Madame to close her eyes before reaching down and retrieving the knife from his pocket. Holding it out just far enough away from her face to be safe, he hit the button.
Upon hearing the blade swish out, so dangerously close to her face, Jennie started to squirm with untold excitement. So he had not been bluffing after all!
Her handsome attacker having a knife--now this was an exciting twist she hadn't been expecting.
"Did you hear that? You know what that was?"
"A knife."
He carefully dragged the knife slowly across the back of her neck. The cold hard steel sent shivers of excitement up and down her spine.
"Open your eyes"
Jennie's eyes flickered open. His mouth was pressed up close to her ear. Whispering, he said, "I could hurt you really bad, bitch. I should hurt you... and maybe I will still... you fucking tease."
"Please Lance, I'm begging you, I wil--"
He banged his fist loudly against the door, right next to her face, interrupting her intended plea for mercy.
"Shut up," he barked. "Turn around slowly."
Jennie carefully twisted her body around so she was facing him. He glared at her--handsomely--as he brought the knife slowly up to her throat. Ever so slowly, he dragged the sharp edge of the knife against her creamy white throat until it reached her pearl necklace.
"Nice," he whispered using the edge of the knife to toy with the necklace.
"It was a gift from my grandson. He is adorable and loves his nana so much."
"I just bet he does," Lance whispered back as he slowly pulled the knife back from her throat.
"Now are you going to be good so I won't need this?"
"Yes, you can put your knife away, Lance. The Madame will be good."
"You're mine right?"
"Yes," she whispered.
"Say it. Tell me."
"I am yours. You can do whatever you want to me."
He clicked the blade back into place, before turning and tossing the knife across the room. It hit the bed with a quiet thud.
Turning back to her, he softened his voice. Raising his hand, he gently used one finger to stroke the side of her face. "All I wanted was a good night kiss. Nothing more. That would have been good enough for me."
"Well that is a simple enough thing." She gave him several light kisses on each cheek, before pulling back briefly, and then leaning forward she let her lips brush teasingly against his several times as she whispered, "You can undo my blouse if you want sweetie."
Her hands found his and pressed them against her blouse as she leaned back against the door. He nervously began to fiddle with the top button of her blouse.
The buttons were small and delicate, and her light kisses, she was again teasingly just barely brushing her lips against his, while pulling back anytime he tried to kiss her more forcefully, were a major distraction.
He was having difficulty getting the small buttons undone, but finally just as he managed to get the top two buttons undone, she pushed him away.
"There I kissed you good night. Are you satisfied now, Lance?" she asked in a sultry whisper.
"Yes," he lied. He wasn't satisfied by a long shot.
"Well good, then I imagine you will be leaving," she said while squeezing out from between him and the door. Turning, she gave him a smile. "I hope you enjoyed your good night kiss now if you would kindly leave."
His eyes narrowed as he realized she was back to being a fucking tease... once again. "I thought, I mean, you invited me to unbutton your blouse and now you want me to leave? Why are you scared of me or something?"
"Scared of you?" she fairly snorted, "don't be silly. I knew you were harmless all along. Your inability to get my blouse undone, even without me struggling to stop you, only proves my point."
Her voice up until this point had been playful and teasing, but now it turned cold and biting. Giving him a hard stare she finished by saying, "Now can you kindly... get the fuck out of my room so I can undressed?"
Jennie turned away and started to open the door praying her biting comments and dismissive attitude would do the trick. It did.
Lance whirled on her, slamming the door shut with such force it shook the entire room. He moved up close to her before growling, "You say I am harmless. I will show you just how... not harmless I am."
Reaching down, he started to unzip his pants before Jennie reached out and grabbed his hand.
"Allow me," she whispered.
Lance sighed, hoping the teasing was finally at an end. He was so fucking hard by now it was beginning to hurt.
Jennie slowly, ever so slowly, began to unzip his pants before, with a unexpected rapid twist of her wrist, zipped them back up as she casually pushed him away.
Staring at him directly she spoke to him much in the same way a mother scolds a wayward child. "Yeah, right, little boy, you could barely get my blouse undone, so how could you ever hope to take advantage of me. Now again, can see yourself out and please... your slamming the door act is getting tiresome so maybe can you shut the door quietly on your way out."
She brushed past him flippantly, crossing the room toward the bathroom when he finally snapped. In two long strides he was on her. Gripping her by the arm, he pulled her over close to the bed as she let out a small squeal... of utter delight.
Twisting her around in his arms, he tried to kiss her, but she fought back banging her fists against his chest. It mattered little, his blood was up once more, for real this time, as he crushed his lips to hers.
They kissed angrily almost, both thirsting for more, their mouths crashing into each other, over and over again. He brought his hands up pawing at her chest briefly before he began to tear at the buttons of her blouse driven by her earlier biting comments on how he wasn't able to get the buttons on her blouse undone.
"No, wait," she whispered pushing him back.
"You are nothing but a tease. Jesus you kiss me, then it's 'no wait'."
"I am sorry, Lance," she replied batting her eyes innocently at him. "It's just I didn't want you to ruin my blouse. It's expensive and the buttons are delicate so..."
He wasn't buying her song and dance this time. Without thinking Lance snarled, "You mean ruin it like this..."
It was like a sudden violent summer storm had rolled inland destroying everything in its path... including her expensive blouse with its delicate buttons. The storm's name was Lance and it rolled over Jennie violently.
Using both hands to grasp either side of her blouse, Lance brutally ripped the blouse open. The small, delicate buttons went flying everywhere as Jennie screeched loudly, half in terror, half in sheer delight.
Lance tossed the ruined blouse aside before pushing her roughly onto the bed. He was on her before she could even react, diving onto the bed and pinning her there.
His mouth found her neck, raining violent kisses down as Jennie struggled to free herself to no avail. His wild kisses fell to her chest, the feel of the pretty purple bra against his angry lips only urging his lust onwards.
"Wait, honey," she gasped. "Take my bra off... you obviously want the Madame's boobs."
He reached under her body and struggled with the triple clasps briefly before she rose up. Dropping her voice to a sultry whisper she said, "Why don't you let me take it off for you sweetie? I think that would be easier huh?"
He pulled back, lost under the spell of her beauty and charm once more.
"Here sit on the edge of the bed and..." She hopped up off the bed as he moved to obey. "I will stand here, right in front of you, so you have a front row seat as I take my bra off." She stroked the side of his face tenderly before whispering, "I bet you would like that huh?"
Moving closer, she pushed her tits in his face while bringing her hands behind her back intending on fulfilling her promise. But then she spotted it and the game changed again.
The knife he tossed on the bed just a little while ago lay there within easy reach. Distracted by the Madame's tits in his face, Lance did not notice her reach out and grab it until it was too late.
Taking a step back, Jennie brought the knife around, waving it in his face.
"Now I have the knife," she snapped at him.
He laughed. "Shit, I bet you don't even know how to open it. Go ahea--"
With relish, Jennie pushed the button. The knife snapped opened causing Lance to let out a surprised chuckle.
"Shit, I guess you do," he said warily as she moved the knife closer to him.
"Now you are going to listen to me," she said taking another step back while foolishly brandishing the knife closer to him.
"I don't think so," he said before whipping his hand out. He had her wrist, the one holding the knife, in a vise like grip. She struggled as he hissed, "Give me the knife... now."
He squeezed her wrist harder before shaking it. "I said now!"
Jennie gave up and let him take the knife from her.
"What am I going to do with you, Madame? Those hands of yours are always getting you in trouble. They push me back, they hit me, they grab things they aren't supposed to; they playfully tease me without pleasing me... ever."
"I know. I'm sorry, Lance."
"Bullshit I don't trust your 'I'm sorry' any more than I trust your hands." He brought the knife up to her chest, and then higher toward her throat. "Maybe I ought to just cut you some and then you shall understand not to cross me."
"No, please. Look... I have an idea where you can trust me. Check my purse. It's right there on the nightstand."
"What are you talking about? I think you are just trying to distract me with more of your bullshit."
"No, seriously. Look for yourself."
"You do it. Show me what you got in your purse that will make me trust you. Go slow though and no fucking tricks."
"OK, OK, I promise, no tricks." Jennie pulled back from him and leaned over grabbing her purse off the night stand. "I am just going to open my purse and then you shall see."
One day, shortly after she had moved in, while arranging her stuff in her daughter's closet she came across a shoebox tucked away in the far recesses of the closet. Curious, thinking it was probably nothing more than a bunch of old photos, Jennie opened the box.
Instead of just a bunch of old, boring photos, inside the shoebox was a pair of gleaming black handcuffs. She was actually not really that surprised. It was years ago, but still she remembered Crystal confiding in her one day, about how her and Donnie, Bradley's dad, and her former son-in-law, were trying some new kinky stuff in the bedroom to spice up their sex life. Apparently, it had not worked all that well as roughly eight months later Crystal and Donnie were divorced.
"I don't suppose you would want to use these to secure my naughty hands, Lance?" Dangling from her hand was the handcuffs.



She watched a smile come across his face as Lance, liking where this was heading, snapped at her, "Yeah, now we are talking, turn around."
He roughly secured the cuffs around her wrists before whipping her around to face him.
Settling back down on the edge of the bed, he told her, "Now take a step closer to me... that's good, now another one."
With a wicked smile, he pulled the knife back out of his pocket. Moving it close to her chest, he hit the button. The knife swished out mere inches from her heaving chest.
He wielded the knife, moving it closer and closer to her chest, before dropping it down to the middle of her tummy. Starting at just above her navel, he carefully dragged the sharp point of the knife across her bare skin, just enough to tickle her as he moved it ever slowly upward towards the lower edge of her bra.
Jennie held her breath as she did her best to convince herself she was at the mercy of this very handsome, but incredibly deranged stranger. "Lean back a bit, thrust your chest out and close your eyes. DO IT NOW!" he growled at her.
She meet his eyes briefly before obeying. There was a dangerous twinkle in them, indicating she was maybe about to embark on a very wild ride. Leaning back, she did exactly as he wanted, thrusting her chest out while closing her eyes. Jennie was nearly beside herself with anticipation, feeling the sharp knife crisscrossing over her bra as the deranged stranger used it to toy with her boobs.
"Open your eyes," he snarled at her after a few long electrifying seconds of his knife play.
Looking down, Jennie watched with bated breath as her attacker carefully slipped the knife under her right bra strap; moving it up, he paused it at her shoulder. "Please Lance, sweetie," she whispered, "don't cut the Madame's bra. It's very expensive. You can do anything you want to me but--"
He gave her a wicked smirk before giving the sharp knife a quick twist, neatly slicing the strap of her bra.
Jennie let out a small gasp. She hadn't thought he would really do it. Lance, his excitement reaching a near fever pitch, quickly brought the knife over to the opposite strap. This time she said nothing; she actually wanted him to do it as she knew what would follow.
Another quick twist of the knife sliced through her left bra strap. He tossed the knife on the bed, before quickly catching both cups of her bra, not allowing them to slip off her breasts.
He was holding both of the cups in place with his fingers as he whispered, "Take a step back."
Bradley took a deep breath. He had been dreaming of this moment for what seemed like forever. Now that it was here, he could scarcely believe it.
His fingers trembled as he allowed the bra to slip from his fingers. His excitement was at a fever pitch as her pretty, ruined bra fell forward dangling precipitously on the peaks of her twin mounds still hiding, albeit just barely, her nipples from his hungry gaze.
With a loud giggle, Jennie shook her chest, allowing the bra to slip off and down. It fluttered to the floor, landing there to be forgotten as Bradley hungry gaze was finally rewarded with the glorious sight of his Nana's bare breasts.
"Do you like them, Lance?" she whispered.
"Oh God yes, they are beautiful, Madame."
"Good..." She took two small steps closer, her voice dropping to a mere whisper as she said, "Here, why don't you take a closer look at them."
Bradley swallowed hard. The ripe nipples on her tits stood out, fully erect, mere inches from his quivering lips.
"Close your eyes, hon."
Although she was the one in the physically helpless position, he obeyed, closing his eyes tight.
She stood there for a moment, doing nothing, letting the raw sexual tension build to it a cataclysmic fever pitch, before she slowly thrust her chest forward.
Bradley kept his eyes shut while holding his breath, waiting, hoping for a warm fleshy reward. He was not to be disappointed. Jennie purposefully pushed her big tits into her grandson's face, working them in small semi circles all around his face, sending a shower of shivers up and down his spine.
Stepping back, she tilted her head at him--seductively-- while flashing a knowing smile. "You wanna play with the Madame's big boobies Lance, sweetie. I will let you."
He swallowed hard saying nothing, although, considering her helpless position, the irony of her "letting" him play with her tits was not lost on him.
He finally found his tongue. "God yes, I wanna play with them. More than anything in this world."
"Can you give me some kisses first, Lance? Please." Her voice was soft and pleading, her lips inviting as she leaned down.
He scooted forward on the bed, his grasping hands attacking her naked tits with a forcefulness Jennie would never have believed her grandson possessed. Smashing his mouth against hers, he pushed his tongue deep in her mouth as his hands continued to claw feverishly at her boobs
His kisses fell down, off her lips, and onto her neck. Jennie straightened up, arching her back. He took a quick glance upwards. It was a surreal sight. His nana, her hands cuffed securely behind her back, topless, braless, with a short, tight slutty skirt on, along with an equally slutty pair of high heeled boots, standing there, stock still, basically offering up her bountiful breasts to him --like a pair of beautiful sacrificial lambs-- to his hungry mouth.
When one of her fully erect nipples brushed up against his parted lips it was as if a dam burst.
His tongue darted out, flickering across her distended nipple, causing a small moan to escape from her. Wanting more, Bradley opened his mouth and began to suck on her tits in a wild, crazed frenzy.
She allowed him a few glorious moments to satisfy his intense hunger for her boobs before, slowly, ever so slowly, as she did not want to move too fast and shatter their dream, she took a step back breaking contact.
He looked up, wondering what was next.
"Kiss me some more," she demanded.
Standing up, he wrapped his arms around her before their mouths crashed together, his hands fondling her tits clumsily with youthful eagerness. After breaking their breathless kiss off, she whispered in his ear, "I have an idea you might like Bradley. The Madame is going to beg Lance to release her. She will make promises. Lance falls for it again and grants the Madame her freedom by undoing the cuffs. Then when free the Madame will begin to fight back and once again try to escape and that is when you take me by force. Manhandle me over to your mom's vanity table, use your knife in a threatening manner again, and then turn me around so I'm not facing you and then... fuck the shit out of me. Don't hold back when I fight you or when you begin fucking me."
She pulled back smiling at him. He nodded his head softly indicating he agreed to her wicked plan. The both took a deep breath before the curtain rose on the conclusion of their playacting.
"Lance honey, can you please release me... I gotta go pee. I promise to be good and I will even touch up my make up in the bathroom for you. I wanna look pretty for you that is."
"I don't know--" He started to say, not wanting to give in too quickly.
"Please Lance honey, I promise to be good. I mean I have been good so far right in letting you do whatever you want to me. You can always put the cuffs back on me. I wouldn't mind."
Resisting an urge to smile, Lance released her from the handcuffs before plopping back down on the bed to wait for her as she made her way slowly over to the bathroom. Keeping in mind what she said about the knife, he had it tucked away in his right hand ready to use at a moment's notice.
After what seemed forever, but in reality was probably no more than five minutes, the Madame reappeared. As promised, she had touched up her make up a bit and looked altogether ravishing. Equally ravishing was the way her bare naked ample tits bounced up and down as she strode confidentially across the bedroom back over to him.
Lance eagerly stood up and tried to draw her into his embrace but the Madame "unexpectedly" gave him a two handed hard shove. Lance staggered backwards, pretending to be caught off guard.
"You bitch!" he cried as the Madame hurried across the bedroom to the door. She was just opening it when Lance roughly grabbed her around the arm. Dragging her back across the bedroom toward the vanity table, he did not at all try and be gentle, especially as she was continuing to struggle.
Halfway across the room, Jennie cried out, in a most dramatic fashion, "Please, I'm sorry."
He paused enough to bring his right hand up holding the knife. Clicking the button, the knife whooshed out as he snapped, "Enough, I am done playing with you."
Holding the blade mere inches from her throat he whispered, "Stop struggling or I shall cut you."
Jennie was beside herself with anticipation as she suddenly went limp before meekly whispering, "OK, you win."
Over at the vanity table, Lance roughly picked her up under the arms, sitting her down on her butt on the table facing him. He smiled at her wickedly before bringing the sharp edge of the blade up to her chest.
The Madame's breath was coming in short, excited gasps as her attacker began using the sharp pointed edge of the blade to toy, ever so carefully, with her nipples.
The excitement of what was happening along with the cold steel of the blade caused the Madame large sensitive nipples to come fully erect in a mere matter of seconds.
"Oh Lance, please... don't hurt me... please honey," she said. Reaching up with one hand she attempted to stroke his face but he quickly snapped at her, "Keep your fucking hands flat on the table."
Docile as a lamb now, the Madame obeyed, laying her hands flat on the table. Lance stared for a quiet minute at his grandma's palpitating chest allowing his already over charged lust to build to the boiling point before his mouth darted down. Using both hands, he assailed his nana's breasts with a pawing, grasping attack, while raining down an impatient zealous series of kisses onto her tits. The attack soon broke down to him sucking on her tits like a mad man.
Jennie let out a series of half moans and half grunts as her excited grandson ravished her body. After an inordinate amount of time, the attack on his nana's tits finally subsided. "Turn around, Madame" he whispered, his voice raspy with desire. "And keep those fucking hands flat on the table."
Jennie took one quick look at him before turning around. She knew by the wild look on his face she was about to get the fucking of a lifetime.
While she was turning around, Lance struggled out of his dress pants before yanking his underwear off. His penis stood out, proud and erect, aimed at his nana's backside.
Reaching up and under her slutty little skirt, he was pleasantly surprised to find she wasn't wearing any panties.
He yanked her skirt up just enough with one hand to show off her creamy white ass. "Spread them legs, bitch and stick that ass out" he snapped at her and when she didn't comply fast enough he helped her by lashing out with his own foot, kicking at her ankles in order to spread her legs out a bit more.
He pulled back for a moment, if only to savor the sight of his nana leaning over onto the vanity table and, my god, what a fucking sight it was: her legs spread, big tits sagging down, and maybe best of all, was the way her ass was sticking out under her hiked up slutty little skirt.
Moving closer, he nestled the head of his cock up against the warm recesses of her moist pussy.
"This is what the Madame wants huh... a nice big cock buried in her mature wet pussy."
"God yes, Lance, please fuck me... pleaaseee." Reaching out, he used both hands to grip her hips. "Come on baby, I need it so ba--"
Lance propelled his hips forward, driving his full seven inches into the Madame with such force it shook his mom's vanity table like there was a small centralized earthquake with the epicenter being the vanity table.
The Madame moaned louder, and then louder still, as her young attacker slammed his cock into her with each successive blow being harder than the last.
Poor Jennie barely had time to catch her breath as her eager young grandson fucked the shit out of her.
At this rate she knew he would not last long before spurting a load of cum deep inside of her... just as she wanted, which was rather fortunate as their wicked fun and games had so turned on Jennie she too was ready to have the most powerful orgasm of her entire life.
Three more quick hammer blows to his nana's red hot pussy had Lance ejaculating inside her mere seconds before Jennie tipped over the edge herself.
"Oh Lance," she moaned, "The... the Madame is cooommmming... Oh God yes!!" Her moans tapered off to a quiet whimper as she collapsed against the vanity table, her whole body shaking from the aftereffects of their wild ride.
Presently, she felt herself being lifted in his powerful arms and being gently placed on his mom's bed... after undressing her of course.
Bradley wasted no time in stripping totally naked himself before joining his nana under the covers where they cuddled sweetly until she fell asleep wrapped in his warm embrace.
Jennie after years of an ultra-boring sex life finally got her chance to "walk on the wild side". And in the end, it mattered little said walk was with her adorable young grandson.
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Dark Night of the Varcolac
In the dark stillness of the Romania forest, the quiet snap of a twig was the only warning the professor received before the attack came. The warning allowed him just enough time to react. He raised his pistol, managing to fire a single errant shot before the snarling beast slammed into him.
In the darkness, he was not sure what was attacking him. As he tumbled to the ground with the thing snapping at him, his first thoughts were it appeared to be smaller than a bear, but yet too big to be a wolf.
A small part of him fervently hoped it was the legendary Varcolac, or the wolf demon, as it was known in Romanian folklore. Then again, maybe it was a sadly misplaced hope to be attacked by such a mythical creature as, after all, they did not actually exist--unless, of course, they did.
Regardless of what was attacking him, he was now involved in a life and death tussle with the damnable thing. Roger's blood was up, allowing him to fight back with every ounce of strength his forty-four year old body could muster. Fortunately, he was in good shape and was able to push the big, hairy creature off him and away as they toppled to the ground.
After hitting the ground, he reared back and slammed his foot into the thing's midsection, causing it to let out an angry snarl, before he jumped to his feet and raised the pistol. Blindly, he squeezed off three quick rounds aimed in the general direction of his attacker.
Roger assumed he missed the critter entirely with his three wild shots. If he had hit his mark surely the thing would have let out a dreadful snarl or, at the very least, some sort of whine, but apparently the three rapid shots were fair warning enough to cause his attacker to turn tail and go crashing off into the underbrush.
The professor let out a deep sigh as he plopped down on the ground. There was a searing pain in his left calf. Gingerly he pulled up the left leg of his rugged hunting pants to try and assess the damage. He got it up just far enough to see his calf was bleeding profusely.
"Goddamn thing must have bit me when I kicked it," he mumbled under his breath. "Wonder if I am going to turn into some kind of werewolf later on," he added with a chuckle. At the time it seemed funny, him becoming a werewolf. Perhaps, if the professor would have known the implications of his bitten leg, he might not have been so quick to laugh.
After smoothing his pant leg back in his place, he lifted up his shirt. The infernal beast marked him up good as there was a nasty looking pair of claw marks running across the length of his chest and down across his abdomen.
Making his way back to the jeep, it was parked in a nearby clearing, the professor applied a makeshift bandage from its first aid kit to his leg, before hightailing it out of there. Next time he ventured into this dark part of the forest he would be armed with something with a bit more pop to it-- like a 12 gauge shotgun perhaps.
Pulling up into the short driveway of the small rented house they were staying at in the tiny village of Rasinari, Romania, Roger hoped his daughter would be in bed by now. It was nearly midnight so maybe he might be in luck as Katie, bless her kind heart, was quite the over protective little hen with him.
Roger actually loved the way his daughter fawned over him, although it left him feeling guilty at times. It seemed between taking care of him, working as his part time assistant on the new book he was writing, and maintaining her grades in the online college courses she was taking, the shy eighteen year old Katie was left with precious little time to enjoy any kind of a social life.
God knows the girl should have had a social life. She was pretty enough. Light, golden brown hair, soft blue eyes, a nearly flawless complexion, accented by a dazzling smile when she was happy.
Katie, with her luscious tan and a lithe little body, stood out among the overabundance of plain and chubby, pale skinned farmers' daughters which populated her age group in this small Romania village. Her saintly beauty was matched with an incredibly shy and demure personality inspired by her overprotective late mother.
They had called Rasinari home now for going on nearly three months after moving from there San Diego. The move was the professor's idea saying how he needed a bit more of a realistic atmosphere to write his current book.
Apparently, San Diego's beaches and sunny climate was not conducive to writing a comprehensive history of Eastern European's mythical monsters. He half expected Katie, freshly graduated from high school then, to balk at their move, but to his surprise, she actually seemed excited about visiting the not so exotic Romania.
The professor carefully unlocked the front door before slipping noiselessly into the house. So far, so good; the house was quiet and dark. Limping over to the sofa, the professor plopped down with a heavy sigh.
He sat there for a brief moment or two waiting to see if Katie was going to come out. When she didn't, grunting in pain, he made his way gingerly down the hallway toward the bathroom at the end of the hallway opposite of Katie's room.
Almost as soon as he entered the hallway, he felt a wave of dizziness wash over him. He tried to fight it, but with what seemed like an enormously loud bang in the silent house, he crashed heavily against the wall.
Seconds later, as he sank slowly to the floor, he watched the light in Katie's bedroom come on. It was the last thing he remembered before slipping into unconsciousness.
His eyes flickered open. He was sitting on the bare wooden hallway floor slumped against the wall. "W-what happened?" he managed to mumble.
"I found you out here. Passed out. What happened, Daddy?" Katie hovered over him looking especially worried. A flush of shame hit him as all he could think of as he sat there--staring at his daughter--was how sexy she could look, if only she would be brave enough to show off even a little bit.
She was wearing her usual sleeping attire-- an oversized white cotton sleep shirt adorned with dozens of little tiny rainbows. The shirt, although cute enough as it was, did nothing at all to accent the blossoming curves of her youthful body. Her shoulder length blond hair was messed up a bit as if she been sleeping.
"Later, I will fill you in, but for now, just help your daddy to his feet, princess."
She resisted the urge to smile. "Princess". It was a pet nickname for her; one he hadn't used in years. "I will try," she whispered.
It took a minute, but with her help he finally managed to gain his feet. He felt another wave of dizziness come over him, and if it wasn't for the wall on one side, and her on the other, he most likely would have tumbled over again.
"Help me into my bedroom, sweetie."
Leaning heavily on his daughter, the professor just barely managed to stagger to the doorway of what passed as the small house's master bedroom before having to pause.
"Are you alright, Daddy? You aren't going to pass out again are you?"
"No, no, just help me over to the bed," he replied.
After reaching the bed, he plopped down heavily on the edge of it.
"Here let me pull back the covers so you can lay down," his angel of a daughter told him.
She started to turn back the covers before he stopped her. "Honey, didn't you just put fresh sheets on both our beds yesterday."
"Uh-hum. Why?"
"Yeah, well, you had better turn on the lamp there and take a good look at your father first."
Reaching over, she clicked on the lamp on the nearby nightstand casting a small pool of light inside the otherwise dark bedroom.
Turning to look at him she let out a small gasp. None of what she was observing now had been evident in the dark hallway earlier. "Jesus, your shirt is torn and filthy and your pants, the left leg looks like it's soaked in blood. God, I think we need to get you to a hospital."
"Honey, we are not in America anymore. This little village doesn't have a hospital or even an after-hours clinic for that matter. I already checked. The nearest place to go for medical care is a good forty five minute drive, and I'm in no condition to drive. Maybe tomorrow."
"Promise if I think you need to go somewhere tomorrow to get looked at you will go."
"Yes, yes I promise," he replied while not really meaning it. "But now we have more pressing matters to attend to honey. I don't think you want me getting in bed and ruining those fresh clean sheets with my filthy clothes. I need to get undressed but I'm not feeling... ahh particularly energetic so if you don't mind maybe you could help your daddy get undressed... if that's OK, princess?"
"Of course, it's OK, Daddy," she replied softly. "Here lift your arms." She helped him strip off his dirty sweatshirt before snapping at him gruffly, "You are going to tell me everything that happened later once we get you settled." It was not a question but a matter of fact statement.
He smiled wanly and whispered, "Yes, of course, I will tell you everything."
"Good, now can you stand up... just for a moment anyways. It will be easier I think to get these stupid, bloody pants off of you."
The professor got to his feet as her hands went to the front of his pants. After undoing the front button, she carefully unzipped his pants before pulling them down. Her heart, for some reason, was beating wildly in her chest, as she helped him struggle out of his blood splattered pants.
Tossing the pants aside, she took a quick glance downwards. Her happenstance glimpse revealed two pertinent facts: number one he was wearing a pair of simple white briefs and number two, under the briefs, there was what appeared to be a rather sizable bulge--one that caused her young heart to race with curious excitement.
She received a reprieve from any further naughty thoughts her father's large bulge may have caused, when her attention was quickly drawn downwards to the makeshift bandage. It was just hanging there, nearly ready to fall off.
"Hold your leg out," she said as she dropped to her knees.
He obeyed offering his leg up to his "pretty nurse."
Katie carefully pulled the bandage the rest of the way off. "Daddy, this looks nasty. It almost looks like you have been bitten. What happened? Did you get attacked by a dog or something? What if you need a tetanus shot?"
"Let's worry about the tetanus shot tomorrow. As for what attacked me, it wasn't a dog and let's just leave it at that for now. Remember I promised to fill you in later."
Fixing her with a bright smile, he reached out and ruffled her hair. He wanted his daughter to know he was totally confident and--despite everything-- he was OK.
Knowing it was useless to argue with her headstrong father Katie sighed. "I'll go get a washcloth and a basin and some bandages. I will be just a minute."
She started to hurry away before he stopped her. "Before you do that I'm thirsty hon, could you get me something to drink."
"Sure, I will run to the kitchen and get a glass of water."
"I was thinking something with a bit more kick to it. There is a bottle of champagne in the upper kitchen cabinet above the stove. I have been saving it for a special occasion."
"And you call this a special occasion? Are you serious? Just let me get you the water."
"Katie, this is a special occasion. I mean it's not every day a broken down old history professor slash inspiring writer like myself, gets to be taken care of by the world's prettiest nurse."
Katie flushed slightly at her daddy's over the top compliment but said nothing.
"Now are you going to be my good girl and do what I ask or am I going to have to stagger out to the kitchen myself."
"Fine," she huffed.
He held up two fingers, "Get two glasses hon."
"Two?" she replied giving him a questioning look.
"Yeah, one for me and one for you. I don't want to celebrate alone."
"Daddy, don't you think I should be... like sober if I'm going to take care of you."
"I think a few sips of champagne won't prevent you from taking care of your patient, Katie."
Out in the kitchen, Katie took a few minutes to gather everything: wash basin, washcloth, bandages, Neosporin, bottle of champagne and yes, the two glasses.
Before heading off to the bedroom she took a quick detour to the bathroom wanting to take a minute to fix herself up a bit for him. Maybe it was to reward him for dusting off her pet nickname of "princess", or maybe it was the compliment of referring to her as the "world's prettiest nurse", but regardless Katie spend a good ten minutes applying a bit of makeup before adding a touch of perfume and fixing her hair. She fervently hoped he would notice her efforts to impress him.
After entering the bedroom, she was amused to see he was sleeping, albeit not very peacefully. His legs and arms were both twitching, as if he was running maybe, and his face was contorted. Even more amusing was the way he was muttering under his breath like he was talking to someone.
Apparently, she took too long in getting ready. After carefully arranging the things on the nightstand next to the bed, she retreated across the room meaning to leave him alone so he could sleep. She would just fix him up later.
Before departing she turned at the doorway to check on him one last time. As she quietly stood there, observing her sleeping father from across the room, it hit her.
His face, relaxed again, looked handsome, in fact, more handsome than ever before and actually possessed a youthful glow to it she hadn't witnessed since before her mother passed away nearly three years ago.
Katie took a small step forward wanting a closer look. Could her eyes be deceiving her? Beyond his new youthful glow, his hair, light brown and full during his younger years, had, as of late, been thinning, with touches of grey appearing around the edges, but now it looked thick once more, and without a hint of grey? Maybe it was a trick of the soft lighting, but before she could consider things further he bolted upright from his sleep.
"Jesus, that was awful," he said rubbing his eyes.
"Bad dream, Daddy," she asked.
"Very bad and I don't want to talk about it... not now," he answered firmly before she could even ask. "Did you bring the champagne?"
"Yes," she said crossing the room.
"Fill my glass up all the way, and yours only about half, and then come sit next to me."
After settling down next to him on the bed, he tipped his glass to hers with a smile. "To my pretty nurse and her lovely bedside manner."
Nodding at her, he drained the champagne in one long swallow.
"Your turn, but go slow. Only take a few sips at first."
Katie slowly moved the glass to her lips. She took a tentative sip or two. The champagne, actually, did not taste too bad.
She smiled at him.
"Not bad huh?"
"No, it's pretty good. I think I like it, actually." The champagne gave her a warm and fuzzy feeling not at all un-pleasant.
After reaching over and grabbing the bottle off the nightstand, Roger refilled his own glass. He took another large swallow before looking at her seriously.
Her hair was arranged in a pair of pretty twin ponytails giving her an innocent youthful appearance--one which very much appealed to the wolfish desire growing inside him. The twin ponytails, sticking out from both sides of her head, only served to accent her absolutely angelic face.
"You do that for your daddy, princess?" he asked quietly.
"Do what?"
"Put on a bit of makeup and pin your hair up in the twin ponytails like you used to. You know I always liked your hair like that huh? It makes you look sweet and innocent."
Playing coy with him she answered, "Hmm, maybe."
"Well, I think you did. I sense as much."
"You just might be right. Now are you ready to get cleaned up?"
"Yes, but first sit down, here on the bed next to me, and listen as I am going to tell you what happened tonight that has left me looking like a mess."
"OK," Katie said sitting down on the bed.
"You know I have been writing a chapter about the Varcolac?"
"Isn't that the wolf demon thingy?"
"Yes, and tonight, well, I think I might have been attacked by one."
"Wait... I thought they were only a myth."
"Yeah, well, this myth has sharp teeth and claws and a nasty personality and likes to bite."
"You sure it wasn't just a wolf or a big dog? You were in the woods right and it was dark."
"I have had a few encounters with wolves honey and I know a dog when I see one. I don't think it was either one of them. What I do know is this... whatever the hell it was, scared the shit out of me and you know me honey... I don't scare easy."
"No, you don't. You are the bravest man I know," she said firmly.
"Anyways long story short. I survived, obviously, but that dream I just had. It was so real and scary and it makes me think I am maybe cursed by this thing."
He abruptly stopped speaking and shook his head. He closed his eyes before taking a deep breath and summoning the wolf. It was ready to take over.
The disease, as a result of the little nip he received on the leg, was now coursing through his entire body making him strong and virile, sly and cunning, and most especially horny -- for his pretty young daughter.
More importantly, the disease allowed him to set aside his morals, especially on nights like this when the moon was full, and his newly found affliction gave him a strong hunger, a craving even, for young female flesh. It also gave him some very special shaping shifting abilities which, before the night was over, he would very much use to his advantage.
He smiled at her, not feeling the least bit bad the yarn he was about to spin about his alleged dream was wholly made up for the sole reason to lure her into his bed for the evening--where he planned on fucking her silly. Morals, much like the wolf in today's modern society, had no place in this brave new world of his.
"Cursed how?" she asked quietly.
"It's that dream I just had. The thing, the same thing that attacked me in the woods earlier was stalking me, in my dream, and Jesus it was so... so ugly. I think the demon has attached itself to me and she is not going to give up so easy."
"She? How do you know it's female?"
"Because female varcolacs are known to stalk and attack only males while the opposite is true for the male of the species.
"Oh, I didn't know that."
"Most people don't. It's actually only a theory of sorts but my gut tells me it's true."
He stopped talking again before pointing to his empty glass. "Can you refill my glass hon and then I have to ask a potentially embarrassing favor."
"Sure," she said. She grabbed the bottle of champagne and refilled his glass.
"Can you finish yours honey? You said it wasn't bad right?"
Not wanting to disappoint him, she finished off the last bit of the small amount of her own champagne, while she watched him polish his full glass off in two quick swallows.
Watching her finish off her champagne, somewhat eagerly even, gave the cunning wolf inside of him hope his devious plan might succeed after all.
"You know Katie, I think the only way to defeat this Varcolac bitch that is now stalking me now is with your help."
"What can I possibility do against an evil demon bitch, Daddy?" The whole subject of their conversation seemed utterly surreal to Katie, but since her father, in her mind, one of the smartest people in the world, was taking it seriously, so would she.
"Honey, listen closely. In preparation on my chapter about Varcolacs I have done intensive research focusing on the legend of them here in Romania and what I have learned thus far is this... Once the she-demon bitch gets a taste of your blood, which I have both the bite and scratch marks to prove she did, it doesn't let go. It will continue to stalk you, even if you are locked away, for instance, in an impregnable fortress it can still attack you while you sleep... that is while you dream."



"Wow," Katie replied doubtfully, "can that be really true?"
Of course it wasn't true-- as far as the professor knew anyway-- but for his nefarious purpose of getting his daughter into his bed, he would make it sound true... very true even. Not only was the wolf inside of him cunning and clever, but it was also a very good actor.
"Actually, I think you rescued me earlier when you entered the room and your mere beautiful presence caused me to wake up and quite possibly saved me."
"But how. All I did was walk in the room."
"It was simple, Katie. In my dream I smelled your perfume, faintly yes, but nevertheless I could smell it along with sensing your beauty. Once I knew you were there I just ran, with her, the demon bitch, chasing me, to the smell of your perfume and the presence of your beauty and love."
The professor paused ready to play his trump card. "You see the Varcolac fears two things and two things only... love and beauty. And you possess both in abundance, sweetie. Now if I am to survive this night, you must not leave my side. I know it's a lot to ask but could you maybe, after cleaning me up and tending to my wounds, find it in your heart to stand guard over your daddy for the evening. I was thinking we could pull the rocking chair out from the living room and you could sit in it next to the bed. Really, you being there next to me, should deter the bitch from trying to attack again."
"You think so?"
He nodded his head yes before lowering his eyes. "It probably sounds silly huh. You standing guard over me."
"I will do it but what if I get sleepy and doze off?"
"It shouldn't matter as long as you are here next to the bed."
"OK, well let's get you cleaned up and then I will go get the rocking chair."
Fifteen minutes later, after she cleaned him up, the bedroom was dark as Katie sat in the rocking chair near the bed. She was slowly rocking back and forth, while feeling both silly and proud, all at once, about guarding her daddy from the Varcolac demon bitch he claimed was stalking him.
After a quiet twenty minutes Katie was starting to get sleepy. Her daddy was sleeping peacefully, apparently undisturbed by his demon... maybe thanks to her. Katie smiled in the darkness proud of her vigilance in watching over him.
The vigilance soon faded to nothing after several more quiet minutes passed. Katie dozed off, and not more than five minutes later, she was ripped from her quiet slumber in a most dramatic fashion by a loud thud.
It sounded like a large sack of potatoes hitting the wooden floor, followed by the sound of her father groaning loudly in obvious pain. She jumped to her feet, before leaning over and clicking on the single lamp on the nightstand next to the bed.
Panic overtook her almost immediately. The bed was empty. The sheet and cover were strewn about and twisted like there had been a vicious struggle.
"No, no, no," Katie cried as she stared at the empty bed. Jesus, it was true all along and now...
She heard a soft moaning coming from the far side of the bed. Quickly circling around to that side of the bed, she spotted him sprawled on the floor in the space between the edge of the bed and the wall.
Rushing over to him, Katie cried out, "Daddy, what happened? Are you alright?"
"No, not really. Apparently, the goddamn thing is still stalking me... even with you by my side." After staggering to his feet, he plopped down on the bed. He was now naked except for his boxers.
Katie stared at her father. The fresh clean tee shirt he put on after she was done cleaning him up was gone. Worse still, as she helped him back into the bed, she could see his handsome face was marred with a plethora of small scratches and abrasions.
The professor frowned at Katie. "Now do you believe me honey? I sensed your doubt earlier as did the Varcolac and it almost..." He shivered visibly before plopping his head back on the pillow wanting her to believe he was too shaken to finish his thought.
"Daddy, I'm sorry. I suppose I did doubt, a little bit, what you were saying about this Varcolac stalking you, but I don't doubt it now. God, those marks, those scratches, all over your face... that was her? And where is your tee shirt? Is it on the floor maybe?"
Katie started to bend over scanning the floor for her daddy's tee shirt when he suddenly snapped at her, "Yes it was her, Katie. Who else? Now forget the damn shirt, we have a lot more to worry about besides my fucking tee shirt."
There was a simple reason why he didn't want her looking for the tee shirt: it was hidden on the floor under the bed, put there by him. If she found it, it would undermine the clever story he was telling her.
Katie straightened up abruptly. Her daddy rarely snapped at her, let alone swore in front of her. Things were definitely serious.
Circling back around the bed she headed over to the dresser meaning to grab the Neosporin. She would have to tend to those fresh scratches.
"Honey, wait. I'm sorry for snapping at you but you just need to understand how serious things are. Here sit down on the bed. Forget about cleaning me up for now. I think I know what happened and why you sitting next to me didn't really help like it should have. As for the tee shirt, forget about it. I think the Varcolac most likely has it."
"Why? What good would a tee shirt be to her?"
"Souvenir of sorts I imagine."
"So why didn't me sitting next to the bed help? Is it because I fell asleep? It's my fault, huh?" she answered sadly as she sat down on the edge of the bed.
"I don't think you falling asleep was the real problem."
"It wasn't? But you were sleeping so peacefully, for a while anyways and... I mean I thought you were safe and I just dozed off and--"
"Shhh honey. Don't worry about it. Just let me tell you what I am thinking."
"OK, I am listening."
"I think I was allowed to sleep peacefully at first because the Varcolac did, in fact, sense you near me, so it kind of watched and waited, maybe a bit wary of your presence. But then she grew bold as she began to doubt your love for me."
Katie quickly interjected. "I don't understand. How can anyone doubt my love for you?"
"It's not me you have to convince baby. It's her. I am only speculating here, but to her way of thinking if you truly loved me, and truly wanted to protect me, maybe you should have been..." He paused now for dramatic effect before finishing, "in the bed next to me, instead of in the chair, hon."
Katie looked away before whispering. "Is that what you think, Daddy? I should have been in the bed with you?"
He sighed heavily as the wolf inside him prepared the answer. "Honestly, yes, but I guess I thought it would be just, you know, maybe too uncomfortable for you being in bed with me, like that, at your advanced age."
Now it was her turn to snap. Surely a good sign for the wolf.
"Daddy, you should have said something! I would have gladly gotten in the bed with you. I don't care how old I am."
"Yes, OK, maybe I should have. Well, I think we learned something. If you wanna really protect me you going to have to snuggle up next to me so that demon bitch has no doubt of your love."
"I do you love you," Katie replied harshly her voice coming out in a low growl.
Yet another good sign-- her fierce declaration of love for him-- he observed, while plotting his next move.
"I know you do honey, but now we have to deal with a second issue, which I think contributed to you inability to protect me."
"Tell me," Katie said hoping it would be a problem easily solved.
"At first, your beauty, like your love, did make the beast cautious, but then as she started to draw nearer in stalking me, she saw you sitting there in the rocker not so close and--"
"Daddy wait, can I ask a question?"
"Sure go ahead."
"So when the Varcolac was stalking you, in your dream, she could see outside of it into this world, where she saw me sitting there standing guard?"
"Yes, I think so. Varcolacs have the power to sense things, to see things, even to hear and smell things outside, in the real world, close to the victim they are stalking in their dream world, but don't worry, as by all accounts what they can't do is physically reach out and touch someone in the real world... except, of course, the one they are stalking."
"So if I'm next to you in the bed, and fall asleep, she can't attack me in my dreams... or otherwise."
"No, honey. I am positive she can only get at me, otherwise I would not even let you in the room, let along having you so close to me. Seriously, if I thought you were in any danger at all you would be in a taxi on the way to the airport where I would fly you back home. Really I don't think Varcolacs can legally board a plane... especially to fly out of the country. They probably don't have passports."
"Daddy," she batted at him playfully, "stop being silly. This is serious. Please go on with what you were saying."
"OK, OK, where was I?"
"You were last talking about how it was stalking you and you think it saw me sitting there in the rocker and then I interrupted you."
"Right, right. OK so, yeah, the bitch spotted you and was a bit put off by that adorably pretty face of yours, but what did not put her off, and what, in fact, gave her the courage to attack I think was..." The professor reached out and tugged on the sleeve of his daughter's drab ill-fitting night shirt. "This ugly thing."
"My nightshirt? Really?"
"Yes, I'm afraid so. Honestly, it's quite dull and doesn't do you justice. Your pretty face and dull nightshirt, they make contrasting statements."
"About?" Katie impatiently. She wasn't really understanding what her father was getting at.
"About your willingness to use your beauty to protect me. OK, let me put it like this... earlier you put makeup on right, did your hair up all nice and pretty. Now why did you do that princess? Be real honest with your answer. It's important."
Katie paused a brief moment before answering softly, "I wanted to impress you."
"Trust me, you did hon," he told her simply. Now would come the moment of truth. He smiled, trying to make it seem like a light hearted moment. "But now I have to ask you a very tough question. Why are you willing to try so hard to make your face pretty for me, but as for your, ahh, body you seem quite unwilling to show it off in the least. It comes to me now that both the beauty of your face and the splendor of your youthful body will be needed to protect me honey."
He paused for just a quick moment so she could absorb what he was suggesting before continuing. She was staring at with a grave look on her face. If she was actually absorbing what he was saying, and better yet, accepting it, only time would tell.
"The Varcolac has keen senses, Katie. Very keen and it senses your unwillingness to truly show off for your daddy by wearing something nice. Furthermore, the bitch senses my frustration, frustration that I have carefully hidden deep in my heart, with your innate shyness around me."
"I kind of understand what you are saying and I mean, I guess you are right, my nightshirt is sort of drab, but really you are frustrated over my shyness?"
"Katie, first of all, saying that nightshirt is sort of drab would be like saying the Eiffel Tower is just sort of a tourist attraction."
"OK, OK," she laughed, "I get your point."
He reached out, stroking forearm. "Katie, sweetheart, I am not trying to embarrass either one of us, but I will give you an example of why I get frustrated with your shyness."
"OK, I am listening. Go ahead," she replied.
"Just a few days ago, we had our first real hot day of the summer. You remember? I think it was maybe Tuesday?"
"Yes, I remember. Yeah, Tuesday."
"Well, that day, I got done with my research a bit early at the library so instead of grabbing an early lunch, like I would normally do at one of the downtown cafes, I came home hoping you would make me lunch. I think I surprised you as you were laying out in the backyard on a blanket getting some sun, and honey, remember I am not trying to embarrass you here, but you were wearing a rather nice little black bikini. Honestly, I never remember seeing you in a bikini before and well, I was quite impressed. I mean I thought you looked nice, Katie."
Katie opened her mouth meaning to comment at this point but her father quickly raised his hand, "Let me finish and then you will have your turn."
"Apparently though you were in no mood to show off for your daddy because when I came out in the backyard to say hi you gave me a real quick hello and then rushed off into the house and into your bedroom. A few minutes later you came out of your room wearing some loose fitting long tee shirt over your cute bikini."
Katie started to fill her face getting red. She was embarrassed simply because her father had nailed things to the T so far.
"And now comes the important part. Honestly, I was disappointed and maybe a little hurt that my daughter did not feel comfortable enough to run around in her new bikini in front of me. It is new correct, Katie? I am guessing that is what you bought with the money I gave you to go shopping just last weekend?"
"Yes, the bikini is new and I'm sorry. You caught me off guard coming home earlier than normal. You know I am shy. I mean mom was so strict in the rules for how I had to dress. She always made me dress so conservatively."
Roger reached out and squeezed his daughter's hand tight. "Mom is not here anymore, Katie and your daddy is not so strict about what you wear so maybe it's time to come out of your shell. After all, you are eighteen now, and an adult, so you can dress pretty much however you feel."
"Yeah, you're right. I should come out of my shell and I'll try but you really think it would help if I was wearing something nicer, something you know, more..." She paused, maybe unwilling to finish her thought.
"Stimulating to the eyes, honey. I think that a good way to put it and yes, I really think so. I think if you showed off what a nice little body you have, to go along with that adorably pretty face and plus got in bed with me the Varcolac would leave me alone."
"Should I go put on my bikini then?" Katie quietly asked.
"I don't think putting on your bikini to sleep in would be such a good idea, Katie."
"But I thought you said I looked nice in it and I should show off?" She sounded hurt. The wolf inside smiled. This was another telling sign his plan was working.
"I can't really explain it fully Katie, but things have to appear somewhat normal. Girls don't wear their bikinis to bed. Do you maybe have something with a bit more spice to it to wear to bed... other than that drab, ill-fitting, nightshirt?"
"No, not really," she replied before tugging on the sleeve of her nightshirt, "I have worn this stupid thing for years to bed. It's all I ever wear to bed."
The cunning wolf had the professor drop his voice to a whisper, "I suppose you have no sexy pajamas you could throw on. Remember you wouldn't be doing this for me honey, but just to scare off the stupid Varcolac."
"No, not really."
"OK, I'm really not surprised in that regard but, well, this is getting difficult."
"But hey, beside the bikini, I did buy something a little sexy the other day when I went shopping."
"You did. What?"
"Just... something... new. Something mom would never have approved of. Something not so boring and conservative like she always bought for me."
"If you don't wanna tell me what this 'something' is you bought that is OK for now, but is it something that a girl might wear to bed to sleep in?"
Nodding her head yes she replied, "I think so."
"Can you go put it on for me then?"
When Katie said nothing but instead only began to chew on her fingernails nervously, Roger reached out to her. Touching the side of his face he dropped his voice to a soft whisper, "I am sorry for asking princess, but I think it's the only way."
"Maybe, I guess," Katie answered while still sounding uncertain.
"Please honey, it's for a good cause and just might save my life. You saw the scratches on me."
Katie, after a long hesitation, which caused the professor to wonder if maybe he was over-playing his hand, finally stood up. "I'll do it if you think it will help."
"I do," he said simply.
Katie disappeared into her bedroom returning a short minute or two later, still-- much to his frustration-- wearing the dull nightshirt.
"You changed your mind sweetie," he said the disappointment in his voice obvious.
"No, I have it on under. I was just thinking... what if what I'm wearing under my nightshirt it really not pretty enough and--"
He quickly interrupted her. "Let me be the judge of that. Go on take off your nightshirt and I will tell you if I think what you got on underneath is pretty enough to keep our enemy at bay."
Roger watched, his heart racing, as his daughter stood up and slowly stripped off her nightshirt before dropping it on the floor. "Is this OK, Daddy," she asked shyly.
His greedy eyes, guided by the wolf's hungry fever flowing through his veins, traveled up and down his daughter's lithe body. The matching turquoise lace bra and thong panties she was wearing looked absolutely adorable on her. The bra, with its floral lace design on the cups and the large white ribbon attached to the center gore, especially looked delicious.
Katie took another step closer to the bed as she noted with a growing restlessness-- a restlessness which seemed to be working its way all over her body-- how her father's eyes had settled directly on her chest.
"More than OK, honey," he answered while trying to sound as casual as possible. "You look beautiful in your new bra and panties... maybe did you remember turquoise is my favorite color when you bought this," he asked her.
"Maybe," she coyly replied before moving over toward the nightstand. "Anyways, thank you Daddy for saying I look beautiful. Now I should get those scratches cleaned up. Should I put my nightshirt back on until we are ready to lay down though?"
She reached down scooping her night shirt up off the floor already preparing to put it back on.
"Honey, I don't want to scare you but the Varcolac is out there, waiting and watching, and if it sees you so anxious to hurry up and put back on your nightshirt then it will know and understand you aren't serious about using the power of your natural beauty to protect me."
"Which will only make her all the more likely to attack after you fall asleep, right?" Katie asked as she gripped her nightshirt tightly with both hands.
Roger nodded his head once before saying, "Yes that is right honey."
Dropping her voice to a whisper Katie said, "You really think she is watching us now, Daddy."
"Yes I think so. I mean I can't be one hundred percent sure but you know, why take any chances. Can't you just clean me up... without putting your nightshirt back on, and maybe show the bitch you aren't afraid to show off for your daddy."
"I think I can. I will try anyways."
"Here maybe this will help."
Reaching over he grabbed the bottle of champagne. After splashing a bit of champagne in the glass, maybe a third only, he offered it to her.
Katie took the glass and bravely downed the champagne in one big gulp. Offering her daddy a sly little smile, she let the nightshirt slip out of her hands and onto the floor.
"I guess that helped?" the professor asked with a knowing smile.
"Yes," she replied simply.
Her face then turned deadly serious. Glancing around the room she raised her voice practically shouting, "And I am not going to put this stupid thing back on... you hear me bitch!"
Maybe to emphasize her point Katie turned and kicked the wadded up nightshirt across the bedroom. It landed, much to the professor's delight, in a far corner destined to be never worn again.



Roger smiled broadly. "That's my good girl. That's my brave princess."
Satisfied his little fictional tale carried the day, the professor felt rather satisfied with the scratches and abrasions scattered across his face as they were not from the beast attacking him, like he told her, but from his own shaping shifting abilities.
Roger, much to his amusement, had found he could initiate certain changes to his body by simply thinking them. These new found powers of his, he could only assume, must be a side effect of being bitten by the Varcolac, or whatever it might have been. Whatever the case, the professor was quickly finding out maybe being attacked in the dark forest would turn out to be a real blessing.
"Look Katie, before you get started tending to my wounds I just want to say I appreciate what you are doing. I know letting yourself be seen in your underwear can't be easy for you."
She smiled at him. "Don't worry, Daddy. I will manage and just so you know, hmm, next time when you come home and catch me out in the backyard lounging around in my bikini I won't go running off into the house to change."
"Is that a promise, baby?"
"Yes," she replied as she picked up the Neosporin.
"Well, you know it's supposed to be hot and sunny out tomorrow and I really don't have a whole lot of research to do at the library so chances are I might come home early."
"Really. I will keep that in mind."
"I hope you do," he said softly as he reached out and stroked her bare arm. His eyes, those restless windows to his dark soul now, were crawling all over his young daughter's sexy little bra. Taking a deep breath, he let his fingers slip away--God he couldn't wait to take the damn thing off of her!
She was just about to apply some of the Neosporin when he told her to stop.
"Honey, put the ointment down."
"Why? I need to tend to your scratches so they don't get an infection."
"I know you do honey, but I have been thinking and I believe you possess something much more powerful to heal your daddy with."
"What?"
"Since the scratches were applied by a hateful, spiteful and most ugly creature, not of this world, I think we need a much more powerful antidote than some ointment produced in a cold impersonal laboratory someplace. I think the only thing that can really heal wounds inflicted with hate upon a father is the love of a most adoring daughter."
She blinked her eyes at him, maybe not fully understanding what he was getting at. After a brief pause she set the Neosporin aside without comment. "What do you want me to do, Daddy?"
"I have always thought your kisses, so sweet, so delicate and so full of love for me, were nothing short of pure magic. Can you apply some of that magic to your daddy's wounds baby girl? I think such a simple solution might offer amazing results."
She paused briefly, before whispering a simple "OK".
She smoothed his hair back from his forehead revealing an ugly looking gash there. Lowering her lips to the gash, she applied several delicate kisses to the laceration as Roger closed his eyes, imagining the wound--the one he created for himself in the first place-- healing itself up.
Roger actually was not one hundred percent sure he would be able to pull this off. Could he reverse the process and make himself heal? He surely hoped so. He soon had his answer.
Katie pulled back letting out a sharp gasp as she saw the gash on his forehead was completely and utterly gone.
The professor suppressed a smile as he opened his eyes. "It worked huh?"
"Yes. It's amazing. The gash, it was so ugly looking, and deep, is gone completely now, Daddy!"
Bringing his finger up to his left cheek he tapped it lightly. "Try healing these next, hon and then my other cheek too." Both of his cheeks were stained by a pair of angry looking scratches.
Katie patiently showered both his cheeks in turn with a several soft kisses before she leaned back, feeling quite self- satisfied, announcing, "There... all healed."
It wasn't a question but a statement. She was growing bolder. The best sign yet, he thought to himself.
Katie was thrilled; not only were all the scratches totally gone, but now both of his cheeks were seemed to be glowing from her small delicate kisses. If she didn't really believe her kisses were magical before she did now!
"Well, my forehead and cheeks may be healed but there is one more thing, Kate, but I hesitate to ask as it may be going too far for you."
"Daddy tell me. If it will help let me be the judge of what might be going too far."
"OK, well you asked so..." he replied, talking slowly. He did not want to appear over anxious in asking this next thing of her. "The Varcolac, at some point, she had me pinned to the ground and kissed me... on the lips honey, and now they are burning. You think you can manage to apply some of your magical kisses directly to your daddy's lips." He dropped his voice, doing his best to sound humble while controlling his excitement about what he was suggesting. "I know it's asking a lot and I will understand if you don't think you can do it. I--"
She cut him off. "If that hairy, ugly bitch can kiss you on the lips and get away with it I can too... especially if it will help heal you."
"It will. I'm sure of it but you should know. When she kissed me she wasn't so hairy and ugly but the beast... it managed to turn herself into quite a desirable looking woman."
"Jesus really, they can do that?'" Katie whispered.
"I am thinking they have some mighty powerful shape shifting abilities hon."
"Well..." Katie sniffed, "Guess what, I am beautiful without having to do any stupid magic stuff..." She slowly leaned forward bringing her lips nearer to his. "And I hope you don't think she was more attractive than me, Daddy."
"Never baby," he just managed to answer before her lips brushed his.
She gave him several shy, dainty kisses before pulling back. Offering him a smile she whispered, "Better?"
He shook his head no. "The pain actually is a bit worse honey. I think the poison inside me senses your hesitation to kiss me... to really kiss me and its making things worse."
To empathize his point the professor pointedly thought of his lips becoming swollen and cracked.
Katie was staring at him her mouth agape. "What is it Kate?"
"It's your lips. Just now they swelled up real bad and are cracking. Just as we were talking. Geez, it must hurt?"
"It does hurt. Bad, honey. Varcolacs, I read once, somewhere, are known for their poisonous kisses." It was a lie, but, of course, she would have no way of knowing this.
"Poisonous huh. Well my kisses are magical. Let's see what is more powerful... the bitch's poison or your daughter's magic."
This time she kissed him, more aggressively, before pulling back. "Better?"
"A bit, but Katie sweetheart, I have to confess the Varcolac after she made herself look so beautiful it... it caused me to lose my head a bit and I was kissing her back. It's been a long time since I have been with a woman. No one since your mother. You understand what I am saying?"
"Yes. What can I do?"
"Can give me just a few more nice kisses and this time would it be OK if I..." He paused. Reaching out her took her hand in his and squeezed it before whispering, "Kiss you back. I think I need to baby since I was kissing her."
Katie looked at him for a long moment saying nothing. He wondered again if he overplayed his hand, but then she nodded her head once, and whispered, "You can kiss me back if you want, Daddy."
They kissed. Nicely. Their lips coming together, parting, and then together again several times. The quiet bedroom filled with the light smacking sound of their kisses. His hands actually floated up her back and to her bra. He desperately wanted to undo it but at the last moment he pulled back. Too soon. It's still too soon.
Sadly, he had to break off their kisses. To do otherwise would risk all his plotting thus far.
"Honey that was nice. I think my lips are healed."
Leaning in closer, she peered at his face. Her heart was racing from his kisses. She had wanted more!
"Yes, you are right, Daddy. All better, I think."
"I guess we showed her huh sweetheart." He reached out, stroking the side of her face tenderly. "Now, please, hurry, crawl in bed next to me. I really think I can sleep in peace now with you next to me and looking so beautiful."
Turning her back to him, she nestled her body up against his as he carefully wound an arm around her mid-section.
"I love you so much baby," he whispered pulling her tight against his body.
"Mmm, I love you too, Daddy," she breathed back.
She tried to stay awake, wanting to remain vigilant this time, but sleep soon over took her. The professor happily dozed off knowing what must happen next-- the young pretty lamb was ripe for the plucking.
After maybe an hour or so of peaceful slumber, Katie suddenly jerked wide awake. Her daddy was talking in his sleep. "No, please, no... you can't... oh God, don't stop." He started to moan but as Katie listened closer his moan was not one of pain-- but of pleasure.
"Daddy, are you OK?" She pushed on him lightly but his only reaction was to mumble something while trying to turn away. Grabbing his shoulder, she shook him harder sensing something was not right. "Wake up!" she hissed at him before all hell broke loose.
Her father moaned louder, this time in pain she was sure, before she watched as his dark figure was literally tossed out of the bed like some kind of rag doll. He hit the wall with a loud bang before sinking down to the floor.
In a panic, Katie reached over and flipped on the lamp. Twisting around, she spied her father slumped against the wall. The sheet, dragged by him when he was tossed from the bed, was still wrapped around his lower body while his naked chest was exposed.
She jumped off the bed, and crouched down to the floor. His eyes were open but glazed over. All over his chest and tummy were a crazy mess of scratches and small bite marks.
He looked utterly dazed and confused and was mumbling something she couldn't quite make out. After leaning closer she could just make out what he was saying, "Never get between a dog and her meal."
His eyes turned to her, pleading for help. "Come on Daddy, can you stand? I will help you back in the bed."
He surprised her by trying to push her away. "You need to leave me to my fate honey. Leave me to her. She owns me now."
"Shhh, that is not true. I am here and I am going to help you." Snaking one arm under him, she heaved upward with all her strength. With just a little help from him, she managed to get him back into bed, but not before getting a bit of a shock.
In the process of wrestling him off the floor and onto the bed, the sheet fell off his lower body. She stared for a brief moment before turning away. His boxers were ripped wide open in the front and hanging in tatters from his waist. His manhood, large and at least semi- erect, swung ominously down, as Katie pushed him up on the bed while trying to not let her curious eyes wander back down there.
After getting him in the bed, she hurriedly arranged the sheet so it covered his lower body and then settled down next to him.
"Daddy, what happened? You really scared me," she whispered.
"Katie, if you don't want any more frights tonight you had better leave now."
Swallowing her panic at the mess her daddy was in, Katie took a deep breath before making her voice as calm as possible. "You are right. I am going to leave now, but only long enough to refill the wash basin with fresh water and get a new wash cloth. As I am cleaning you up, again, you are going to please tell me what happened."
"Yes, of course, Katie," he managed to mumble as she hurried out of the room. After closing his eyes and reclining his head back against the pillow, he smiled, happy at the way he used his new found powers to forcefully toss himself out of the bed. It was quite the convincing act he just put on for his daughter.
"This is getting ridiculous," she mumbled as she re-entered the bedroom ready once more to render first aid to her bloody and torn father. She was carrying a second wash basin, in addition to the one filled with warm water. The second one was filled with soapy water and contained a large sponge.
They were both quiet as she placed the wash basin down on the nightstand next to the bed. After dipping the fresh wash cloth in the water, she whispered, "Jesus, you are such a mess, I don't even know where to start."
"You will figure it out hon, but I really think you should consider retiring to your own bedroom for the night."
"Are you for real?" Katie commented as she dipped the sponge into the soapy water. "No way am I leaving you, but just save telling me about your dream until after I am done cleaning you up. I need to concentrate on what I am doing and I am guessing your story is going to be disturbing."
Without dawdling, Katie gently cleaned first his face, and then his upper chest, and then on down to just above his navel where the cuts and abrasions stopped.
"Are you done, honey?"
"Yes, unless there is more cuts and scratches on you elsewhere." Slamming the now bloody wash rag back into the clear water she whispered, "The bitch really did a number on you huh?"
"I have a couple cuts elsewhere but let's take a break so I can tell you what happened in that god awful dream, or whatever it was, while it's still fresh in my memory."
"OK," Katie replied anxious to hear about his dream while at the same time dreading it.
"I know you are a bit naïve about the sexy stuff Katie so try and not be shocked with what I tell you."
"I can handle it Daddy and I'm not just a bit naïve about sex, actually, thanks to mom and, what did you call it, my innate shyness, I am really naïve about the sexy stuff."
"Yes, your innate shyness. A quality which I adore in you by the way."
"Thanks but anyways all that doesn't mean I ain't old enough or curious enough to hear about... stuff."
"Good then listen so we can figure out what to do next."
"I'm not leaving you like you suggested earlier, Daddy. Just so you know that!"
"Well, we will see about that after you hear what I have to say. So in my dream I was walking with you in some dark forest down a path, we were holding hands and both happy and then all of a sudden the Varcolac, my Varcolac, my big ugly looking Varcolac, springs out from behind some bushes. She knocked you away from me, and then when I jumped to your defense she slammed me against a tree, knocking me out."
"I came to at some point feeling really dizzy and was being carried over her shoulder... like some... some fucking sack of potatoes. I twisted my head around just enough to see where we were going. Up ahead was what appeared to be a small hut, well lit, in the dark forest. I guess I must have passed out again because the next thing I remember was waking up on a bed. I assumed she carried me inside the hut and to the bedroom. I was laying on my back on a bed and she was looming over me, bigger and uglier than ever. She growled first, before saying in plain English, "You are mine now professor... especially your manhood."
He paused to look at his daughter. "Do want me to continue?" he asked gently.
Katie nodded her head yes.
"OK. Without warning she reached down and ripped open my boxers. I shut my eyes fearing the worse and then... I felt an incredible warmness surrounding me... down there."
"Down there as in... down... there," Katie whispered while pointing to her daddy's crotch.
"Yes down there and I was... well excited. You know hard, Katie. Very hard. It felt so good her tongue, her mouth all over me..."
"So I am guessing she had made herself desirable again?"
"Yes, her hair was long and dark, her skin milky white and utterly smooth. She was wearing some sexy black lingerie that showed off a... well, a rather curvy and voluptuous body."
Katie couldn't help it. Jealousy was flooding her heart as her daddy described how the once hideous Varcolac had transformed herself into a beautiful, sexy woman.
"And then what happened?"
"Actually there is not much more to tell. She was giving me oral pleasure, stopping just long enough to beg me to come in her mouth. You know what that is, honey... when a man comes?"
"Yes, I am not that naïve. It means when he, like, ejaculates the white gooey stuff... right?"
"Yes."
"She wanted you to do that in her mouth?" she asked her innocence showing.
"Yes, very much so apparently as, like I said, she was begging me to do so." The professor astutely observed the face his daughter made knowing, later on, it might take some convincing for her to agree to what needed to be done.
"And did you?" Katie asked almost angrily.
"No, thanks to you. I mean I was about to but then you suddenly were at my side. Shaking me awake. The beautiful woman instantly changed back to being a hairy beast and let out a growl. She clawed at my chest, and then at my face as you tried to wake me up. Next thing I know, I was being flung threw the air and landed against the wall with a thud. I woke up to find you hovering over me."
"That is insane, Daddy. I thought you would be safe with me dressed pretty and in bed next to you?"
"I thought so too baby but maybe this creature, well maybe she is not that easy to put off and that is why I think its best you leave me to her... before you get hurt. I am starting to rethink my position on that. I mean she was really angry when you suddenly appeared."
"Never get between a dog and its meal."
"What?"
"You said something like that several times as you were coming awake. Yeah, I think I know what it means now."
"Exactly and that is why you should leave. Now, before it's too late. Just go to your room and shut your door tight. I will give myself over to the demon for the night. I no longer think she wants to kill me but instead she wants to feed on my..." He shrugged his shoulders smiling wanly at his daughter. He was unwilling to finish the thought figuring it was more dramatic that way.
"Manhood, Daddy. That is what she wants. She wants you to make the cum in her mouth."
"I think you may be right sweetie. So you see why you have to leave. If we let her have her way, then I think I might survive this. I mean she might leave me alone after she is done."
"Or maybe want more and more..." Katie got up gathering up both of the wash basins. "I need to change the water before I finish washing you up because I am not leaving you."
A minute later Katie was back and sitting on the bed. Both wash basins were filled again and sitting within easy reach on the nightstand.
Nervously, she started to pull down the sheets so she could wash his lower belly and thighs wondering if his penis would be exposed under the torn boxers like before. She both hoped for-- and against this-- as the sheet slowly slipped down and off his body.
She let out a shaky breath. Her father's boxers were adjusted just enough so they covered his manhood.
After carefully washing his stomach and thighs she dropped the wash cloth back into the basin. "There, done," Katie said before asking, "What now?"
He looked away, closing his eyes, feigning embarrassment. "I just can't ask you to do anymore, especially what needs to be done next."
"Why? What needs to be done next?"
"Something, but maybe I should do it myself even though..." He paused, pretending to be almost too ashamed to continue. Finally, he said, "If you did it, I think it would send a strong message to this Varcolac bitch about who I really belong to honey."
"So I will do it. What needs to be done? Just tell me. I can handle it."
After a heavy sigh he whispered. "Her scent is all over me... down there."
"Down where?" she innocently inquired. "I washed you up good everywhere."



At first he said nothing, only staring at her before finally whispering, "Did you wash..."He pointed, his expression deadly serious. "Between your daddy's legs. Her hands were all over me, her mouth... I was inside it remember? That, more than anything, marks me as hers... but if you could be brave, real brave you could maybe undo it."
"H-how," Katie asked. Even though she asked "how", Katie knew what her daddy was asking of her, and just the mere suggestion left her nearly shaking with apprehension... or was it anticipation?
"I will just say it plainly, sweetie. You need to take off my boxers and wash me down there... thoroughly. Can you be a big girl and maybe do that for your daddy? Please. I think if you really show the Varcolac, despite your sweet innocence, which she hates, especially when you show it off to me, you are willing to do this, it might really help."
After a long pause, where Katie chewed on her lip nervously, she responded with a soft "yes".
Purposefully averting her eyes, Katie carefully pulled his boxers down only to find her eyes kept betraying her. They inadvertently flickered over to his crotch, with her first real look at a man's penis sending her innocent heart racing.
Taking a deep breath, she picked up the wet wash cloth and soap while Roger watched with hungry eagerness. His cock was already growing semi hard in the hopes he could get his curious young daughter to do the unthinkable: after she was done washing him up-- finish things with a happy ending!
As Katie carefully maneuvered the soapy wash cloth up and down his growing manhood he let out a long sigh before whispering, "Oh sweetie, you are doing so good."
"I am?" she innocently whispered back as she felt his penis growing ever harder under the soft, warm wash cloth. Moving the washcloth down, Katie let it slip off her daddy's cock and down to his groin.
Trying to avert her eyes, and failing, she observed how big and hard her daddy's cock was now, all apparently from the tender washing up she was giving it.
Trying to focus her thoughts on less wicked things, Katie looked away while quickly washing up his groin and testicles before she quietly announced, "I think I am done, Daddy?"
"Already baby. You didn't have to hurry so much you know."
"I didn't?" she answered back.
"Well, I mean, what you were doing, earlier, washing me down there that was real nice and... well, you know, it felt real good."
Remembering how her daddy said the Varcolac hated her sweet innocence Katie dropped her voice to a shy whisper and inquired, "Is that why it's so... so big and hmm, hard now, Daddy?" she asked with exaggerated innocence. "Coz I was washing it up so nicely with my wash cloth."
"Yes, sweetheart," he said. Reaching out to her with one hand, he brushed the side of her face with his fingers. "You got it all nice and clean while making daddy feel real good, and best of all you got rid of her scent down there, but now sweetie can you be really, really brave for your daddy and do something else."
"I can try," she said.
"While you got rid of her scent, or her mark if you will, now you have to put your mark on me... down there. Can you do that?"
She nodded her head yes saying, "Tell me how."
"Just... well, ahh, you have to put your hand directly... on it, honey. You know in order to put your own scent, and your mark, on me. Can you do that for me? Can you actually touch it for me... with your bare hand?"
Katie hesitated slightly. She appeared to be mulling things over. Finally, her mind made up, she slowly reached out with one hand extending it toward his mighty cock as she whispered, "How should I touch it. I mean, how should I put my own mark on it, Daddy?"
"Just wrap your hand around it, and, you know, move it up and down. Get the palm of your hand a little wet honey. It will help put your scent on me while you are touching it. Use your saliva hon."
He watched, trying to control his excitement as his daughter slowly brought her hand to her mouth. She first licked the palm of her hand up and down, and then all around, several times before turning it up and spitting in it.
"That's a good girl. Hey, I know, pretend your daddy's big cock is a new toy and you are playing with it for the first time sweetie. Now show that Varcolac bitch I belong to you, yeah, show her how much daddy's little girl likes playing with her big new toy."
"Like this Daddy?" Katie innocently inquired as she wrapped her moist hand around his thick eight inch pole.
"Yes sweetie, now just move your hand up and down like you were with the washcloth and please... please baby, don't be in a hurry."
"OK, Daddy," Katie softly responded as she started to carefully move her hand up and down.
Roger watched his young daughter with half lidded eyes. She was staring at his cock, her hand wrapped around it tightly, with a look of intense concentration --while patiently moving her hand up and down.
After a few blissful strokes she whispered, "Am I doing good Daddy, putting my own mark on you?"
"Oh God, yes honey, but if you really want to mark me as your own use both hands... here." He reached out grabbing her free hand. "Make it into a cup and slip it under here sweetie."
Katie allowed him to guide her hand down to his testicles where she cupped them gently in the palm of her hand.
"That's it hon. Now real gently jiggle your daddy's balls in your hands as you move your hand up and down... faster maybe this time."
Katie obediently complied with her daddy's request, maneuvering her hand up and down his incredibly big-- and super hard-- cock while jiggling his balls.
The professor sighed contently. All the wolf's scheming was finally paying off.
"Boy Daddy," she exclaimed softly, "my new toy is really big and hard."
As she carefully picked up the speed, Katie watched with quiet fascination, amazed at how she was making her daddy squirm and moan with just the gentle touch of her hand.
"Am I still doing good, Daddy?" she asked sweetly while already knowing full well the answer.
"Oh God honey, that feels so good, don't stop... please"
"I won't Daddy. I wanna make you feel good and besides I really like playing with my new toy... its fun." Just as she said this she used her fingers to gently push his penis down so it was flush against his lower belly. She held it there for a quick moment before suddenly pulling her hand away. His cock sprang back into its former upright position like it was spring loaded causing her to let out a soft giggle.
"Mmmm... you are having a good time playing with it huh baby."
"Yeah, let me try it the other way."
Pulling it the opposite way she held it again for a few quick moments before releasing it. This time, it was like a catapult being released as his mighty cock sprang back into place from the opposite direction, eliciting another soft giggle from her.
Roger sighed as she flip flopped between using her hand to cause the spring loaded effect and the catapult effect-- while giggling the whole time innocently.
"Listen honey," he said reaching out and touching her face. "Would you be willing to try and play with it nicely until where daddy can make the cum, sweetie? Will you be willing to do that? It will make her so jealous I think."
"Yes, I wanna see that," she whispered back before adding, "and I wanna see her jealous too."
"Wrap your hand around it honey and start to... you know, like you did before you started really playing with it."
"OK, Daddy," she whispered.
Moving her hand up and down, she again felt all powerful as she watched him begin to squirm.
"That's it honey keep going," Roger panted as Katie picked up the pace.
Working diligently, Katie worked her hand up and down while switching speeds, she was a fast learner, as the professor fell back on the bed still watching her with half lidded eyes.
A few more soft swipes of her hand, up and down, slow then faster, along with the tender way she was using her other hand to gently jiggle his balls was pushing him toward a monumental climax.
What finally sent the professor over the edge was when she started whispering to him, so very softly and sweetly. "Come on Daddy, make the cum for me please. Pretty please, for your little girl, Daddy. I wanna see it."
"Oh Christ," he moaned softly under his breath as his legs began to shake as a prelude to him exploding.
Katie titled her head, staring at his cock intensely, while stroking it up and down. She sensed what was about to happen but still, when it did, it took her by surprise.
First, he let out a loud moan, almost a howl of sorts, before his cock, like an erupting volcano, jetted out a huge load of the white gooey stuff.
"Oh my God," Katie gasped as she tried to stifle a small giggle. She failed, giggling like a school girl, before whispering, "Oh yeah, I think I did it!"
The professor said nothing at first. The absolute intensity of his orgasm literally took his breath away. Later on he would learn it was just another wonderful side effect of his newly found powers.
A few minutes later, the mess cleaned up, the professor pulled the sheet over the both of them as father and daughter snuggled together enjoying a quiet moment before Katie finally broke the silence.
"She should leave you alone now huh Daddy? I mean, you are marked as mine now right?"
"Shhh, don't worry about that now hon," he whispered, "let's just enjoy cuddling peacefully while we can."
About ten minutes passed while they snuggled quietly and already Roger, having his daughter's lithe little body pressed up against him under the sheets, was sporting a semi erection. Normally, it should have taken a man of his age much, much longer to become aroused again but there was truly nothing normal about the professor now... especially when it came to the sexual stuff.
Roger raised up in the bed. "What is wrong?" the now overprotective Katie immediately asked.
"Honey, remember the scratches all over my lower belly and thighs. You washed them up but you did not heal them with any of your magical kisses, baby. Can you do that for me? I have tried to ignore it so I wouldn't have to bother you anymore but they are really starting to hurt."
"Yes, I remember," Katie softly answered as she pulled the sheet down just far enough to reveal his wounds. "Don't be silly, Daddy. It's no bother, just lay back and relax, and let your little girl work her magic."
After her daddy relaxed his head back against the pillow, closing his eyes, Katie slowly dropped her mouth to what appeared to be a pronounced set of claw marks on his lower belly, still convinced her kisses were full of magic. Mixing in a few swipes of her tongue, along with several delicate kisses, she carefully worked her way up and down the trio of scratch marks dotting his lower abdomen.
Her delicate tongue licking up and down his lower belly, and then on down to his thighs, nearly made the professor lose control. He desperately wanted to use one hand to force her mouth down further while using the other to yank open his boxers to show his daughter how big and hard he was-- already again--giving her something really nice to kiss.
The wolf whispered in his ear too aggressive professor, let her slowly discover the treat that awaits her. He backed off, comforted by the singular thought this scenario would be played out again... but just a bit lower.
Katie peered down at her daddy's lower belly. All traces of the previously ugly claw marks were completely gone. She looked at his thighs, which had been dotted with several scratch marks. All gone.
Katie was still having a hard time believing how her kisses healed him up so completely but yet, just as before with his face, the visual evidence was undeniable.
"See baby, I told you, love and beauty can defeat even the dark power of the Varcolac. Now I have one more small suggestion if you want to ensure I am protected fully."
"What is it Daddy?" Katie asked sitting up.
"I want you to pull the sheet down sweetie."
"You mean..."
"Yes baby. You need to see it."
"OK," Katie answered.
Reaching out with a single finger, she patiently pulled the sheet covering her daddy's lower body down.
The tent pole sticking out from under her daddy's boxers told Katie all she needed to know. "Y-you are big and hard... again. Geez... already, Daddy?"
"I am baby. Your kisses, your magical kisses, so close... I couldn't help it, but there is something you need to know." Dropping his voice to a low whisper while concentrating on making the change he told her, "Pull it out and look closer at it honey. Go on, do it."
After carefully pulling down his boxers, Katie leaned down, peering intently at her daddy's large cock. It appeared, unlike before, to be a rather angry looking bright reddish color.
"You see it baby? How red it is and how... big and hard."
"I do, but what does it mean? Not the big and hardness, I understand that now, but why is it so red?"
"Red is the color of pain sweetie and believe me it hurts. What you did, with your hand, down there, made the Varcolac bitch angry so she cursed me. I nodded off for just a minute, not long, maybe just a minute or so, but she told me something. Told me she cursed me."
"How?"
"Every time I get hard, like this it will hurt, unless I'm big and hard for her. I was in her mouth remember so... you know it means my... well down there still belongs to her."
"But I put my mark on you, my scent... with my hand. I thought that was supposed to, you know, make you mine."
"Katie, sweetie, while what you did, with your hand, was super nice, but I'm afraid a hand can never compete with a mouth for making a man feel good and for putting their mark on him."
Roger watched her intently. Her breath seemed to catch in her throat. She understood what he was asking.
"What if I..." Katie stopped her innocence not allowing her to continue.
He would finish her thought for her. "What if you had your daddy in your mouth baby?" Is that was what you were going to ask?
She nodded her head yes.
"At the very least you could kiss it and make the pain go away honey. Can we start with that? It's getting worse."
Again, after a long pause, she answered with a quiet, "OK, Daddy."
"That's my good girl," the professor whispered to her, his heart thumping with uncontrollable excitement as he watched her lower her mouth to his raging erection.
Katie, starting at the base, tenderly applied a small smattering of kisses to her daddy's massive erection. Moving patiently, she carefully kissed her way up, and around, his cock. Holding it upright in her hand, she could feel the giant thing quivering.
Without really thinking what she was doing, she let her tongue loose. It slithered out, gently caressing the sensitive backside of his cock.
"Oh Christ honey that feels good," the professor hissed as her curious, youthful virgin tongue carefully licked up and down the entire shaft of his cock.
Katie was soon filled with a growing sense of power mixed with desire. The power came from the obvious way she was making her daddy feel good, he was moaning and squirming more than ever from her tender attentions to his manhood, and the desire, that was something, being so naive, she could not quite explain, but it was there.
Lifting her head up after applying one last long lick to her delicious "ice cream cone" she smiled softly at him. "Is your little girl doing good, Daddy?"
"You are honey but can you..." What he was about to suggest would have been unthinkable a mere few hours ago, before the attack that is, but things were wholly different now. "Put it in your mouth and suck on it for your daddy."
She stared at him for a long moment before whispering, "I will try."
Katie lowered her mouth to the tip of his cock. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath before slowly taking him into her mouth. Moving slowly, she carefully sucked on the tip of his penis before opening her mouth wider and taking more of him.
"Hmm, that is good honey. A little more. Use your tongue some honey."
Inspired by her daddy's gentle encouragement, Katie pulled back just a little before lashing her tongue out and around the tip of her daddy's cock causing him to let out a prolonged moan.
Alternating between soft tender licks, and some sloppy sucking, Katie had her father rushing headlong to another powerful orgasm. Having an inspired thought, she started to use her hands to stroke him up and down in conjunction with sucking on him.
"Can I... Can I..." The wolf inside wanted him to ask the question but still his human side was resistant as it was such a "wicked" thing to ask.
Katie helped him out. Lifting her head up, she looked at him. "Can you make the cum in my mouth. I think that is what you wanted to ask. Yes, Daddy if you want."
Then she went to work. Really went to work that is. Dropping her mouth, taking him inside her deeper, she decided, more than anything, she wanted to taste his white gooey stuff. Maybe it was because of the way he mentioned to her earlier about how the Varcolac bitch wanted him to come in her mouth and she prevented it, but regardless of the reason, Katie wanted to taste her daddy.
Eagerly she began to suck his cock. Her hand and mouth, working in perfect conjunction, conspired to turn her daddy into a quivering, moaning mass of man putty. The power she was now holding over him was intoxicating.
Roger was near. Not able to resist, he reached down with one hand grabbing one of her twin pony tails. With a reckless forcefulness just bordering on being too much, he forced his sweet, young daughter to take more of his hardness deeper into her mouth.
Katie responded like the good daughter she was by not complaining-- how could she anyway with a mouth full of cock! Knowing her daddy was starting to loss control, which could only mean he was close to making the cum, Katie began to suck on his cock with a hopeful expectancy she would soon be receiving her desired treat.
Her mouth flew up and down the big, hard shaft as she took as much of him as she could. Finally, she felt his legs quivering as her tongue whipped out and around the bulbous head of his penis once again.
Opening her mouth, she swallowed him deeper into her once innocent mouth as she dropped her hand to cup his balls like she did earlier. Jiggling them tenderly, she suckled on his cock like it was a pacifier and was rewarded within seconds.
Roger grunted once before issuing her a quiet warning. "Baby... Daddy is going... going to... to... come."
When her mouth filled with the warm cum Katie, not knowing what else to do, simply swallowed it, before raising up to look at her daddy.
Roger couldn't think what to say other than a simple, "That was nice baby."
Cuddled under the sheets once more, they slipped easily into a spooning position. Despite the night's wild adventures, with her daddy's powerful arms wrapped tightly around her, Katie felt a simple peace overtake her.
She was just dozing off when she felt her daddy nuzzling on her neck.
"Hmm, Daddy that tickles," she whined softly.
"Well how about this," Roger whispered as he carefully began to rain a series of soft, gentle kisses down upon her neck. "Better."
"Oh yes," she sighed.
Katie allowed her Daddy to feast on her neck for a quiet minute or two before pulling out of his embrace.
Sitting up in the bed she turned to him. "Are you safe now, Daddy?"
"Almost... I think."
"Almost only. Why what--"
"Shhh" he hissed. Dropping his voice to the quietest of whispers he said, "She is watching yet. And listening. Looking for any signs of weakness in our love after what happened."
Katie opened her mouth to speak, but he hushed her up with a simple touch of his finger to her mouth.
Pulling her closer to him, he brought his mouth to her ear. Whispering, he told her what must happen next. "We have to show her our love knows no restraints, Katie."



"How?" she whispered back.
Pulling back slightly he turned her face to his. Their lips were mere inches apart. "I need to make love to you sweetie. Here... now. Only then will I be truly safe."
"Daddy I--"
Whatever protest Katie might have wanted to voice was washed away when her daddy crushed his lips against hers. "I need my baby," he breathlessly whispered while carefully maneuvering her onto her back.
The professor quickly found the exact spot on his daughter's neck which would turn her to jelly. He attacked it with a series of passionate nibbles and kisses sealing the deal. Katie was reduced to mere putty in his arms before he even brought his lips back to hers.
"I love you sweetheart. Let Daddy show you." Gazing down at her he brushed his fingertips along her smooth cheek before lowering his lips to hers.
Katie sighed before kissing her daddy back. They spent an exorbitant amount of time exchanging sweet breathless kisses before he flipped her around so she was on top of him.
"Raise up baby," he softly commanded her.
She rose up onto her knees straddling him as she sat on his tummy. Katie observed how her daddy's eyes were focused directly on her chest. She instinctually knew what he wanted.
"You want me to take off my bra, Daddy?" she asked.
"Yes, sweetie."
Katie leisurely reached behind her before patiently undoing her bra. Their eyes fixed on each other as she slipped the bra off and let it fall to the bed.
"Do you like them Daddy? They aren't very big." she asked.
"Oh honey they are simply gorgeous." the professor responded. And they were. His daughter's perky little boobies, she wore a B cup, were like a pair of fun size treats to the professor's wide staring eyes.
"Can Daddy touch them sweetie?"
"If you want," she shyly answered before adding, with all the innocence of a young lamb, "They have never been touched before."
"Don't worry Daddy will be extra gentle with them sweetheart."
True to his promise to be gentle, the professor reached slowly out to stroke his young daughter's virgin boobies before tenderly cupping her deliciously firm tits in his hands. Using both of his thumbs, he flickered them across her nipples causing her to let out a pronounced sigh. Tenderly massaging her tits, while continuing to tease her nipples with his thumbs, caused Katie to squirm as she sat on top of him.
"Lean forward baby, daddy wants to shower his baby's boobies with tender little kisses."
Katie fell forward, supporting herself with her hands, allowing her small tits to fall in her daddy's face. His tongue whipped out, attacking her previously untouched nipples with a sweet tenderness, causing Katie to moan with untold pleasure.
He slipped his hands around behind her, kneading her tight little ass as his mouth went to work suckling each of her tits in his mouth, one after the other.
Katie was starting to wiggle and shake as she sat easily on his tummy indicating to the professor it was time to commence with a full on frontal assault.
He was ready to lose control anyway from feasting on those virgin tits. With her only warning being a half grunt, half growl from him, Katie found herself being easily manhandled. Flipping her around, and onto her back, the professor fell on her tits with a barely contained animalistic fury.
His tongue lashed out several times, slurping loudly at her now fully erect nipples. Dialing back his desire momentarily, he let his mouth hover over one small bite sized tit, before opening wide and suckling the entirety of it into his ravenous mouth.
Katie closed her eyes to the savagely gentle assault, lost in a world of once unknown pleasures. She opened her eyes looking down just in time to see her daddy's mouth slipping down and off of her tits. He was kissing his way southward-- undoubtedly heading for that heretofore uncharted territory between her legs.
Squirming with near uncontrollable excitement as she felt her daddy's tongue swirling ever downward, Katie whispered in a voice dripping with innocence and sweetness, "Are going to take them off Daddy... your little girl's panties so you can play with her sweet little pussy cat?"
The professor took a deep breath before answering. The answer he wanted to give her was to reach down and literally tear the stupid little things off her body -- that is what the wolf inside of him wanted-- but fortunately he exerted just enough control over the beast to let his fatherly instincts rule-- for now.
"Yes baby, if that is alright with you?"
"I don't mind," she said.
Reaching down the professor patiently pulled her panties down and off of her body before tossing them aside.
Turning his attention to the treasure trove of delight awaiting his still hungry mouth, the professor stared down at his daughter.
His eyes slipped to between her legs. He could observe nothing as the Katie, shy as always, was keeping her legs tightly shut.
"Come on honey, spread your legs for me, little girl. Don't be like that."
"I'm just shy Daddy," she replied in a soft whisper before adding, "Can you do it? Can you spread my legs for me?"
"Of course," Roger responded as he reached down to carefully spread his daughter's thighs wide open.
Dropping his mouth down, he now used his exceptionally large tongue, another gift from his shape shifting ability, to lap at his daughter's cunt making her whimper. Any doubts about her wanting more were erased when he pulled back slightly, just enough to break contact, causing her to let out a desperate whine. "Daddy, more please, pretty please, don't stop. I am begging you."
When he didn't respond right away, instead raising up to smile at her, Katie began to wriggle while tangling her hand in her daddy's long, thick hair trying to force his mouth back down between her legs.
After a brief struggle, where she continued to quietly beg him, he complied. His tongue slipped up and down the once unspoiled folds of her delectable pussy, causing the bedroom to be filled with her soft moans.
She tasted divine as the professor added a finger and a thumb to the fun and games. Using his thumb, he swirled it around her clit several times before carefully using one finger to penetrate her for the first time causing her to let out a low hiss.
Pushing his finger ever so slowly deeper inside of her, she was, of course, incredibly tight, the professor displayed a super sweet tenderness to his daughter allowing her to relax.
"Oh God, Daddy that feels soooo good," she whispered as his tongue dipped and swirled, over and across, and then under, before gliding sideways and down again, across her tight little snatch box.
Closing his eyes, he flickered his tongue, like a cat lapping up milk, into her wet pussy while still working his finger in and out ever so carefully. Katie was thrashing and squirming mightily indicating she was approaching an earth shattering orgasm.
The professor rose up onto his knees. Knowing the size of his enormous erection would be too much for her, he quickly focused his mind on shrinking it down to a somewhat more manageable size for her.
"Honey I want you to be in control so you go ahead and get on top of your daddy..."
They quickly changed positions as she straddled him.
Gripping her firmly around the waist, he helped gently lowered her onto his appreciably smaller cock.
"Daddy loves you so much baby," he whispered gazing up at her.
"I love you too... so much Daddy," she whispered back as she let herself sink down onto his hard manhood.
Katie let out a pronounced moan as she was penetrated for the first time by a man's cock. Dialing back his lust, the professor simply laid back allowing her to control the action.
She went nice and slow, gingerly pushing herself down, and back up again, allowing his penis to penetrate her slightly deeper each time.
Reaching up he fondled her tits while Katie got used to his size. Presently, she started to bounce up and down faster on him.
"That's it baby... let yourself go honey. Hmm, good," he whispered to her as she started to pant while riding his cock.
He let his hands slip down to grip her hips helping to propel her up and down. After several quick and hard pumps, making her moan loudly, the professor was worried about losing control. Using his hands to push up on her, he let her slip out of him.
"Try just rubbing your pussy along me honey," he said.
With her daddy's expert guidance, Katie snuggled her hips down so her tight little cunt was snug up against his hard shaft.
"Oh God that feels good," Katie panted as she slid her hips back and forth, propelling herself along the entire shaft of her daddy's super hard cock. After a good half dozen times up and down the length of her daddy's hardness Katie was beginning to shake and quiver. He knew she was near.
"Oh that's it baby... come for your daddy, baby girl. Come on... that's a good girl."
Katie's moans filled the bedroom as Roger brought his hands up again, playing with her tits, while his daughter slid back and forth along his cock, propelling her way to a powerful orgasm.
After several loud moans, her breath coming in shallow little gasps, Katie collapsed down into his arms.
Holding her tight, he moved his mouth to her ear, "Did Daddy make his little girl come?"
"Yes, I think so... it was like wow. Hmm, what about you? Did you do the coming thingy?"
"No baby, but it's alright."
"No its not," she said raising up. "I need to show the bitch I can do it. I want you back inside of me and... I am going to make you come."
"OK but it might hurt a little hon... me being inside of you enough to where I come. I might, you know, have to go a bit harder than last time... if you really want me to come. Do you understand that?"
"It's OK. I can take it. What do you want me to do?"
"Hmm, let's see, I think the best way will be like this... It's called doggy style."
Katie was on her fours, gripping the headboard as the professor maneuvered behind her. Bringing his cock up to her pussy, he slowly pushed himself inside of her.
Moving patiently, he pushed in and out of his daughter, once more filling the room with her moans. Katie gripped the headboard tighter shutting her eyes as her daddy began to pump his hips forward harder and faster.
Reaching down, Roger fondled her small tits gingerly while grinding his cock into her. He did this several times, slowly, before picking up the pace. After hearing her let out a pronounced moan, the professor paused, pulling his cock out. He sat there, letting it rest at her doorstep, while he contented himself by playing with her boobies.
Finally she turned to him. "Go on Daddy," she started out sweetly before her voice turned to a low growl, "Fuck your little girl harder. I can take it. Please, I need your big cock inside of me. Please Daddy, fuck me, pretty please I--"
With a loud grunt Roger drove his cock--hard--into his daughter. She let out a loud whimper as her whole body shook from the powerful hammer blows she was now receiving from her daddy's cock.
The whole thing, the whole fantastic wonderful experience of fucking his daughter, with a reckless lack of restraint, was making him lose control. The orgasm building inside of him was closing fast.
Within seconds Katie could hear her daddy grunting, almost animal like, while he slammed his cock into her over and over again. Although each time was harder than the last, Katie gamely took her hard fucking, even as her whole body began to shudder.
After one final hard thrust, the professor let out a feral like howl, shooting a huge load of cum inside his daughter, before flopping down against her.
"I did it huh?" Katie whispered as he wrapped his arms around her.
After kissing her on the forehead, he whispered back. "You did baby."
They awoke cuddled in each other arms sometime later, both more than a little content on how everything turned out. Unknown to the professor they were being watched... by the Varcolac. The same Varcolac which bit Roger in the woods earlier.
As the professor would find out, all too soon, to his ultimate pleasure, the story he thought he was totally making up to seduce his daughter contained elements of truthfulness to it he was yet to fully comprehend.
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Vicky Hall was always being pranked by her mischievous son, especially on the best day of all for pranks: Halloween.
This year as September turned to October, Vicky started making plans for a Halloween prank to pull on her son. The prank would revolve around the two of them spending Halloween night in the allegedly haunted house up on Spyglass Hill.
The abandoned house was for sale, having just been put on the market, and it just so happened the listing agent was Vicky's best friend, Angie.
Angie, after three days of being pestered by her friend, reluctantly agreed to give Vicky access to the house for the evening. Vicky, of course, swore they would not do any damage to the old house and no one would be the wiser they spent the night there.
Her son, Conner, would be only more than happy to accompany his mother for the evening as he was, as she put it, a "freak" about anything concerning the supernatural. In fact, his life's ambition was to be one of those famous, so called, ghost hunters.
Everything fell neatly in place when Vicky was able to talk Seong into going along with her wicked plans for the evening. It would cost her a neat thousand dollars to secure the services of the pretty Korean dancer with the hot body, but if her plans bore fruit and she was able to, in her own words, "scare the hell out of my son" the grand she was spending would be well worth it.
Vicky worked as the night shift manager at a strip club downtown which featured a good half dozen strippers of Asian descent. Seong was the third dancer she talked to about the "personal services" job she needed to have performed on Halloween and was a near perfect fit for the role.
The house on Spyglass Hill, a rambling two story, five bedroom affair, was allegedly haunted by the legendary Lady in White.
What happened at the house nearly forty years ago was well documented. Allan Brentwood III, a widower, lived in the home then. He had three sons, the oldest, Conrad, was eighteen when the nasty affair went down.
Mr. Brentwood, shortly after moving in, hired a nanny to help care for the two younger children, aged five and seven. The thirty one year old nanny, Hana, was from Korea and extremely easy on the eyes. She also possessed an exceptionally shapely body featuring a pair of well rounded, nicely sized, breasts.
As it turned out, sadly for all concerned in the end, the senior Brentwood fell deeply in love with his nanny, but the problem was Hana was interested in someone else -- Conrad.
Four months passed with Conrad and Hana outrageously flirting with each other before they finally ended up in Conrad's bedroom. Sadly, they picked a day when Allan unexpectedly came home from the office early.
He was just about to enter his bedroom when, from down the hallway in the direction of Conrad's bedroom, he heard some giggling. It sounded like Hana. Curious, he slipped down the hallway quietly. The door to his son's bedroom was partially open.
Peeking inside his was at first shocked, then angered to see Hana, decked out in some extraordinary sexy, sheer white two piece lingerie, and her son fooling around on his bed.
Mr. Brentwood was in high spirits upon coming home thanks to the three Jack and cokes he downed at the country club before making his way home. For the past few months, Allan had been lavishing Hana with expensive gifts while being extra charming with her. Sadly, he thought maybe he had a real shot of winning the sexy nanny's heart.
Seeing his eldest son in bed with her blew all those dreams to hell. Conrad, after spotting his dad, they didn't really like each other much, in the doorway snapped at him, "Jesus Dad, get the fuck out of my room!"
Allan was a bit ill-tempered to begin with and when he had been drinking, especially the whiskey, it was look out below. A wild fight ensued between father and son with poor Hana caught up in the whirlwind. Trying her best to break up the fight, Hana ended up dead for her troubles when Allan pushed her violently. She fell backwards, striking her head on the hard marble topped dresser.
Conrad and Allan continued fighting, both of them unaware Hana lay bleeding a few feet away.
When they finally noticed and called 9-1-1 it was too late. She died there in the bedroom. Two weeks later, an inconsolable Conrad, he was deeply and hopelessly in love with the nanny, took his own life while Allan was tried and convicted and went to prison.
Over the past forty some odd years, the house had three different families living there with each of them reporting seeing a mysterious figure, the Lady in White wandering the house, especially Conrad's former room, in search of something . . . or maybe it was someone.
After the last family moved out, the house sat empty for nearly a year when it fell into Angie's lap. Knowing how her best friend's son loved anything related to the supernatural, Angie naturally informed Vicky of how she was tasked with trying to sell the house on Spyglass Hill haunted by the infamous Lady in White.
Unlike her son, Vicky did not believe much in ghosts but that would not keep her from using the house's reputation to prank her son.
Vicky spent the weeks leading up to Halloween perfecting the script Seong would use to scare her son on Halloween night. In a matter of perfect symbolism, Conner would be turning eighteen on Halloween. Yes, the same age as the unfortunate Conrad.
October 31, Halloween
Vicky came bustling home from the office. She was late and in a hurry to get going. "Come on Connie, let's go. It's already eight o'clock and our Uber should be here any minute. I'm not even going to have time to change. You know it's a good half hour ride out there, plus we have to stop and pick up the food on the way. And a bottle of champagne as I wanna celebrate your birthday in style."
"Yeah, yeah, Mom," Conner grumbled as he stuffed what he would need for the night: toothpaste, toothbrush, cologne, deodorant, a pair of flashlights, and a sweatshirt into his small overnight bag. He didn't much care for his mom's pet nickname for him, "Connie", but as usual, with all things concerning his mom, he gave her a pass.
Nearly thirty minutes later, the two of them were dropped off by their ride in front of the house. Vicky decided against driving to the house themselves for a very simple reason. When explaining her reasoning and how it would be more fun--and scarier--if they were trapped in the old house with no easy means of escape-- like by just going outside and hopping in a car and driving off.
The house sat off by itself a good half mile from its nearest neighbor and on this cold, rainy Halloween night, escaping by foot from the house, if it came to that, would be an uncomfortable option.
In order to increase their feeling of isolation, Vicky also suggested they leave their phones at home. Again, Conner agreed. Just as she was unlocking the front door, Vicky turned to her son, telling him, "You know Angie told me the power is not on here so we will be relying on my candles and your flashlights for light, Connie."
"Hmm, all the better to see some ghosts in a dark abandoned house with no power. I would not have it any other way," he happily retorted.
"Me neither," Vicky told him as she pushed open the front door and they entered the dark house.
Conner played his flashlight around the inside of the gloomy living room. It was devoid of furniture except for a single large sofa.
They spent the next twenty minutes or so using the two flashlights Conner brought exploring the house. It was partially furnished, with some rooms being nearly empty, while others had a full complement of furniture.
"Why didn't the last people that stayed here take all their stuff," Conner asked as they headed down the hallway toward Conrad's bedroom.
"From what Angie told me they left in a bit of a hurry. Apparently the Lady in White did not much care for them and scared the hell out of them . . . or so the story goes as told to Angie."
Conner paused before the last door on the left. "This was Conrad's room. Where it happened . . . where the Lady in White was killed, Mom."
"Oh really. Hmm, let's take a look inside huh."
"Hey Mom, before we go inside, inside the lair of the infamous Lady in White, I have to warn you of something."
"Go ahead," Vicky said with a smile. God bless his heart, true to form, her son was about to try and scare her.
"Once we enter her lair there will be no turning back. We shall have revealed ourselves to her and will be at her mercy . . . especially since you know, on Halloween, the spirit world is closer to our world than any other day."
"Oh really. Hmm, if you are trying to scare your mother Connie it's not going to work."
She started to turn the knob on the door to enter the room when he put his hand on hers. "Wait stop. I'm not done yet. You are in danger, Mom. You must understand this."
"Stop messing with me, Son. How am I in danger? So far this house doesn't seem all that creepy. In fact, it seems downright normal if you ask me."
"Yeah, well it only seems normal because you don't really believe in ghosts, Mom. You are not in tune to the spiritual world like I am. And now listen to my warning and take heed. You do know that the spirit world is drawn to beauty so . . ." He paused, giving her his most charming smile.
"So . . ." she said, prompting him to finish.
"So I'm just saying . . . you could be in trouble tonight since you are . . . you know beautiful."
Vicky felt herself flush from her son's charming little compliment, before she quietly admonished him. "I think maybe you are just saying that Connie."
"No I mean it, Mom. You still are very pretty and . . ." Again, he paused, not sure if he should finish his thought.
And what?" Vicky said slightly exasperated at having to draw it out of him.
"I was just going to say you are still pretty and are in real nice shape . . . you know for your age."
"Thank you I think," Vicky said, blushing again.
It was true. Conner thought his mom, with her pretty blonde hair, ocean blue eyes, and angelic face, the one that always seemed to have a bright smile on it, was damn near perfect. And when you added to the mix her bombshell body, Vicky was more than just your average mom. She was--indeed-- the stuff of forbidden fantasies.
Thanks to a fanatical daily workout regime, coupled with a strict diet, the 5' 2" 116 pound Vicky still, even into her mid-thirties, owned a terrific body. Her abs were firm and nearly fat free as was her thighs and ass, but they were nothing compared to her pride and joy -- a pair of awesome, all natural, sizable set of tits. Sizable enough where Vicky needed, when she bothered to put one on, to wear a size 32 G bra.
Vicky had developed young, and learned young, how to use those big tits of hers to her advantage. At the age of seventeen, nearly a year after Conner was born, she used a fake ID to get a job at a local strip joint. Her and Jack, Conner's father, were planning on getting married soon and needed the money. And the money-- did it ever come rolling in as Vicky seemed to be a natural at the strip club.
She had a friendly, outgoing over-the-top personality to match her oversized, over-the-top boobs, and the men at the strip clubs just ate her up. She continued in the stripping business until she was almost thirty when, after getting her college degree in business management, she finally had enough of the sleazy business up on the stage and retired from dancing to become a manager at the club.
Wanting to hear more, Vicky leaned forward, giving her son her most fetching smile. "So you think your mom could step down from her lofty management position at the club and go back to stripping if she so desired."
Now it was Conner's turn to blush. The truth was he had, not often but a time or two anyways, thought, or maybe fantasied might be a better way of putting it, about his mom, up on stage, stripping. In his fantasy though she was not stripping at the club, in front of a bunch of asshole guys, but stripping someplace private, like his bedroom maybe, just for him.
He hesitated before answering, wanting to say something charming but the best he could come up with was the simple truth. "Only if you wanted to make a whole shitload of tips, Mom."
"I will take that as a simple yes," Vicky replied. "Now your warning has been duly noted so let's have a look inside shall we?"
Hand in hand, they entered the bedroom. A quick wave of their flashlights revealed Conrad's former room still had in it a queen size bed, two nightstands flanking the bed, and a tall dresser.
"Well nothing much to see here now but an ordinary bedroom," Vicky said.
Ordinary or not, Vicky did feel an odd tingling sensation, like they were being watched, but she quickly dismissed it as nerves because Conner was right-- she did not really believe in ghosts.
Spotting the closet, Vicky hurried over to it, wanting to check it out to make sure there was no surprises inside, like it being maybe stuffed with so much junk Seong wouldn't be able to hide in there comfortably.
Pulling up the door, she poked her head inside before waving her flashlight around the gloomy interior. It was large and still filled with some clothes. Conrad's former bedroom must have last belonged to a girl though as the leftover clothes in the closet consisted of some dresses and skirts hanging from a long closet rod on one side, and on the other side, also hanging from a long closet rod, were a few pairs of jeans, a couple blouses, a jacket or two, and a good half dozen brightly colored scarves.
Satisfied the closet would do just fine as a hiding spot for her crime partner, Vicky quickly shut the door and joined Conner back out in the hallway.
"OK, I'm hungry so let's go back downstairs Connie and have your champagne birthday dinner."
Conner agreed, allowing his mother to lead him back down the stairs.
After reaching the kitchen, Conner spied the door leading down to the basement. "Should we explore the basement now?"
Vicky glanced at her watch. "No, not yet, let's eat first hon. Like I said, I'm hungry."
"Sure," Conner replied.
There was a very good reason why Vicky put off exploring the basement. It was not time yet. According to her cleverly worked out plan with Seong, she would enter the house, very quietly, via the unlocked front door at exactly 9:45 pm. Just before then, Vicky would led the unsuspecting Conner downstairs to the basement to explore it, allowing Seong time enough to slip up the stairs and hide in the last bedroom on the left hand side of the hallway-- Conrad's old bedroom, where Hana died so tragically those many long years ago.
Vicky and her son enjoyed a quiet candle light dinner of Chinese food and champagne where they made small talk before the conversation turned serious.
"Well Connie I hope you aren't too disappointed in having to spend the night with your old mother on Halloween and your eighteen birthday."
He was about to take a bite of an egg roll when he sat it down. "Look mom, first of all you aren't that old. You are what like forty."
"Ha, I'm only like thirty six pal and if you are trying to butter me up hon, it's not working."
"Well speaking of buttering you up, try this on for size." Reaching out, he was feeling a bit carefree and reckless from the glass and half of champagne he had shared with her already, he took her hand and squeezed it tight. "You are the best mom ever for taking me to this creepy haunted house on my birthday."
"Really, you think the house is creepy. I mean it's not some old falling down mansion like you see in the movies. If anything the house seems rather . . . normal and maybe even boring."
Glancing at her watch, she saw it was almost 9:35. "OK so let's finish up eating and go explore that basement and then after that we are going to go up to the bedroom where the Lady in White allegedly hangs out the most and I'm going to tell you a ghost story."
"Sounds like a plan."
"But first before we go down there I gotta use the bathroom," Vicky told him as she weaved her way out of the kitchen, the champagne leaving her feeling more than a little tipsy. On her way back from the small bathroom downstairs she made a quick detour to the front door, making sure it was unlocked.
Entering the kitchen, she said brightly, "OK let's grab our flashlights and go explore the basement, Connie."
The basement was dank and dirty and full of discarded furniture, knickknacks and old exercise equipment. Although there was really not much to explore, Vicky made sure they lingered down there allowing Seong time to get inside the house and upstairs to her hiding spot in the closet.
After going back upstairs to the kitchen, Vicky, surmising getting Conner a bit more tipsy would only set him up all the more to be scared, suggested they share a final glass of champagne before heading upstairs to the bedroom, where she would share her ghost story with him.
The single glass of champagne, turned into two though as they sat at the kitchen table simply enjoying each other's company, and by the time they made their way up the stairs they were both feeling no pain. Just in case they wanted to feel even less pain, Vicky filled the champagne bucket she bought with ice from small cooler she also brought along, before stuffing the still half full bottle inside the bucket.
Once inside Conrad's former bedroom, Vicky cast a furtive glance over at the closet. The door was cracked open slightly. She had made sure to shut it earlier so that could only mean one thing: everything was going according to plan and Seong was waiting already in the closet to pop out at the prescribed moment and scare the living shit out of her son.
At first, she was worried Conner might want to go over and check the closet out, but instead, maybe because of the champagne, he seemed only interested in sitting down on the bed and relaxing.
Vicky hurriedly spread a group of four large pillar candles out on both of the nightstands, lighting them as she went.
As she was lighting the last of the candles she told Conner, "I hope you don't mind but I sort of assumed you would be wanting to sleep in the same bedroom haunted by the infamous Lady in White so I paid Angie a couple bucks to take the time to go to the mall and buy some new sheets and a new quilt for the bed here . . . I mean in case you were going to show your mom how brave you are by actually spending the night here in the bedroom . . . all by yourself."
Conner, actually, much to his own surprise, felt a bit apprehensive about spending the night in this room . . . all alone . . . but he was eighteen now, and not some scared little boy who was too afraid to sleep alone in some stupid bedroom, even if it was--allegedly-- haunted by a ghost.
His apprehensive came from a feeling of being watched, almost as soon as they entered the bedroom. It was a feeling he couldn't shake, despite his best efforts to ignore it.
Bad feelings or not, Conner's natural male pride prevented him from doing anything other than putting up a brave front and saying, "Of course I'm brave enough to sleep here by myself, Mom . . . yeah, especially since you were thoughtful enough to make sure the bed has clean sheets . . . I mean there is nothing more scary than a bed with dirty sheets huh?"
"My thoughts exactly hon," Vicky replied as her neat little plan to prank her son clicked along, especially since he now agreed to spend the night here in the room alone.
She repressed a smile as she thought of how Seong, by now, should have changed out of whatever regular clothes she had been wearing to travel here and was now hiding in the closet, dressed in some sort of sheer white sexy lingerie, waiting to scare the hell out of her son. Vicky was very specific in her instructions to Seong: whatever lingerie she picked out, it had to be both sheer and white to match what Hana was wearing when she died, and to match the tall tales told afterwards of how she haunted the house still wearing the same thing sexy lingerie.



The scary part would come when Conner witnessed the Lady in White, dressed so sexy and showing off such a nice shapely body, but yet, at the same time, would appear so very fucking scary looking, thanks to whatever realistic looking ghoulish mask Seong picked out from the Halloween store.
Vicky told her cost was no problem; she would reimburse her for any and all expenses. Seong was simply to pick out the most realistic and hideous looking mask she could find.
After getting all the candles lit, Vicky plopped down on the bed next to her son. "So I am thinking, I want my ghost story I'm about to tell you to be as scary as possible for you . . . since, you know, you are so interested in scary movies, and ghosts, and all that other supernatural stuff."
Conner thought for a moment before answering. "Well we have some things right so far. I mean the setting, or the atmosphere is pretty good for the telling of a scary ghost story."
"You mean like how we are all alone, in a big old abandoned house, out in the middle of nowhere, on a cold rainy night, with no chance of escape, no way of communicating with anyone, and the house we are in is allegedly haunted by the beautiful, yet scary and infamous Lady in White. Oh and its Halloween to boot."
"Now that you put it like that I guess the atmosphere is actually more than pretty good for your story. It's actually nearly perfect."
"Hmm, nearly perfect. What could make it more perfect? You are the expert, Connie. I mean you have seen about every single decent scary movie ever made."
"Yeah, well, there is a couple more things we could do to like . . . improve the atmosphere."
"Tell me what then," she prompted him.
"Well, it's really all about making yourself both vulnerable and attractive as possible to the monsters or ghosts or whatever might be after you. The more vulnerable you are, the more you will put yourself in a position to be scared . . . to be a victim."
"So how can we make ourselves more vulnerable Conner for when I begin telling my ghost story? You must have an idea or two from all those horror movies you love watching."
"Let me see. There are two things actually in any decent scary movie that potential victims do to place themselves in a more vulnerable position. Now on the flipside, generally there is one thing a potential victim might do to save themselves."
"So tell me first what potential victims do to make themselves more vulnerable to attack."
He gestured to the nightstand where the bottle of champagne sat. "Haven't you noticed how the victims in scary movies have often been like . . . partying?"
"You mean like drinking or doing drugs."
"Exactly," Conner replied.
"Well we definitely have the drinking part covered and since I am fresh out of drugs to feed my young son I guess that will have to do . . . but hey . . . doesn't it follow the drunker the potential victims are the more vulnerable they are?"
"Yes, of course."
"Well," Vicky said as she reached over and grabbed the bottle of champagne. "One more shared glass of champagne could only make us all the more vulnerable . . . right hon?"
"Hmm, sure," Conner replied. He was secretly thrilled his mom was wanting to get even a bit more tipsy as, yeah, she tended to get real friendly, and sometimes, a little touchy-- feely when she got drunk.
After filling up the glass of champagne, Vicky was about to take the first sip when he said, "Wait . . . before you drink maybe I should tell you about the other thing that makes people vulnerable in scary movies."
"Sure hon."
"OK, well, I have noticed that the victims, especially the female victims are two things: both pretty and scantily dressed."
"I guess we are batting five hundred, maybe, in that department as I am not very scantily dressed, considering this is my professional business attire I am wearing since I didn't have time to change after getting home late from the club tonight and as for being pretty . . . I guess I will leave that up to your discretion."
Conner smiled at her. "I am not sure what my discretion tells me, but I know what my eyes, for sure, tell me."
"And what is that?"
"That my mom is a very good looking woman who would make a rather attractive target for any ghost or monster."
"Hmm, and would she become an even more attractive target . . ." Vicky stood up, stripping off her suit jacket. "If maybe she was not so . . . ahh, overdressed."
Bringing her hands to her blouse, she flashed him a sly smile before she started to unbutton it. "Let's see if your theory holds any truth about the scantily clad, good looking women always drawing the scary things to them like moths to the flame."
Conner simply could not believe his mother was starting to strip in front of him, but then again, she was a bit drunk so . . .
He watched as she slowly stripped off her white blouse. She almost seemed oblivious to him, as if she was in her own little world, and maybe she was, after all, she had been a stripper some many years ago before getting her college degree and moving up into management.
As his mom slowly peeled off her blouse, revealing a sexy black lace bra underneath, one thing became certain to Conner: his mother still possessed a great set of tits.
Almost sadly, he had precious little time to admire them before she turned her back on him. Reaching around, Vicky patiently unzipped her dark gray skirt. After her skirt hit the floor, he found himself admiring his mom's fleshly ass shown off so very nicely by the matching black lace thong she was wearing.
Turning back around to face him, she hit him with another beguiling smile as she whispered, "There honey, now the pretty woman is scantily clad so, according to your scary movie logic this should help attract the ghost you so desperately want to see."
"I . . . yeah, I mean . . ." Conner was stammering as his mom stood there boldly facing him in her sexy as hell underwear, "It . . . it can't hurt."
"Now speaking of getting hurt what it that one thing you said that potential victims could do to save themselves."
"Yeah . . . that, well I have noticed in most scary movies if someone acts all sweet and innocent they sometimes are spared. I mean, it just seems like the really sweet characters in a horror movie often are the ones that survive."
"Well then since I am such a prime target because, as you said, I am a very good looking woman, and I am obviously scantily dressed, I guess I better start acting all sweet and innocent and I think that applies to you too, Connie . . . you know, just in case, that wicked Lady in White is lurking about watching us . . . unseen and just waiting for the right moment to attack us."
"You know Mom, I don't think you should joke about that. I mean, she could really be here you know." He dropped his voice to a quiet whisper. "I get the sense we are not alone in this bedroom, Mom."
"Really? That is the exact same way I feel," Vicky whispered back to him. "That we are not alone and that we are in a bit of danger."
Vicky did her best to suppress an evil grin, knowing Ms. Seong, dressed up as The Lady in White, was waiting in the closet to scare her son. She would only be waiting until Vicky left him alone for the night and then . . . Boom she would pop out of the closet with her scary mask in place, hopefully giving Conner a nasty little Halloween/birthday surprise.
But in the meantime, Vicky would indulge her son's lust for scary movies by playing along with all his suggestions.
"So what should we do? Maybe start acting all sweet and innocent, Mother?" Conner asked.
"I think that would be a very good idea and you can start by stop calling me 'Mother'. It's way too formal. It would be much sweeter, I mean you would look much sweeter and more innocent, to anyone watching or listening, if you started calling me 'Mommy' like you used to when you were so young and sweet and innocent."
"OK . . . Mommy . . . I can do that. What else?"
"Well, I think along that theme of when you were younger and sweeter I do remember how I used to tuck you off to bed, after helping you get undressed, and then after reading you a nice bedtime story, I would kiss you good night. I think it might look real sweet and innocent if we relived a bit of our past and did just that again."
"Yeah I remember that. That was nice and sweet but, Mommy, I'm not so young anymore. I mean I'm eighteen and too old to be tucked into bed, too old to have you help me get undressed and too old to be read a bed time story."
She stroked his face gently with one hand. "Nonsense on all three counts honey. You may have turned eighteen today, but your Mommy still regards you as her sweet, innocent little boy . . . even if it's not true in reality, in my heart it will always be that way. So . . . stand up."
She helped him to his feet.
"You really wanna do this?" Conner asked.
"Yes, baby, I do," she whispered before leaning in close to him. She brought her mouth up to his ear whispering, "We must put on an illusion of innocent for our watcher honey."
Pulling back she stared at him seriously. "Right?"
"Right, Mommy," he whispered back to her.
Raising her voice, she said aloud, "Now before Mommy tucks her innocent little boy off to bed she needs to help get him undressed. At least down to his underwear anyways."
"I don't know, Mom usually it's only the women who are . . . you know . . . half undressed."
"Hmm, well honey, this is our movie, so let's blaze a new trail shall we."
Not leaving any doubt to how serious she was, Vicky boldly started to undo her son's belt. "Besides," she whispered, "I can't tuck you off to bed fully dressed . . . can I?"
Conner was in somewhat of a panic as he murmured his agreement. While not totally hard from seeing his mom in her bra and panties, he was more than a little firm down there. He sighed as his mom continued to fiddle with his belt while hoping the semi-erection he was sporting would not be too noticeable in the pair of briefs he was wearing. He could only imagine his mom's reaction if she spotted how obviously excited he was down there, but then again, his mom was anything but normal so who knew what her reaction might be.
"Mom . . . Mommy I mean, I can . . . I can get undressed myself."
"Yes, I suppose you can, hon . . ." she said as she began undoing his jeans, "But letting me undress you adds a bit of both innocence and excitement to things . . . don't you think . . . now Shhh and let mommy finish undressing her little boy before she tucks him off to bed and tells him a bedtime story."
Vicky did, in fact, notice how nice and firm her son appeared down there, and deep down inside it excited her greatly, even as she made it a point to look away.
Conner stood there in his underwear, watching his mom patiently pulling back the blanket and sheets on the bed. The whole thing seemed totally surreal as she helped him in the bed and then tucked the covers up around his neck.
"Now since you are older and a bit mature I think maybe you can handle hearing a scary bed time story . . . maybe a ghost story even. You like ghost stories right baby?"
He nodded his head yes as he watched her settle down on the bed next to him.
After blowing out all the candles but one, Vicky took a minute to collect her thoughts as she pondered just what to tell him. The whole time she sat there thinking, Conner found his eyes drawn to those big, delicious tits of hers. Lucky for him, she seemed totally unaware as to where his eyes had settled as she started talking.
"OK so here is the story. It's called The Lady in White. Once there was this house, abandoned and forgotten mostly as it sat all alone up on Spyglass Hill. Well one dark Halloween night a pretty young mother, her name was Vicky, and her doting son, his name was Conner, were returning from a Halloween party they attended out of town when their car broke down. Neither of them could get a signal on their cell phones so they decided to make the long trek back to the nearest town. But as they walked the night turned stormy with the sky opening up and drenching them both. In the not so far off distance, the young boy spotted a shimmering light coming from an upstairs bedroom of an otherwise dark house. What he spotted was the House on Spy Glass Hill but, unfortunately, since they were from out of town, neither the boy nor his mother knew of the house's wicked reputation.
When the boy cried out, "Look Mom, a house. Up there on the hill. Maybe they will let us use their phone to call a tow truck. Let's go . . . we need to get out of the rain and cold."
She foolishly agreed and a good ten minutes later, mother and son, both thoroughly drenched by now, were inside the house, gaining entrance, after they determined the house sat empty and abandoned, through a busted out lower window.
It did not take them long to figure out the old rambling wreck of a house had been abandoned for some time. Making their way up the creaky old steps, the mother leading the way, holding up a lit match she retrieved from her purse, they entered a long hallway."
Vicky paused, leaning over she grabbed the bottle of champagne and refilled the glass. After taking a small sip, she offered it to Conner with a gentle smile. "You like Mommy's story so far honey?"
"Yes, you are a good story teller. I can't wait to hear the rest."
Conner took a big swallow of the champagne and was happy to see his mother polish off the rest of it in two large, greedy gulps.
"Hand in hand, they started to make their way down the long dusty hallway, trying each door as they went. Each was solidly locked . . . except the last door on the left. Upon entering the bedroom, they found it to be remarkably clean and dust free. The room was empty of furnishings except for a large bed with a pair of nightstands flanking it. After crossing the room, toward the bed, they could just make out the dark outline of several large pillar candles spread out nicely along each of the two nightstands.
Vicky wasted no time in getting the candles lit, casting the bedroom in a soft romantic glow. Testing the bed with her hands, Vicky found it to be nice and firm. Leaning down, she pulled the blue checkered quilt back to find the sheets to be both clean and fresh.
Looking at her son, she said quietly, "The bed is nice and soft honey and is clean so if you don't mind, I mean I'm really tired and cold, maybe we could both get out of these wet clothes of ours and crawl into bed. If you want, maybe you could even put your arms around me and warm me up some as we snuggle under the covers.
The dutiful son nodded his ascent as they both began to get undressed. Conner tried his best not to spy on his mother as she stripped off first her simple white blouse before struggling out of her tight Levi's but he basically failed as his restless eyes kept darting over to his mother. He liked the sexy black bra and matching lace panties his mom was wearing and was once again, after she got undressed, reminded of what a great body his mother had . . . especially her big tits which he found simply mouthwatering."
Vicky paused to gauge her son's reaction to her story. It was as expected. He appeared to be blushing, and maybe squirming a bit, under the covers. Contented with his reaction, she continued her "fictional" ghost story.
After they got settled under the covers of the bed, they began to cuddle close together in an effort to get warm quicker. Soon both were growing desperately tired. "Are we going to sleep here, Mommy?" the boy murmured.
"You want to hon? I, for one, do as I feel quite contented with your arms wrapped so tightly around me." By now, quite naturally it seemed, they had fallen into a tight spooning position with him on the outside.
"So do I," the boy whispered back.
"Well, how about a good night kiss first baby, before we both drift off to sleep," she asked.
Conner, who faithfully never missed an opportunity to bestow a kiss upon his beautiful mother, of course, agreed.
She twisted her head around to face him, planning on kissing him sweetly on the cheek but somehow, it was almost as if there was a gentle guiding force at work directing her kiss, the kiss instead fell on his lips with Conner dong little to dissuade it from being placed there.
Vicky, going with the flow, simply kissed her son, once and then a second time, before trying to pull back. Neither had noticed the flowing ghostly figure in sexy white lingerie slipping out of the closet and gliding across the room toward them. Neither had noticed as that same glowing white figure settled itself down lightly on the bed next to Vicky, but what the mother did notice as she tried to break away from kissing her son a third time-- directly on the lips-- was that there was now a soft, gentle hand, its fingers tangled deeply in her hair, keeping her from pulling away.
Their first kiss on the lips had been nice, the second even nicer, but a third would be dangerous. The mother knew this. She had drank too much champagne that night at the party and it had left her feeling both desperately reckless and . . . horny. Yes, indeed a third kiss would be dangerous so she tried to pull away but couldn't-- not with that maddening gentle hand at the back of her head keeping her not only in place, but asserting just enough pressure to push her lips more firmly against her son's.
Conner did little to stop things. He had always had a secret crush on his mother and being kissed by her--on the lips--was nothing short of a dream come true."
Again, Vicky paused, casting a sly glance at her son, even in the dim candle light, she could see he was blushing something fierce, before glancing over at the closet. Vicky thought she was telling her story in just a loud enough voice for it to carry across the room. Hopefully, with the closet door now partially open, it would allow Seong to hear her naughty little bedtime story to her son.
Vicky, had heard the stories about the Seong, about how she was a bit of a freak when it came to the sexy stuff, so if anything the story might actually turn the girl on a bit, adding maybe a fun dimension to when she came out of the closet to scare the unsuspecting Conner.
Clearing her throat, Vicky continued her story. "The soft smacking sound of their lips parting, and coming together, over and over again, soon filled the bedroom. Again, neither noticed the bed shift as the Lady in White settled on the edge of the bed right next to Vicky. The weight came from the Lady in White's uncanny ability to add, or take away, substance from her body as she saw fit.
Vicky felt a hand stroking her hair, before the silence of the room was broken when a feminine voice whispered aloud, "Do you mind, either of you, if I join in."
Vicky jerked, as did Conner. Breaking off their kiss they both stared at the ghostly figure of the Lady in White. She was utterly beautiful and totally sexy, dressed in her see through white two piece lingerie set.
"Hmm, let's start with you," the Lady in White murmured as she reached out to Vicky. "I don't think you son would mind seeing us kiss."
The assessment was very much, of course, true as what horny young teenage boy would not like to see his pretty mother, whom he had a secret crush on, being kissed by another beautiful woman . . . even if that woman was indeed, wholly not of this world.
But as the drunken mother, seemingly more than a little willing to kiss this mysterious stranger, pursued her lips while closing her eyes, Conner excitement soon faded. The once beautiful stranger was morphing into something hideous as she moved her now swollen, misshapen mouth toward her mother. Casting a quick glance up at the boy, the stranger smiled, revealing a mouthful of razor sharp teeth.
Conner screamed, "Mom, Nooo." Reaching out, her yanked her back, and then pushed her off the bed as The Lady in White let out a piercing yowl at having her meal snatched away from her at the last second.



"Mom," Go!" Conner said pushing his mother off the bed as he bravely angled his body between it and his mother.
"Honey, no," Vicky said as she stumbled to her feet.
"Go, save yourself," he implored her as he recklessly threw himself at the ugly creature with the sharp teeth and misshapen, worm eaten face.
Vicky could not leave her son. She advanced toward the bed but as she did, Conner managed to twist himself out of the grasp of his attacker. Leaping off the bed and onto the floor, he grabbed his mother, pushing her toward the door.
Once they reached the door, Conner pushed his mother out into the hallway. Crying out, he said, "Run and don't look back, Mom. I will be right behind you."
Then the door slammed shut and she was alone in the hallway. She started to obey her son and hurry down the hallway but didn't get more than ten feet before she stopped and hurried back. He was supposed to be right behind her. Where was he? She rushed back to the bedroom door, pounding on it, as she twisted and yanked at the handle to no avail. On the other side of the door she could hear noises, animal like, passionate like, and it made her blood run cold.
Steeling herself, the mother slammed her shoulder into the door. Hard. She felt it give just a little. Bracing herself, once again, she was in sheer panic by now, the mother hurled her whole body against the door. The door let out an audible creak this time but still held. Pissed off now, Vicky once more slammed her body against the door and was rewarded when the old wooden door gave way allowing her to burst inside the room.
She stood there frozen to the spot. Staring. Her son was naked on the bed--doing the unthinkable -- doggy style in the middle of the bed. The Lady in White twisted her head around between moans as Conner gave her his love, over and over again. She smiled at the mother before hissing, 'The boy belongs to me now, bitch.' Poor, poor Vicky, upon hearing this, upon seeing the thing's toothy, wicked grin . . . fainted dead away and when she awoke some ten minutes later all she could find of her son was his underwear. The end."
Vicky smiled at her son before running her fingers lightly through his hair. "So what did you think of your Mommy's bedtime story, honey."
"That was some story, Mommy and scary too." It was all her could think to say as his mother sat there with a self-satisfied little grin on her pretty face.
"Well I hope you liked it, but now Mommy is going to take the candle and go downstairs and sleep on the sofa."
Conner said nothing as his mom picked up the candle and started to cross the room toward the door. She was almost out the door, when Conner, he simply could not let her leave, cried out. "Mommy . . . are . . . are you really going to leave me here, alone, in the dark?"
She paused at the doorway. Holding the candle aloft, she could just barely see him across the room. He looked scared. Repressing yet another smile, she said, "But honey I thought that is what you wanted. I mean, you told me earlier, on the way here tonight how bound and determined you were to actually see the Lady in White. Well, being alone in the dark . . . in the bedroom she died in, no less, don't you think that will increase your chances of seeing her?"
"I suppose . . . but I . . . ahh, am thinking maybe I really don't want to see her so much after all."
She crossed the room toward the bed. Sitting down on the edge of it, she whispered, "Hmm, I think someone's story about the Lady in White and her misshapen face and sharp teeth scared some little boy huh?"
"Maybe," he replied softly. "Can't you . . . stay with me? Please . . . at least until I fall sleep maybe."
"Hon, where would I stay? There is no place to sit here for me to watch over you."
"You . . . you could get in the bed with me . . . I mean . . . if you want."
"I could huh? Maybe you would let me snuggle you so tightly under the covers this one last time . . . if I agree?"
"Yes, pretty please Mommy, I agree. You can snuggle me . . . that sounds nice. Please, pretty please."
Vicky noted the desperate tone in her son's voice. He really wanted her to stay with him, even if it meant crawling under the covers with him. The thought of being in bed with her eighteen year old son sent quiet shivers up and down her spine while resonating deep within her soul.
The truth was, like all good mothers, Vicky was afraid of losing her son to adulthood; the sad truth facing her was he simply would not need his mommy anymore, but now, here he was pleading, begging even, for her to crawl in bed with him, where they would snuggle lovingly under the covers.
It was something she simply could not resist, but first, she would have to take care of something.
"OK, your mommy will crawl in bed with her baby, but first let me check on something OK?"
Vicky deciding she could not have their moment ruined by her wicked plan to prank him, would pop her head in the closet real quick and call the whole thing off with Seong.
"Sure, but hurry please."
"I will baby," she murmured as she crossed the room toward the closet, holding the lit candle in her hand, but before she could get a couple steps away Conner spoke up.
"Can you leave the candle . . . please?"
"Sure hon," Vicky replied as she turned and sat the flickering candle back down on the nightstand next to the bed.
She quietly pushed open the partially open closet door a bit wider before popping her head in. Dropping her voice to a low whisper so her son would not hear, she said, "Seong, I'm calling it off. Wait a few minutes until everything is quiet and then sneak out. I will still pay you in full anyways . . . OK?"
The closet was so dark she could barely see inside but as she quietly whispered to her would be partner in crime, she thought she discerned a shadow moving in the darkness over in the far corner of the large walk in closet. The shadow appeared to be clad in white, which, of course, fit the game plan of Seong wearing some kind of white lingerie to imitate the infamous The Lady in White.
Then from the same spot deep in the closet came a quiet voice, "Yes, Mrs. Hall."
Vicky noted there seemed to be something different about that quiet voice speaking to her from the dark corner of the closet. It had a certain quality to it, a longing maybe, which did not quite fit Seong's voice as Vicky remembered it, but before she had time to reflect deeper upon this anomaly, Conner was calling out to her.
"Mommy, hurry up. What are you doing by the closet anyways?"
Not wanting Conner to be privy to her planned trick to scare the hell out of him, Vicky quickly stepped away from the closet before pushing the door almost closed. "Hmm, nothing son, I was just checking to make sure there is no . . . ahh ghosts lurking in the closet that might wanna scare mommy's sweet, innocent baby boy."
Vicky quickly crossed the room, which was suddenly very chilly, more than a little anxious to get under the warm covers next to her desperate and needy son.
No sooner had Vicky crawled under the covers of the bed than Conner was pulling her close to him. "Hmm, you must really want your mommy to cuddle you hon . . . or maybe you are just scared from the scary bedtime story she just told you."
"Both I think," Conner whispered as he wrapped his arms around her.
"Well, I am glad my baby needs his mommy so very much," she said as she carefully smoothed his long, unkempt hair away from his face.
"Was Mommy's story really that scary baby?" she whispered as she pulled him tighter against her.
"Yes, enough where I don't think I can maybe get to sleep right away."
"Well don't worry about that because your mommy maybe has a little something to help make you feel nice and safe enough so you can slip off to sleep."
"What is that?" he asked almost eagerly . . . praying it would be something nice like some kisses. Lucky for him, someone was listening and his prayer was answered.
"Hmm, everyone knows a mommy's sweet kisses, applied softly and sweetly and in just the right spots, can keep scared little boys safe from most anything in the world?"
"Really, Mommy," Conner said, while altogether liking where their playacting might be taking them.
"Yes, it's true. So you want some . . . you want some of your mommy's kisses?"
"Yes," he quietly answered.
"OK, lay back, and close your eyes and mommy will shower her baby with such an overabundance of sweet kisses that no monster, or ghost, or scary thing could possibly do him harm."
Conner obeyed as he turned over on his back and shut his eyes.
Her first two kisses, soft and innocent, fell on each of his cheeks, before she planted one on the tip of his nose.
"You want more, sweetie?" she whispered.
"Yes, please."
Moving up, Vicky placed a pair of gentle kisses on his forhead before kissing both of his cheeks once more.
When she started to pull back, Conner quietly spoke up. "Can I have some more . . . please Mommy?"
Again, his voice came across as so desperate and pleading she simply could not resist.
She gave him a pair of kisses on each of his ears, followed in quick succession by one more kiss a piece on his nose, cheeks and forehead.
"There now that should be enough to protect you from anything baby," she told him as she pulled back one more time.
"Can't I have just a few more kisses? Please Mommy."
"OK but I'm afraid Mommy is running out of places to kiss her little boy . . . except maybe here . . ." Her heart raced as she dragged one finger along the length of her son's lips, wondering if he would give her the OK to kiss him there.
"There would be real nice I think," Conner said, giving her the exact answer she wanted to hear.
Lowering her lips to his, she kissed him lightly at first, once, twice and then a third time before she started to pull back.
"More," he whispered.
"More?" she responded, happy to give him more, and maybe even happier that he wanted more.
Lowering her lips to his once more, she gave him several kisses, more meaningful this time as she pressed her lips firmly against his.
After several breathless kisses, she finally managed to exhibit some self-control and pull back from the brink as things were just on the verge of spinning out of control.
Settling herself down on her back next to him, she whispered, "There you are fully protected from all harm now baby but if you are still scared maybe . . ."
Conner interrupted her. He was not really scared, never had been really, but was acting the part to see how willing, and how far, his "mommy" would go in comforting him. Now, taking advantage of this latest opening, he cried out, "I am still scared Mommy of that stupid Lady in White. I don't want her to come get me. Can you cuddle me really, really tight and keep me safe . . . at least till I fall asleep?"
"Of course, baby . . . Here snuggle up next to me and place your head down . . . here . . ." Reaching out, she snaked one hand around the back of his head, pushing it down to her chest. "Lay that adorable little face of yours, tight now, against your mommy's bosom as it's a well-known fact the safest place in the world for a scared little baby boy to lay his head is in between his mommy's breasts."
Conner's heart skipped a beat when he felt his face being pushed down, and in between his mom's big, firm breasts. Indeed, lying there, his face snuggled between her healthy, full sized tits, he did feel safe. Although he liked the way her soft bra cups felt against his cheeks, he wished the stupid thing wasn't in the way.
Vicky, for her part, felt an overwhelming sense of absolute pure love for her young son -- tinged ever so delicately- with feelings of forbidden lust. The indelicate and spicy truth was simple, yet complex: what she wanted was to do more than to just cuddle her son's adorable little face in between her prodigious breasts. What she wanted, what she truly needed, but knew she could not have, was to feel his lips brushing up against her taunt, fully erect nipples, suckling them into his greedy, desperate mouth.
With a heavy sigh she closed her eyes, trying to banish such forbidden thoughts, as she continued to lovingly stroke his long, soft hair, allowing him to feel safe enough where in a mere matter of minutes he was sleeping peacefully.
Vicky, knowing her secret desires was hopelessly out of reach, especially now that he was sleeping so soundly, soon joined him in a quiet slumber.
The room was deathly quiet as the closet door slowly creaked open and she slipped out. Pausing at the foot of the bed, she could hear both of their low breathing. Gliding up to the son, she lowered her mouth, whispering some quiet words in his ear before crossing back to one of the bedroom's far corners to wait.
Within a few minutes, Conner's eyes flickered open. He had been dreaming. The Lady in White had come to him in his dream, looking so hot and desirable in her sexy two piece ensemble consisting of a sheer white strapless bra top, which showed off an absolutely scrumptious set of large, pear shaped breasts, matched with a pair of sheer white panties. Her dark, perfectly tanned, Asian skin glowed with unearthly beauty. Her black hair was pinned up in back with a dark scarf with several loose strands hanging down, giving her a bit of a sexy motherly look.
In his dream, she stroked the side of his face sweetly before whispering, "Conner honey, can you and your mommy show me more of your love? Death is so cold and lonely. Show me more of those sweet kisses you were sharing earlier with each other. Please, pretty please, do this for me and I promise I won't show you my dark side, my scary side . . . like in your mommy's story. Can you do this for me?"
"Yes," Conner murmured.
"Good, I will be watching and expecting to see you and your mommy share your love for each other . . . And this time, don't hold back in exploring your love for each other, neither of you. Promise me . . . or else . . ."
She flashed him a malignant grin then which just hinted at, for the barest of seconds, a mouthful of sharp, evil looking teeth.
Conner awoke with a start. Lifting his head up from the warmth of his mother's bosom, he felt a cold chill crawling slowly up his spine as he spotted her in the far corner.
The dream--it was real. Conner knew this now as he also knew, without a doubt, the legendary Lady in White was real.
Reaching over, he shook his mom gently.
"Hmm, what is it honey?" Vicky mumbled still half asleep.
"She is here, Mommy."
"Who is here baby?"
"The Lady in White."
"Oh, that is just my friend . . ." Vicky shook her head, coming further awake. She almost spilled her secret.
"Just my friend? What are you talking about?"
"Nothing baby. Your mommy was still half asleep when she said that. I think I had been dreaming about a friend of mine. Now go back to sleep."
Vicky laid her head back down, falling into a fitful sleep. Maybe she would not have slipped so easily back to sleep if she knew what was in store for her with the balance of her evening passing in a drunken, champagne induced haze full of wild, sexy drama as she slipped from one naughty dream to another, never knowing--really-- if she was awake or if she was, in fact, dreaming.
The first of her naughty dreams, or at least she believed them to be dreams at the time, started off sweetly. She was being held tightly by her son from behind in a spooning position when she felt the bed shift. It felt like someone was getting into the bed next to her.
Vicky's eyes fluttered open, but all she could detect was her son's quiet breathing next to her so, closing her eyes again, she immediately slipped back to sleep and was dozing peacefully. Sometime later, she could not have rightly said how long, she felt her son kissing her vulnerable neck area. After several light, exploratory kisses, he stumbled upon the exact spot at the nape of her neck that turned her to butter.
"Hmm that feels nice, Connie," she mumbled in her sleep, "but maybe you had better stop, baby."
A soft feminine voice came out of the darkness. It was close, right in front of her. "How about this . . . does this feel nice, Mrs. Hall."
The voice was too faint for her to say for sure, but it sounded like Seong's voice. The young dancer always addressed her formerly, plus it had a slight Korean accent to it, but, then again, it couldn't be Seong as Vicky had told her to go home. Maybe the playful Seong, instead of going home, decided to stick around and do a bit of teasing or maybe she was dreaming after all.
Either way, what happened next was both deliciously fun and extremely forbidden as Vicky felt a pair of soft lips, female lips, caressing her own just as Conner's kisses all along her neck became more aggressive.
"Hmm, nice yes," Vicky murmured, deciding it must be a dream, especially since she was prone to having very realistic sexy dreams anyways.
Wanting to see just who was kissing her from the front, in her naughty dream, Vicky opened her eyes but it was too dark inside the bedroom for her to make anything out except for the vague outline of a shape next to her in the bed.
"Go back to sleep Mrs. Hall, remember it's all just a dream," the shape softly intoned to her.
Finding it easy to obey this soft, soothing voice, again it sounded like Seong, even more so this time, Vicky let her eyes fall shut again; yes, having enjoyed too much champagne made it easy.
The kissing fest continued with the feminine kisses from the front, in particular, becoming more insistent when she felt a tongue probing inside her mouth. Vicky opened her mouth wider, allowing the tongue full access just as she felt her son's hands cupping her breasts through her bra.
"No Connie . . . you . . . you can't," she whispered, but when her mild rebuke was ignored and she tried to raise her hands, planning on swatting her son's restless and naughty hands off her tits, her planned efforts were thwarted when whoever was in front reached out, taking her hands into her own.
Vicky's hands were now trapped by a pair of female hands, both strong and incredibly soft, allowing her son to continue to fondle her boobs playfully and gently . . . just as she loved.
After letting out a gentle sigh, Vicky whispered, "Oh God what is happening to me?"
"Just a sweet naughty dream Mrs. Hall. Relax and let it happen."
"But--"
Any further protests on her part was swallowed up in a wave of forbidden lust when she felt her face being turned around before Conner started kissing her full on the lips.
In between kisses, he whispered to her, "Shhh Mommy you have to listen to her or she will hurt me . . . you must . . . please. Promise me."
Before she could answer she felt a glass being pressed against her lips. "Drink," the female voice told her gently. "Go on."
Vicky wanted to protest more, especially since she knew with absolute certainly she didn't need to drink more champagne, but when Conner started to plead with her to obey, Vicky found she simply lacked the will power to say no . . . to either of them. Anyways, did it really matter as it was only a dream . . . right?
Vicky took a large swallow of the champagne and then another. "Promise me Mommy . . . promise me you will obey The Lady in White."
"Honey there is no lady in white its only my . . . my . . ." Her voice trailed off to nothing as she felt her hands being tightly squeezed, just before the previously soft female voice hissed in her ear. "Listen to your son, Mrs. Hall . . . you must obey . . . or else."
The implied threat in the voice was evident, chilling Vicky to the bone. Not in a position to do much of anything other than agree, if this was a dream it mattered little anyways, she whispered quietly, "I shall obey."
"Good," the voice in front, again sweet, told her just as she felt the glass of champagne being pressed back to her lips. "Finish it . . . quickly and keep your eyes shut."



Vicky polished off the balance of the champagne and then half fell, half slipped back under the covers, thinking they would offer her some measure of protection. They didn't.
Now laying prone on her back, Vicky found her face being twisted back and forth as it was showered by the both of them with dozens of soft delicate kisses.
All during the exchange of kisses, she felt her breasts being fondled sweetly by two separate pairs of hands. This dream she was having was indeed wicked and was about to get even more so.
The full glass of champagne she just drank down so quickly allowed Vicky to become utterly relaxed, despite the wicked things happening to her. In fact, she became so relaxed she actually felt herself dozing off again, even as her two bed partners whispered to each other back and forth.
Vicky just managed to catch a few small snatches of the conversation before she dozed off with it sounding like her son asking the other if he could, "take off her stupid bra."
A female whispered back, it had to be Seong, "No honey, she will only protest and it will wake her up some. We want her nice and relaxed for what must happen next."
The last thing Vicky' remembered of the conversation was a very dejected, "OK" coming from her disappointed son. It actually filled her heart with pride knowing how keen he was to remove her bra.
A few minutes passed, again she couldn't say with any measure of certainly how much time passed, as she continued to doze before coming awake. Somehow, she knew she was fully awake now, although her thoughts were still quite hazy and disjointed from the champagne. Yes, that last glass of champagne had really did it for her leaving her hopelessly intoxicated and incapable of clear, concise thought.
The kisses had stopped but not the maddening, sweet way they were fondling her tits. Resisting the urge to open her eyes, or protest what was happening, or even ask the simplest of questions, like was this really Seong in the bed with them, Vicky instead forced herself to fully relax while pretending to be asleep.
The fondling of her breasts finally came to an end as Vicky felt the bed shifting on both her right and left side. Where they leaving her?
She hoped not as she simply did not want to be left alone when she felt a bodily weight settle down on her midsection.
"Is this about right?" she heard Conner whisper.
"No, not quite hon, you need to scoot up just a bit more."
Knowing it was Conner now sitting on top of her, Vicky held her breath wondering what they were up to.
Curious, Vicky opened her eyes slowly. The previously dark bedroom was now awash in soft candle light. She flickered her eyes around the room, noticing how on both the nightstands flanking the bed there was a pair of flickering candles, allowing her to just make out the upright figure of her son as he sat softly on her mid-section.
Vicky's heart raced. He appeared to be fully naked. Behind him was the owner of that soft female voice. She was clad in a sheer white bra top, along with matching bottoms, equally sheer. Tied around both of her upper arms, were two pairs of brightly colored scarfs. Apparently, the same ones Vicky spied earlier in her explorations of the closet.
Her gorgeous dark hair was half pulled up by yet another dark scarf Vicky noted as the stranger-- or was it a stranger, as the woman was starting to look somewhat familiar to the champagne addled Vicky-- gently commanded, "Move up just a bit more hon so that big hard cock of yours can snuggle up and in between those gorgeous tits of your mommy's."
Vicky suddenly knew what they were planning and started to struggle, albeit only halfheartedly.
"Hmm, the mother cat is awake and is planning on denying her kitten his rightful play time," the female whispered. "This will not do."
Conner easily resisted her lame attempts to struggle out from under him by pressing the full weight of his body down upon her.
"Stop Mommy, you must relax," he whispered to her.
"What . . . what are you planning on doing to me?" Vicky cried as she finally found her voice. "Whatever it is . . . you can't honey."
"Do not engage with her Conner . . . help me first with this . . ."
Vicky watched the sexy Korean woman, it now hit her, the woman bore a striking resemblance to Seong, reach up and undo the scarf holding her hair up.
"Hold her head still now Conner," the female commanded.
Conner reached out, using both hands to keep his mom's head still as the other one make quick work of wrapping the scarf around Vicky's head securely before adjusting it down to cover her eyes.
Although unable to see now, Vicky still had her voice. "Let me go, Connie and get dressed . . . you can't . . . we can't do this . . . it was all just supposed to be a prank and the stupid girl is taking it way too far."
"Prank . . . what prank, Mom?" Conner asked.
"I said do not engage with her Conner!" the voice angrily snapped at her son.
"Yes, sorry," Conner meekly replied . . . much to her mom's disappointment as he usually, without fail, always came riding to her defense, but apparently Seong had him uttered cowed for whatever reason.
Vicky decided it had to be Seong in the bed with them . . . to think otherwise would be just too much to accept.
"We can't have her talking nonsense so . . . Help me Conner, lift her head up again."
"Connie don't listen to her," Vicky cried out desperately.
The female quickly untied one of the scarfs from around her upper arm, using it to gag the whining Vicky.
"Shhh, Mommy," Conner whispered in her ear.
"She needs more champagne . . . to calm her nerves and make her wholly complicit," the female voice said.
"Yes, more champagne," Conner added eagerly.
Vicky's muffled protests were entirely ignored as she felt her head being raised and then the scarf being pulled down from her mouth. Before she could get a word in edgewise, the champagne was being poured into her open mouth.
"Drink Mommy, drink," Conner softly implored her.
She drank just a little bit before deciding she would not give in so easily and twisted her mouth away.
Seong was now hissing softly in her ear. "I don't want to hurt the boy, he is so sweet, but I will if I must. You have to obey Mrs. Hall . . . you started this game now I am going to finish it."
The implied threat finally thoroughly cowed Vicky. Her strength was waning as was her will to fight. But even more was her need to protect her son. What if all this was not an incredibly authentic dream, but instead was real, and Seong, what did Vicky really know about her, was some half-crazy sex lunatic?
Vicky made the snap decision then to go along with whatever they told her for the balance of the night. She also made the firm decision it really didn't matter as this was all just a very convincing naughty dream and she only thought she was fully awake.
The nearly full glass of champagne was at her lips again. They gently prodded her to finish it, and wanting to make them happy, Vicky did just that, slurping down the balance of the glass in three large, sloppy gulps.
This final glass of champagne sent her careening over the edge. She was now happily blitzed, beyond belief, even going so far as to put up no resistance when she found her arms being stretched out above her head and then pushed over to the sides.
She even giggled a bit as she felt a pair of scarves being wrapped around her wrists. In a mere manner of seconds Vicky was bound by both her wrists to the two upper posts of the four poster bed. It only made her giggle all the more as she mused to herself what a truly naughty dream she was having.
Helplessly bound and gagged, her vision cut off, Vicky was truly at their mercy . . . and they took full advantage.
After helping get his mom secured to the bed, Conner was once more softly sitting on his mom's mid-section. His rock hard cock jutted out like some kind of thick eight inch spear aimed at his mom's tits.
Vicky felt a tongue lashing up and down, and all around, the exposed parts of her chest above the bra. The confident way the tongue darted to and fro indicated it had to be Seong's tongue.
As if confirming her thoughts, she heard her whisper, "Gotta prepare those delicious tits of yours for the pounding they are about to take."
She heard the woman spit loudly, and then felt the wet saliva being rubbed in, and all around, on her chest.
Vicky, despite the scarf cutting off her vision, closed her eyes anyways. She simply couldn't believe what was about to happen; or maybe, more accurately, she simply couldn't believe what an absolutely naughty dream she was having . . . and how very realistic it all was.
Vicky felt his hardness being snuggled up and in between her breasts just before the bed began to squeak softly. She felt the soft female hands pushing her tits together as her son began to pump his hips forward.
"That's it honey, fuck your mommy's tits . . . go on, fuck em harder," the soft voice implored him.
"Oh God it feels so good," Conner exclaimed as the old bed began to squeak even louder, and then louder still when Conner started to lose control.
Vicky knew her son was not only young, but suspected he was highly inexperienced when it came to being with girls so she could not imagine him lasting long.
She was right. Within a matter of ten seconds, as his thrusts got harder and more desperate, she heard the female cry out. "Wait . . . Conner not yet. Let me help as I want your aim to be true."
Vicky felt Conner's desperate fucking of her tits come to an abrupt end. Wondering why, she opened her eyes and found if she tilted her head back, while averting her eyes straight downward, she could just barely see out from under the sloppily applied scarf.
She spied her son's cock, it looked simply massive from this angle, jutting out over her tits. Wrapped securely around his cock was Seong's hand. Not surprisingly, she was moving it up and down, ever so slowly, before picking up speed.
A hand interrupted her vision just as a voice in her ear harshly snapped, "No peeking."
The scarf covering her eyes was yanked down, cutting Vicky off from anymore of her peeking, followed by a whisper in her ear.
"Tell him. Beg him to come on his mommy's tits and on that sexy bra of hers, Mrs. Hall. Please . . . for me."
Vicky felt the scarf being pulled down from her mouth giving her the power of clear speech once more. Deciding it will still be wise to hedge her bets and play along, Vicky obeyed her whispered orders.
Making her voice as sweet as possible, Vicky told her son, "Conner honey, you wanna come on your mommy's tits, on her pretty black bra . . . go on baby, do it for me . . . for us. Please baby."
Conner was whining now as the hand wrapped around his cock picked up speed. "Oh God that feels so good . . ."
"I bet it does baby. Is she stroking you nice? Come on . . . do it . . . come on your mommy's big tits baby." Turning her voice into a soft whine, Vicky added, "Please sweetheart, pretty please . . . for your mommy."
"Yes, come on Conner, sweetie," Seong cooed to him. "I know you wanna come all over your mommy's big tits, like she is begging you to do . . . Go on baby . . . please honey, I wanna see it."
Mere seconds later Vicky heard her son let out a loud grunt, and then felt a warm load of cum splash down all over her chest.
Once again, she comforted herself by whispering quietly, "It's just a dream."
"Yes, just a dream . . . now go back to sleep, Mrs. Hall."
She felt her hair being stroked softly, just the way she liked, allowing her to relax and slip back to sleep.
Sometime later, she couldn't rightly say how long, she came awake. Her neck was being nuzzled sweetly on both sides of her. Or maybe she was dreaming again and only thought she was awake, marking this supple nuzzling of her neck as the beginning of some new and exciting dream.
Either way, Vicky found herself in an even more vulnerable position than before. She was still bound to the bed, but now she was completely and utterly naked. Sometime while she slept peacefully they had removed her bra and panties and reapplied the scarf around her mouth.
The light nuzzling of her neck turned into some equally light kisses, causing her to sigh gently, before it stopped abruptly.
Slowly, the blanket covering her body and keeping her warm, was pulled down to her waist.
Vicky waited for what might happen next, her breath coming in shallow gasps.
There was some quiet whispering being exchanged between the two of them, but despite her best efforts to hear what was being said, Vicky couldn't quite make it out.
Then Seong announced loudly. "Do you wanna see your Mommy's tits honey? I can pull the sheet down also if you want."
Vicky heard her son whisper quietly, almost as if he was afraid to answer, "I . . . I do."
Vicky's heart thundered in her chest as she felt the sheet being pulled down, ever so slowly, to her waist.
"You like them sweetheart? You like your Mommy's big boobies?"
"Yes, Conner answered hoarsely. "They are . . . beautiful."
"Hmm, they are and I bet a whole lotta fun to play with. Do you wanna play with your mommy's tits sweetie? I bet she will let you . . . if you ask nicely enough."
When Conner said nothing, Seong spoke up again.
"Oh Mrs. Hall . . . you have such a shy little boy. Afraid to ask if he can play with his mommy's boobies . . . How adorable. I just love shy little boys . . . don't you?"
Vicky felt the bed shifting again as Seong settled down next to her, on her right side. "Answer your son," she whispered in her ear. "Tell him now, Mrs. Hall that it will be OK for him to play with his mommy's boobies."
Vicky took a deep breath as something came over her; a tiredness maybe of being told what to do by the half crazy Seong.
"No, he must certainly can't," a defiant Vicky retorted. "Now you've had your fun, now let me g-"
Seong cut Vicky's ill-advised request to be let go by rudely shoving the scarf back into her mouth.
"I see your Mommy must be taught a lesson, Connie. Go over there and open the window about half way please while I go to the closet and get us a couple blankets. No reason we should be uncomfortable as the temperature in the bedroom begins to drop."
Vicky's muffled protests to the contrary were ignored as both Conner and Seong hopped off the bed to go complete their individual tasks.
She watched, hoping against hope, Conner would come riding to her defense but instead, he did as instructed, wrenching open the bedroom window, allowing a cold draft of chilly night air to fill the room.
Shivering as the draft of cold air washed over the bed, Vicky was coming to regret her decision to be defiant. The room had been cold enough already, and now without the sheet and blanket pulled up over her naked body, she found herself in a highly vulnerable position.
She shivered again, this time in anticipation, when she heard the quiet clink of the champagne flute being filled with ice cubes.
As both of them settled down on either side of her, Vicky waited anxiously to find out what they planned on doing to her. Both Seong and Conner, after choosing two of the largest of the remaining ice cubes floating in the ice cold water surrounding the champagne bottle in the bucket, gingerly held them in their fingers before applying them to Vicky's bare breasts.
She heard them quietly laughing to themselves as she felt the ice cubes being skated all over and around, both of her bare tits. Apparently, judging by both of their soft little chuckles, they were having lots of fun doing this to her. Vicky struggled mightily, to no avail of course, over her icy torture.
"I guess your Mommy maybe she should have told you it was OK to play with her boobies huh, Connie?"
"I guess so," Conner answered as he watched, eagerly, as his mom's ripe nipples quickly become fully erect.
"Hmmphh," Vicky protested against the stupid scarf stuck in her mouth. Her tits, especially her nipples, were highly sensitive and this maddening, freezing cold ice bath the two of them were giving her was simply pure torture . . . in a most wickedly delicious sort of way.
"I think she wants to say something, Conner. Be a doll and pull down both scarves from her eyes and her mouth. She should be able to see what her stupid little act of defiance got her."
Conner reached up yanking first the scarf from his mom's eyes, before pulling the other one out and away from her mouth.
Vicky took a deep breath, trying to figure out just what she could say to get out of this mess but before she could say anything at all Seong snapped at her.
"Say nothing until I ask you to speak. Just lay there and watch, Mrs. Hall. If you say anything at all, if you try to speak that is, I will make sure your icy punishment lasts for . . ." Seong paused, fixing Vicky with a most wicked smile before finishing, "quite a long, long time. Do you understand me? Nod your head if you do."
Vicky quickly nodded her head yes.
"Good, now watch as me and your son have a little play time with those big, beautiful, and soon to be even more than they already are, freezing cold boobies of yours, Mrs. Hall."
The next few minutes passed in an icy blur of deliciously wet, cold torture for the supremely helpless Vicky.
Both of them, holding their respective ice cubes in their fingers, continued to skate them all around Vicky's sizable tits making her shiver. Adding to her woes was the continued drop in the bedroom's temperature thanks to the half open window allowing a steady draft of cold air to fill the room.
Vicky sighed, hoping it was at an end when finally, after a good minute or so, their ice cubes both melted away to practically nothing. Instead, she found herself having to steel herself once again when Seong fished another pair of decent sized ice cubes out of the bucket.
After handing one to a smiling Conner, the icy torture started up again but only a bit different this time. The first time Vicky's tormentors had made it a point to avoid rubbing their respective ice cubes on her highly sensitive nipples. Her luck was about to change as both of them, from the start, concentrated their icy assault at the very summit of Vicky's mighty tits.
Vicky let out a loud hiss, gritting her teeth as both of them simultaneously, skimmed their ice cubes around the top of her breasts, in tightening circles, before slithering them across her erect nipples.
Squirming all around from the cold, Vicky tried to somehow avoid the icy coldness as she clenched her mouth shut to keep from protesting.
"Wow . . . look Connie, honey," Seong whispered sweetly, "look at your mommy's big boobies shake and wobble all around as she tries to avoid our icy assault. Doesn't that look absolutely delicious?"
"Oh God yes," Conner whispered. With his blanket wrapped tightly around his naked body he felt almost sorry for his mommy. Almost, but then again, she was warned to obey and besides they were not really hurting her, but only making her a bit, OK maybe really, uncomfortable.
The ice-cold assault again did not last long as the ice cubes quickly melted away to nothing. Vicky watched apprehensively, hoping against hope they would not get more ice cubes. Her poor boobies, especially her painfully erect nipples, ached with coldness.
Reaching out, Seong quickly snatched the scarf down one more over Vicky's eyes before whispering to her, "Can't have your next cold surprise ruined, Mrs. Hall."
Vicky stifled a whimper, not wanting to show weakness to her captors, while praying somehow they would grow bored quickly of teasing her with those stupid little ice cubes.
Leaning over her, Seong whispered something in Conner's ear. He immediately turned away from her, moving up toward the nightstand.



Vicky listened intently but could not quite make out what he was doing. If she could have witnessed what he was doing, she might have been somewhat relieved as he lit the other two pillar candles on the nightstand, and then, after moving all four of the candles close together, he cupped his hands close over the flickering flames.
"Do you know what your son is doing right this minute Mrs. Hall as you lay there naked and freezing while the bedroom grows ever colder by the minute."
She shook her head no.
"He has both his hands cupped over all four of the lit candles on the nightstand . . . allowing the deliciously warm flames of the candles to warm his hands up all nice and toasty. Of course, I don't have to tell you, how very nice his warm hands might feel if you allowed him the chance to play with those big beautiful boobies of yours, Mrs. Hall."
Again, Vicky had to resist another whimper at the mere thought of what the wicked Ms. Seong was suggesting.
"Now the question is do you want your sweet, innocent, little boy to play with his mommy's boobies using those nice warm hands of his, Mrs. Hall?"
After a moment's hesitation she shook her head emphatically yes.
"I am not sure if I believe you, Mrs. Hall. I think you need some more convincing before I remove the scarf from your mouth and let you tell me what you want."
Laughing softly to herself, Seong reached over, grabbing both the bottle of champagne and one of the flutes. Making sure to bring it over near enough to Vicky so she could hear, Seong splashed some champagne from the bottle into the glass before adding several ice cubes to it.
Oh God, please no, Vicky silently moaned to herself as she suspected Seong was about to force her to drink even more champagne. She was only half right.
Holding the flute a mere few inches from the first of Vicky's erect nipples, Seong carefully tipped the glass down, allowing a small stream of the ice cold champagne to come splattering down onto Vicky's poor nipple.
Vicky let out a loud muffled gasp as the icy cold champagne surprisingly ended up being spilled onto her tits, instead of into her mouth.
Moving the glass back and forth between the twin peaks of Vicky's tits, Seong carefully splashed about half of the champagne out and onto Vicky's tits.
After pulling the still half full glass back, Seong whispered, "Now it's your choice Mrs. Hall, you can drink the balance of the champagne down in one large gulp or, since I don't wanna waste it, I can spill the rest of it out and all over those already freezing cold breasts of yours."
Reaching up, Seong pulled the scarf out of Vicky's mouth. "Now answer me. Do you wanna finish drinking the champagne or do you want it spilled all over those tits of yours."
"I . . . I will drink it. Please . . . I will."
"Good," Seong said as she held the glass up to Vicky's lips. "Now drink it down all in one big gulp Mrs. Hall, but don't take the ice."
Giving the ever watchful Conner a happy wink, Seong tilted the flute forward.
Vicky gulped the balance of the champagne down in simple self-defense--just as Seong planned.
"I don't think your son's hands are quite toasty enough for playtime yet Mrs. Hall so in the meantime I'm afraid you will have to endure just a bit more of my playful teasing. Feel free to whimper all you want."
Seong reached into the glass, pulling two of the largest ice cubes out of the bottom of the glass. Smiling at Conner, she gripped the cubes in between her fingers before bringing them to the summit of Vicky's breasts.
Vicky squirmed and whimpered like a schoolgirl as Seong patiently rubbed the pair of ice cubes in small circles directly on her nipples until they melted away to nothing. Then fishing two more ice cubes out of the glass, these were the final two of any appreciable size, Seong happily repeated the process, causing Vicky to whine and moan just something awful.
Finally, it came to an end when Seong hopped up from the bed and crossed the room. After closing the bedroom window she told Conner, "Go ahead hon and rub your hands on your mommy's face showing her how nice and warm they are."
Conner obeyed placing his hands on either side of his mom's face. They felt w fantastically warm to Vicky.
"So Mrs. Hall," Seong asked as she settled herself down on the bed next to her, "do you want your son to warm his mommy's boobies up by playing with them just a bit?"
Vicky wasted no time in answering. "Oh God yes please . . . please let my son play with his mommy's big cold boobies. Please I am begging you."
"Hmm let's ask Connie if that would be OK with him." Turning to Conner, Seong whispered, "So do you wanna play with your mommy's boobies hon and maybe warm them up for her a bit?"
Vicky sighed in relief and hot anticipation when she heard her son answer quietly, "I do."
He started off by rubbing his hands slowly all over his mom's boobs, squeezing them lightly, as Vicky sighed in quiet relief. The feeling of his warm, toasty hands fondling her tits was nothing short of heavenly.
"Conner honey, why don't you lay down next to your mommy and give her some nice warm kisses in addition to playing with those beautiful tits of hers. I bet that would warm her up even more."
She welcomed his kisses, even when he slipped his tongue inside her mouth. She responded by releasing her own tongue as they exchanged one breathless kiss after another. Then Seong joined in as she laid herself down next to Vicky whispering, "Do you mind if I join in on the fun guys."
Vicky accepted Seong's kisses as eagerly now as she did her son's, and even better maybe was how warm Seong's hands were as she too started fondling her tits as they kissed.
In a mere matter of minutes Vicky was once again moaning but this time the moans were of unabashed pleasure. The feeling of being kissed and having her ice cold boobies warmed up by not one, but two loving pairs of hands was nothing short of delicious.
And then things got even hotter when she felt both their kisses sliding down off her lips and onto her neck. After both of them showered her neck with a light smattering of kisses, Vicky squirmed in eagerness when their kisses fell further down to her chest.
Both of them, simultaneously, assaulted her still somewhat cold nipples with their warm mouths causing Vicky to let out an increasingly loud series of whimpers.
"Go suck on your mommy's boobies honey . . . that is probably the best way to really warm them up while I . . . hmm do some further exploring down under the sheet."
Vicky felt Seong's mouth slide off her tits and on down as once again she was squirming like mad in a wild hope her achingly wet pussy was finally going to get some attention.
Spreading her legs wider, Vicky let out a series of increasingly desperate moans as Seong's tongue flickered across her inner thighs and then onto the moist folds of her pussy . . . just as Conner continued his soft suckling of his mommy's boobs.
"Oh God . . . what are you guys doing to me?" Vicky whined when she felt the repeated swirling of Seong's expert tongue assaulting her lips down there.
Seong dipped her skilled tongue in and out, in and out, of Vicky's wet honey pot making her wail with unabashed pleasure with each adept flicker of her tongue.
Vicky, already warmed up down there, was on the verge of a tremendous orgasm and deciding to let the whole world know she cried out, "OH GOD BABY . . . PLEASE DON'T STOP . . . YOU . . . YOU ARE GOING TO MAKE ME COME."
Wanting to watch the literal climax of this incredible drama, Conner lifted his mouth away from his mom's tits before pulling the sheet back to reveal the most astonishing sight of his young life: his mother was bucking wildly all over the bed while The Lady in White ate her out.
"Come for her Mommy, please do it . . . come for her," Conner whispered to his mother. "Please . . . for me. I wanna see it." Dropping his mouth down to his mom's lips, he began to kiss her lightly accenting each kiss with a "please come for her."
Her son's kind words, combined with his loving kisses was what truly sent Vicky rocketing over the edge as she let out one last loud moan as her orgasm came rushing home.
Having her sight cut off, and being bound to the bed only seemed to increase the intensity of her orgasm as it hit her like a runaway freight train, leaving her literally shaking.
Her work done, for the moment, Seong pulled both the sheet and the quilt up and over Vicky's naked body as she snuggled up against her. "Just another wicked dream Mrs. Hall. Now go to sleep."
In less than thirty seconds a very satisfied Vicky was sound asleep. Was her night finally over?
Sometime later, it might have been all of two hours, Vicky was awoken by first one tender kiss on her lips, and then another as her face was turned side to side with each of her bed partners sharing their love with her.
"Hmm, that is nice way to be awoken," Vicky mumbled to Conner after he applied yet another tender and loving kiss to her lips.
She felt her face being turned as Seong whispered to her, "You are not awake, Mrs. Hall, you are still dreaming . . . so just relax and let it happen."
"Yes, let it happen. I am dreaming," Vicky murmured back as Seong swirled her tongue deep inside her mouth.
The kiss lasted for what seemed forever before she felt her son's hand gently turning her face back to him but this time her expected kiss did not come.
Instead, she felt her face bump up against something big and hard. The scarf was on tight making it impossible to see. Vicky's champagne addled mind whirled in confusion.
They really couldn't expect her to do that! She mused even as she felt his hardness again bumping up against her face.
Once again, the good mother inside of her, still wanting to remain at least a little prim and proper protested. "I . . . can't. Please Conner . . . no."
"Hmm, you must Mrs. Hall. Please you must . . . try it first before saying no. Give it some kisses up and down. Make the boy feel good . . . make him feel loved."
"I can't," she mumbled again even as she started to open her mouth, before abruptly shutting it.
"You must," Seong told her again as she tangled her fingers deep in Vicky's hair, keeping her from turning away from her big eight inch treat.
Then Conner started in on her as he sat up, resting on his knees, while jabbing his mighty pole at her still closed mouth.
"Please Mommy . . . it's so hard it hurts. Please, pretty please make it all better."
"Honey I can't . . . that is going too far."
"Shhh, don't say that, Mrs. Hall. Remember it's just a dream and Conner needs your help . . . you are the only one who can help him. The poor boy . . . he is in pain and needs some relief."
"But . . . why can't you . . . give him some relief?" she said trying to reason with them.
"Coz I want you Mommy . . . not her!" Conner immediately snapped causing Vicky's heart to swell with pride.
"Hear that Mrs. Hall. The boy wants his mommy. Now please come on, just open your mouth and . . ."
Seong moved her mouth to Vicky's ear, whispering so Conner couldn't here. "Just try it. Give it a few little kisses and maybe a lick or two . . . and if you don't like it I will take over and finish the job."
"I . . . I don't know . . ." Vicky replied.
"Please . . . the boy really needs his mommy. No one else will do. Pretty please . . . for me." Lowering her mouth down further, Seong began to expertly kiss all along the nape of Vicky's neck causing her to shiver as she found her sweet spot.
"Come on Mommy, please open your mouth and give it kisses . . . pretty please," Conner whined as he began to stroke her hair ever so sweetly.
Vicky could feel her son's hardness jabbing at her closed mouth. Her willpower to say no was fast dissolving under Seong's onslaught of tender kisses all along her neck, combined with Conner's desperate begging for his mommy to please him.
"Come on Mrs. Hall, open your mouth," Seong breathed in her ear.
"Please Mommy . . ." Conner whined. "It . . . it hurts bad."
Unable to resist their double assault, Vicky finally opened her mouth. Allowing her tongue to slide out, she slowly, carefully flickered it along the edge of her son's oh so hard cock, causing him to let out a low hiss.
"Oh God, Mommy that feels so good," he whined as her tongue slithered up and down his full eight inches.
"That's good Mrs. Hall, now shower it with kisses . . . make the poor boy whine some more."
Seong reached over, grasping Conner's erect member while using her other hand on the back of Vicky's head to guide her lips to his throbbing cock. Vicky responded, just as the both of them hoped she would, be spraying his hardness with a light smattering of kisses causing Conner to let out another small whimper.
"Now be a good Mommy and lick your son's giant cock up and down Mrs. Hall," Seong quietly whispered in her ear.
Allowing her tongue to go to work, Vicky slithered it all around, using a series of soft flickering of her tongue up and down his hardness, while mixing in a couple long, loving licks of her tongue.
She could here Conner gasping for breath as Vicky's craving for her son's hardness grew more desperate. She wanted to please her son; it was as simple as all that.
Seong rose to her knees so she was flanking Vicky directly opposite of Conner near the top of the bed. Leaning slightly forward, still grasping his thick pole at the base, she motioned for Conner to also lean forward.
Whispering in his ear, she told him, "Let's share some wet, loud sloppy kisses as I think it will make your Mommy jealous hearing you kiss another woman. She might then want to please you even more by putting it in her mouth . . . and sucking on it."
Vicky could hear a bit of whispering between them but couldn't make out what they were saying, even when she took a break from her attentions to his cock to try and concentrate on what they were whispering about.
She was about to apply some more loving kisses, when she heard the unmistakable sound of the two of them sharing what sounded like some very wet and sloppy kisses and just as Seong predicated it set her jealous heart on fire.
Determined not to be outdone, Vicky went back to work on her son's cock, kissing and licking it with an impassioned fever.
Seong broke off their kiss, looking down, watching with keen interest the Mommy going to work so passionately on her son's hard cock.
Reaching down, she stroked the side of Vicky's face as her mouth approached the tip of his fully erect penis. "Go ahead . . . be a good mommy again and put your son's virgin cock in your mouth Mrs. Hall. He will remember it forever."
Knowing a man always remembers the first woman to truly suck his cock, Vicky eagerly opened her mouth, swallowing her son inch by loving inch ever so slowly and patiently.
Soon the room was filled with the quiet noise of Vicky giving her son an extremely sloppy blowjob. It was surely a surreal experience for Vicky, being blindfolded and bound to this bed, with the beautiful and crazy Seong issuing her quiet naughty orders to suck on her son's big cock. And boy was he big and hard! Vicky found this out when she slowly, patiently sucked the entire length of his nearly eight inches deep into her throat.
"That's it Mommy . . . suck on your son's cock," Seong told her sweetly as she ran her fingers through Vicky's hair. "I am so jealous."
Vicky, bringing her mouth out to the very end of his cock, swirled her tongue around the tip of his penis before she took it deep inside her mouth and begin suckling on it with renewed vigor.
She wanted him to come as quickly as possible for it was not actually an easy thing to do-- sucking his cock-- while bound to the bed.
As it turns out, Vicky really had nothing to worry about when Conner started whining, "Oh God Mommy I think I'm going . . ."
Seong, just like before when he was about to come on his mom's tits sprang into action. "Wait honey, not in her mouth," Seong said reaching out and forcefully snatching his cock out of Vicky's mouth. "Here come on her pretty face instead hon."
It only took a couple strokes of her hand up and down his hard shaft to have Conner spurting a hot load of cum hitting his mommy directly in the face up towards her forehead. A second spurt of cum landed on her left cheek, while a third and final gush of cum spurted out, landing in her hair.
Conner collapsed next to his mother as Seong looked on once again with a smug little smile on her wicked face as she used her tongue to wipe up some, but not all of the cum from Vicky's face.
A few minutes later, Vicky was passed out again. Once again, Seong has assured her it was all just a wicked dream.
It was still fully dark inside the bedroom roughly an hour later when Vicky was awoken by the loud creaking of the bed . . . and by something else. It took her champagne addled mind a minute to figure out just why the bed was creaking so loudly. They had twisted her on her side and Conner was inside of her, fucking his mommy, making the old bed squeak loudly as he patiently pumped his hips back and forth, allowing his hardness to penetrate his mommy to its fullest extent.
"She is awake now, honey. You can fuck her harder," Seong said from somewhere in front of her. She was still bound to the bed and blindfolded. Any protest Vicky might have voiced by being fucked by her young son was snatched away for as soon as she opened her mouth she found one of Seong's nicely sized breasts being pushed inside her mouth.
"Go on Mrs. Hall, suck on my tits as your son fucks you. Oh and remember, he has already came twice Mrs. Hall, so I hope you are ready to be fucked for a good long time as it might take him a minute or two this time for him to come."
Vicky, of course, could not comment one way or the other with a mouth full of tits in her face so, again, going with the flow she sucked wildly on Seong's tits as her son revved up his engine and began to fuck her with a bit more aplomb. Within a mere manner of seconds, she was being fucking pummeled by her son.
As he hammered his hardness deep inside of her, Vicky let out a loud moan when Seong pulled her tits out of her face.
Vicky crushed her mouth against Seong's as they exchanged the first of several untamed kisses, their tongues whipping into each other's mouths, while Conner, gripping his mom's hips, continued to batter her with his huge cock.
Pulling back slightly, Seong whispered to Vicky, "Oh God Mrs. Hall, he is fucking you so good and hard huh?"
Vicky could scarcely answer with her breath coming in shallow gasps while her son slammed his cock into her repeatedly. She was approaching another intense orgasm, helped when Seong slipped her mouth down and started sucking on her tits.
The old bed was really rocking and rolling now with Conner entering the homestretch and wanting nothing more than to come deep inside of her. His orgasm was finally approaching, spurred on by watching the pretty Lady in White sucking so greedily on his mommy's tits.
With one final thrust, and a loud grunt, Conner released a load of cum inside his mother. Exhausted, he pulled out of her, allowing Seong to finish Vicky off with her fingers as she expertly brought her to an intense climax.
An equally exhausted Vicky sighed contentedly as her two bed partners snuggled up next to her under the covers.
Falling into a deep, dreamless, sleep, Vicky did not wake up until the sun was high in the sky the next morning.
Her head was throbbing as she was assaulted by a vicious hangover, combined with some very fuzzy memories of a wild night of debauchery with her son and Seong. Vicky shook her head; was it all a mad series of dreams. She recalled being bound to the bed and something about some scarves. Focusing her fuzzy thoughts on the scarves, she thought one had been wrapped around her head, cutting off her vision, with the other being wrapped around her mouth rendering her unable to speak clearly. Oh then there was two more, with one end of each scarf being wrapped tightly around her wrists, while the other end was tied securely to the upper bed posts.



Sitting up, she glanced to her left where Conner was just coming awake. Stretching, he smiled at her. "Sleep well, Mom," he asked sleepily, "I slept like a log myself."
"You did?" she asked doubtfully. Surely if her dreams had been real could he have been acting so casually toward her? She felt around the bed searching for the offending scarves. They were not there.
"What are you looking for Mom?"
"Ahh nothing, really." Glancing up at the two upper posts of the bed she didn't see any scarves there either. She was also, once again, wearing her bra and panties. In the second and maybe third dream, the memories of them naughty dreams were starting to run together like a pair of twin rivers, one flowing into the other, she had been naked . . . hadn't she?
"You look confused, Mom," Conner said to her.
"I . . . I well, did anything happen last night . . . between us . . . I mean unusual honey?"
"I was scared remember from your stupid ghost story so you . . . I am ashamed to admit, after I begged you, you crawled into bed with me and held me until I feel asleep . . . I guess you could call that unusual."
"Really and . . . and that is all?"
"Yeah, why? I woke up a couple times and you were sleeping . . . not so peacefully maybe as you looked like you were dreaming. I mean, you were kind of mumbling and moaning in your sleep. Did you have some bad dreams of something?"
"Hmm . . ." She reaching out, ruffling his hair, relieved that it had all been just some wild disjointed dream. "I did have a couple dreams . . . but they weren't so bad."
Hopping out of bed, Vicky made her way out of the bedroom and down to the bathroom. Honestly, she wasn't sure how she really felt knowing last night's little adventure had been nothing but a series of wicked dreams. If pressed, she would probably admit she was as equally disappointed as she was relieved.
After taking a pee, she was splashing some cold water on her face, when she noticed it. There was a rather pronounced stain on her pretty black bra. Upon further examination the stain was white and crusty--in other words--it looked like someone, Conner, had come all over her bra.
Vicky let out a small gasp as the memory of her alleged dream came back to her, albeit the memory was a bit fuzzy, but still, it could not be denied. Glancing at herself in the mirror Vicky whispered, "Did that really happen then."
As she stood there trying to piece together just what the hell happened last night, something else caught her eye. There was another stain, this one on her face, up around her forehead. Leaning in close to the mirror, she also noticed a white crusty substance on the lower part of her forehead. Again, wicked memories filled her whirling mind reinforced when she finally noticed the crusty white substance was also stuck in her hair.
If Conner really did that to her how the hell could he be acting so casual about things this morning?
After taking a minute to clean herself up and decide on the best course of action, she would say nothing to him for the moment, at least until she had spoken to Seong, Vicky exited the bathroom.
After getting home, the first thing Vicky did was grab her phone, intending on calling Seong and giving her a real piece of her mind, but before she called she checked her messages. There was one: from Seong.
Vicky pushed the play button: Hello Mrs. Hall, its Seong, I am afraid I have bad news. I won't be able to make it tonight for that little prank you want to pull on Conner. My sister just went into labor early. I gotta run to the hospital. Again I'm sorry.
Half dazed at the implication of the message, Vicky called Seong, who could do nothing but gush at her sister's new born boy and how happy she was to be an Auntie.
Vicky mumbled her congratulations and hung up.
She had to sit down to keep from falling over. If her mad wild dreams were, in fact, not dreams at all, and she had the physical evidence to prove they weren't, it could only mean one thing: The Lady in White was real!
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Autumn 1982
After being released from the mental hospital at the age of eighteen, he had been watching her for a good week. She was supposed to come pick him up upon his release. She promised him, over and over again, she would be there. And then she stopping coming to visit, but still he believed, despite what his father had told him, in the end, she would be there to greet him upon his release. No one showed and now he was hurt and angry. Apparently, his father had not been lying like he assumed.
After striking out at his original address, he went to the address he found in the phone book and watched. After a half a day's discreet wait he struck gold: she lived there. There was no sign of him. What followed was more waiting, more watching as he studied her every move.
It was mid-October and the weather was starting to get cool, although it had been a glorious week's run of Indian summer in Michigan.
Tuesday. Late afternoon. He watched her packing for a camping trip. She would pack now, and leave first thing in the morning. He was sure of this.
The memories came back of a cabin someplace up north. The name came to him: Petoskey. Yes, he was sure of it while also being sure he could find the cabin again by the lake. His plan set, he hurried off to the bus depot.
He was in luck. There was a bus leaving in two and half hours scheduled to go to Petoskey. From there he would hike to the cabin. After paying for his bus fare, he hurried off to the sporting goods store, to get everything he would need for his upcoming trip before heading over to the local grocery store. From there, after buying enough food to last a few days anyways, he hurried off to the local Halloween store to buy a costume/disguise.
The bus trip to Petoskey was uneventful and after a few false starts he was able to locate the cabin. It was a good eleven miles out of town but he was young, and in shape, so he covered the distance quite easily on foot. After settling himself down behind a copse of trees a short distance from the cabin, he waited, resting, saving his energy for the next day.
She arrived a bit after noon the next day. He was still in place, hunched down behind a stand of pine trees to the left of the cabin. Watching and waiting. She looked happy as she came bouncing out of the car wearing a pair of daisy dukes and a tight tee shirt that accented her large boobs nicely.
An hour or so later, he heard the audible sound of the back door closing. Sounds carried nicely here in the quiet desolation surrounding the lonely cabin. It was Wednesday. Mid-week. The neighboring cabins, there was only a few, the closest being a good eight miles away, would be doubtlessly deserted. Most people only traveled up north in the summer or on the weekends. It was neither. The kids were back in school. Yeah, they would be alone: of this he was sure.
He circled around to the back of the cabin. Behind it there was a small grassy backyard. He stayed behind the cover of the trees, moving slowly, patiently until he found a small break in them affording a nice view of the backyard.
He was in luck. While she was not back there, there was a blanket spread out on the grass. Sitting on the blanket was a bottle of water, a small paperback book, and another smaller bottle of what might be sun tan lotion. He pulled his binoculars out. Sure enough it was sun tan lotion. He smiled, knowing, more than likely, if she was planning on catching some rays on this gloriously warm Indian summer afternoon, she just might be showing off some skin.
The extremely fit Amber, she stood five foot, seven and weighed one hundred and thirty four pounds, with agreeable measurements of 38-27-37, came out of the cabin, heading to the backyard and an afternoon of sun bathing.
To Jason, she looked rather carefree and much younger than her actual mid-thirties age, while also managing to look both pretty and innocent all at once, with her dark chestnut hair falling to just past her shoulders in a tumble of fashionable beauty. Her gorgeous mane of hair framed a perfectly angelic and kind face that could have been used as a model for divine beauty. Possessing a witty and jocular personality, she was blessed with the unshakable ability to take worst case scenarios and flip them upside down.
This afternoon for her little solo sun bathing session she was wearing a sexy white string bikini showing off all of her ample curves rather nicely--to the watching trees. Amber would have never dreamed of wearing such a revealing swimsuit in public but alone at the cabin--no problem.
After stretching out on the blanket, she picked up the bottle of sun tan lotion. Dumping a liberal amount of the lotion on her hands, she patiently spent the next few minutes rubbing the lotion all over her nearly perfect, glowing skin.
He watched, his immense cock coming alive as she rubbed the lotion all over her body. He thought of masturbating while watching her, dreaming of it being him rubbing the lotion all over her body, but thought it might be better not to. No, he would save himself--for later on--when the moment was right, like tonight before going to sleep. Instead of whacking off, he busied himself by eating a couple sandwiches he packed away in his back pack.
Even as he ate, his eyes never left her, allowing his desire for her, despite his best efforts to keep it in check, to grow stronger.
Later on that evening, waiting until he was sure she was about ready to retire for the evening, he carefully made his way up toward the cabin. After squatting behind the trees for most of the day, being up and moving was a welcome relief.
The only light on in the small cabin was in the bedroom. Creeping up close to the bedroom window, it was just as he remembered: sparsely furnished with only the queen size four poster bed, a single nightstand next to the bed, and a single chest of drawers over in the corner.
She came into the bedroom wearing a white checkered button up cotton night gown. After fussing with the covers on the bed, she turned around and stripped off the nightgown. Sadly, her back was to him, depriving him of a chance to get a glimpse of her breasts. Reaching over, she quickly turned off the lamp, before crawling into the bed.
The brief glimpse of her heavenly body, she was utterly naked under her gown, was enough to make his cock spring to attention and give him a case of the butterflies.
He watched until he was sure she was asleep. It took a mighty effort on his part-- not to stealthily slip into the house and crawl into bed with her-- but he managed to keep his inner demons at bay long enough to retreat to the relative safety of his own makeshift campsite, behind the grove of trees about a good forty yards from the cabin.
The morning dawned cool and crisp. Despite sleeping on the hard ground with only a thin blanket to keep him warm, he slept good--dreaming of his revenge and what he was going to do to her tomorrow.
Around nine she emerged from the cabin looking free and easy. She was wearing a pair of dark green hiking shorts and a white, loose fitting short sleeved blouse. Strapped to her back, was a good sized backpack.
Apparently, they would be going on a hiking trip. He spent the morning following her from a safe distance. As the morning turned to afternoon and she made no attempt to turn around, but instead kept going deeper into the quiet forest, he started to think this maybe was going to be an overnight trip.
Catching up to her around three in the afternoon, from a safe distance he was just in time to observe her setting up camp for the evening.
He continued to spy on her as she went about the business of preparing her campsite. Deciding it might be best to wait until dusk to "introduce" himself, he settled down to wait and watch.
As it turned out, watching wasn't half bad thanks to a couple of things. The first was the way her dark green hiking shorts showed off a pair of muscular, well-tanned legs and the second, and more importantly, her nice legs paled in comparison to her real pride and joy: a pair of ample sized breasts shown off quite nicely when, at some point during the hike, she removed the tee shirt underneath her short sleeved blouse.
Better yet, as she was setting up her camp she took the liberty of tying her blouse off under her nice boobs allowing her flat toned tummy to be shown off. Training the binoculars on her, he couldn't help but to let them wander down to her chest. With the blouse now tightened up a bit, her ample braless tits were straining nicely against the material of her blouse. It was, indeed, a good look for her.
Just as it was starting to get dark, he watched her go wandering off to the left of the campsite. He assumed she was either going to go potty or was going to collect firewood, either way now was the time.
His excitement grew to a fever pitch as he pulled the realistic looking hockey mask out of his backpack. It was a replica of the one Jason Voorhees wore in the Friday 13th Part 3. Not wanting to reveal his true identity to her until the time was right, he had purchased it earlier at the Halloween store.
Gripping the large hunting knife, he advanced quietly toward her campsite. The campsite was still deserted but would not be for long. He could hear her humming a happy tune as she approached.
He slipped behind a large tree, positioning himself perfectly for the attack. When he noticed she was carrying a load of firewood, he smiled. Her hands would not be free to fend off the coming attack.
Stepping out from behind the tree as she passed, he struck swiftly and decisively. He grabbed her right wrist, twisting it painfully behind her back while using his other arm to crush her against his body in a vise like grip.
She immediately let out a small yelp as she dropped the firewood. "Don't scream . . . no hurt!" he hissed harshly in her ear.
He was strong, and catching her totally off guard as it were, Amber quickly decided her best course of action, considering the way there was now a sizable hunting knife pointed directly at her throat, was to obey. Besides, screaming would have done precious little good as she had not met a soul all day in this part of the thick forest. Not so surprising, considering it was mid-week in the off season.
She went limp in her arms, trusting if he wanted to kill her she would already be dead.
Any chance of escape dropped to nil in the next few seconds when she felt a pair of handcuffs being slipped around one wrist.
"Other . . . behind . . . back," he hissed again in a grating, hesitant voice.
She immediately obeyed. With her wrists now secured by the handcuffs behind her back, a shiver of fright crawled up her spine She was utterly helpless now to this obviously deranged stranger in the woods.
His next move was to thrust an open flask at her mouth.
"Drink."
She paused. What if whatever he wanted her to drink was poisoned? The knife tickling her throat, a bit more serious now, made her decide she didn't have much of a choice.
She opened her mouth allowing him to pour a small amount of whatever was in the flask into her mouth. She nearly choked on, what she assumed to be, some kind of whiskey.
"One more . . . bigger," he whispered in her ear. "Promise . . . no hurt."
Amber closed her eyes and opened her mouth, steeling herself to down the harsh tasting whiskey. After he poured a much more generous amount into her mouth, she gamely managed to swallow it without choking.
Amber very rarely drank whiskey so the pair of drinks produced the desired outcome for her attacker as he half carried, half dragged the now docile Amber over to a large tree just to the left of the campsite.
After pushing her against the tree, he quickly reached behind her and unfastened the cuffs. Pushing her wrists behind the tree, as he leaned heavily against her, he rapidly reattached the handcuffs.
He came around now to the front of her, allowing for her first real good look at him. He was short and stocky, with powerful arms and broad shoulders. The mask, of course, obscured the majority of his face but she could see tufts of long black hair sticking out from around the mask. His arms, a pale white, looked to be thick and powerful.
He brought the knife up slowly before pushing it against her bare tummy. Patiently, he used it to carefully trace small circles along her well-toned belly.
He is just trying to scare me, Amber told herself while the knife scratched lightly along her skin.
Amber closed her eyes. Holding her breath, she forced herself to count slowly to ten. She would not panic.
As she reached four, he was now dragging the knife up one of her perfectly tanned arms.
At seven, the knife was at her face, the sharp point stroking her cheek softly. Then just before she reached ten, she heard him whisper, just barely loud enough for her to hear the single word, "Pretty."
Taking a deep breath, after she reached ten, she finally found her voice just as a plan of action began to form in her mind.
Making her voice both calm and sweet as possible, Amber whispered, "Please you don't need that knife. Wouldn't it be better to touch my nice skin with your own hand? Can't you put it away . . . pretty please?"
She let out a long, shuddering breath when he turned, throwing the knife, sharp end first, so it stuck in the soft earth just to the left of the tree.
Moving slowly, he brought his hands up both her arms. After reaching her shoulders, he moved his hands to her face. Using the tips of his fingers, he tickled her cheeks lightly as he whispered two words this time, again just barely loud enough for her to catch. "Very pretty."
This fit neatly into the plan Amber was forming in her mind to stay alive. She sensed this young stranger was attracted to her. Yes, maybe she could use this to her advantage. "You think me pretty, sweetheart. Hmm, why don't you kiss me then?"
When he pulled back, staring at her she doubled down on the suggestion. "Please kiss me. I bet I would like it . . . but, of course, you'll have to take off your mask. I bet you are handsome under it."
His reaction was quick and unexpected, although maybe it should not have been so unexpected once she realized her mistake.
He reached down, grabbing the knife. His hand holding it twitched before he brought the knife up in a wide arc burying it deep into the trunk of the tree just over her head.
"You . . . description . . . police," he said his voice raspy with apparent anger. He yanked the knife out of the tree and brought it down to her throat. "Trick me!"
"No, no, no. I just wanted to be kissed. No police. I won't tell. Look . . . I have an idea. Put a blindfold on me and that way I can't see you and you can still kiss me."
He drew back. He seemed to be, at least, considering her idea, before whispering. "No blindfold. Don't have."
Thinking quickly, Amber replied. "I have in my backpack a sweatshirt. In case I got cold tonight. You could tear a strip off material off of that. Its dark blue. It would work as a nice blindfold you know if you tied it around my head to cover my eyes."
He looked at her for a moment before abruptly turning. Her backpack was in plain sight, right there leaning against the long, thick fallen log she planned on using as a makeshift bench to sit on in front of her small fire pit.
Moving quickly, he pulled the sweatshirt out from the top of her backpack. She watched as he used his knife to cut a hole in the middle of the thick cotton shirt before using his powerful hands to rip the thing in half. A minute later, he was holding a long, thin strip of the sweatshirt in his hands.
He moved over to her and with surprising gentleness, wrapped the strip of cloth around her head before tying it off in the back. Pulling it down, he adjusted it to cut off her vision.
"Still . . . want . . . kisses?" he whispered to her.
Not wanting to give him a reason to doubt her sincerity, she answered without hesitation, "Yes, of course, you can have some."
He responded by leaning forward and giving her a pair of delicate kisses, his gentleness surprised her again, on each cheek before giving her one more in the middle of her forehead.
Apparently my deranged kidnapper is the shy type, Amber mused to herself while wondering if she might be able to somehow use this little fact to her advantage.
"Don't you wanna kiss me on the lips, huh?"
There was a long pause. She sensed him drawing nearer, his lips lingering close, before, just barely, his lips brushed against hers.
The feeling of his gentle kiss caught her wholly off guard, leaving her almost stunned.
She was to become even more stunned when he abruptly pulled away.
"Hungry . . . we . . . eat."
His continued reticence toward her left Amber feeling unbalanced, or maybe it was the whiskey, but regardless she counted this as a good thing.
"I have some food in my backpack. I have instant mac and cheese, just like add water and some instant rice sides, a couple apples and an orange. Hmm . . . some protein bars, crackers, beef jerky."
His only response was a grunt as he moved away. Amber could hear the sound of him moving about making their dinner. Concentrating on this sole fact, him making them dinner, helped to calm her nerves.
A few minutes later he was at her side removing the blindfold. She blinked her eyes, it was full dark out now, and once more the hockey mask was covering his face.
"Open," he said to her quietly.
They spent the next few minutes with him patiently feeding her the mac and cheese, and then one of the apples. After she was done with the apple, deciding to push the envelope a bit, she spoke up. "I'm in the mood for something sweet. Could you maybe, if you want, give me one of the Snicker bars I have packed away? It's in one of the zip pouches of my backpack near the top."
He fed her the candy bar, nice and patient, allowing her a glimmer of hope maybe she could get out of this in one piece yet.
After sensing he moved away from her, she was quiet for a moment, trying to hear what he was doing. She heard the soft scrap of the spoon hitting the cookpot so she rightly assumed he was finishing off the mac and cheese.
Raising her voice, she called out. "Hey . . . can . . . can we talk when you are done eating maybe. Please."
There was a brief moment of silence, and then he was next to her. "Talk . . . later . . . first close eyes."
She closed her eyes hoping he wouldn't . . . no, she would think positive.
Her positive thoughts were rewarded when he told her to open her eyes. He was holding a black eyed Susan.
"Oh wow, for me," Amber gushed. "How sweet."
He reached out, carefully tucking the pretty yellow flower behind her ear. "Pretty. Now . . . talk."
"Hmm, well especially after that sweet gesture, I just wanna get to know you better. I don't want nothing to tell anyone . . . I just want to talk, personal like, everything will be just between us. Promise."
After a brief moment he answered simply. "Talk."
"OK, what is your name? If you don't wanna tell me your real name . . . just make something up for me to call you. I don't like just saying 'hey you'. My name is Amber by the way."
"Miss Amber."
"Yes, well, just Amber . . . but, I mean, Miss Amber would be OK too I suppose."
"My name is Jason."
"Oh I get it. The hockey mask. Hmm . . . funny, but I hope you are nicer than the mean Jason in the movie."
"Both . . . real name and I . . . nicer."
"OK, then, well that is good to know." She wondered if she should ask him what he wanted of her, why he was doing this,that sort of thing, but after considering it briefly, Amber thought it was probably best to steer away from such things like the crimes he was committing. Best to keep things light hearted . . . if that was even possible.



"How old are you?"
"Eighteen."
"Eighteen, wow . . . ahh I have a son, had a son, who was eighteen but it's . . . well, it's complicated."
She heard him take a loud bite of an apple before he said quietly, "Had?"
"Ahh, had, yeah, his father told me he . . . he got killed in a fight with some other boys. He was like in the mental hospital. My Jackson had issues. His middle name was Jason actually. I called him J. J. sometimes . . . but look, it's complicated . . . like I said. I can't talk about that. What about you . . . mother, father. Are they around?"
"Father, no good, Mom . . ."
She heard him sigh deeply before he said, his voice deeply bitter, "She abandon me. No . . . more . . . visits."
"Really. That is so sad. You . . . you wanna talk about it maybe."
After a long drawn out moment of silence he shook his head whispering, "Complicated . . . can't . . . talk."
"OK," she answered. Initially, the simple no was all she planned on saying, but then for some reason she added, "My son, my Jackson would have been eighteen, like you, we have that in common anyways and . . . people who have things in common can become friends. Maybe we can become friends?"
There was another long moment of silence before she heard the large hunting knife, once again, being buried in the trunk of the tree. This time mere inches about her head causing her to let out a small yelp.
"Don't want friends . . . want mommy," he hissed bitterly.
Caught off guard by this sudden turn, Amber took a moment to compose her answer.
She heard him walking away. Feeling she needed to say something, she called out impulsively. "I could be your mommy."
She heard him turn, his heavy footsteps stomping back toward her as she prayed she just didn't just make a huge mistake.
The footsteps stopped before her. There was a brief moment of silence before she heard the sound of him wrenching his knife out of the tree.
Amber let out a small whimper when she felt the sharp point of the knife scrapping along her right cheek.
"You . . . try . . . to trick Jason. Don't . . . really mean . . . t-that."
"No, no . . . I meant it. I mean, why not. You need a mommy . . . I . . . I miss my son, he was your age remember. I miss him terribly. We could . . . I don't know . . . try it."
"Pretend."
She was about to say "yes, pretend," but then snapped her mouth shut after making the decision agreeing on the "pretend" principal might just get her killed.
"No, not pretend. That is not a good word."
What are some good words then genius, her inner voice snapped sarcastically at her?
Spurred on by her inner voice's sarcasm the words just came pouring out of Amber. "It's hard to describe, Jason, but I feel . . . something . . . in my heart for you. Like we were fated to meet. Like this was supposed to happen . . . because you need a mommy and I need a son. God knows this and . . . well when you are out in nature like this . . . out in the wilderness you are closer to God than ever and He knows what I need . . . He knows what you want . . . what we both want and . . ." She paused, shrugging her shoulders. "He sent you to me . . . for me to take care of you . . . just like a good mommy would."
There was now a long drawn out moment of silence. Amber held her breath. She could practically feel his eyes boring a hole through her.
As the silence grew heavier, the tension mounted in her heart. Did she just over play her hand with that little overly dramatic statement of hers?
Her inner voice spoke up, this time devoid of its usual sarcasm. Overly dramatic girl. I think not. I think you spoke the truth. You do feel something for him. You do feel closer to God out here and . . . maybe He did sent you this broken boy . . . to fix . . . both of your hearts.
A chilly breeze ruffled her hair. With the darkness came a precipitous drop in the temperature. Amber shivered as she waited for his response to her dramatic, but yet, her inner voice never lied, truthful statement.
Finally he broke the silence with two simple words that caused a deep stirring of excitement within her. "Mommy's cold."
She felt him first unlock the handcuffs, and then felt his flannel button up shirt being wrapped around her body as she carefully rubbed her wrists. Next, he removed the makeshift blindfold from around her head, allowing her to see once again.
Not surprisingly, his mask was in place once more.
Giving him only a passing glance, she was afraid to look too long as it might raise his suspicions, she noticed he was wearing a thin tee shirt only under his flannel hunting shirt. Without even having to think about it, her motherly instincts kicked in.
"You will be cold without your shirt, hon," she whispered quietly to him.
"Tee shirt . . . OK."
"Hmm . . ." Now free of both the hand cuffs and the blindfold, her mind was whirling with the possibilities, but before she could even think about doing anything remotely stupid, Amber made a suggestion to him when once again, without really thinking, the words just came pouring out.
"Listen, even with your shirt on I'm still a bit cold. Could we maybe build a fire and sit in front of it. I mean, I could let you cuddle me. It would help keep me warm and keeping your mommy warm is something any good son should do . . . right?"
After a moment of silence, he responded, "Sounds nice . . . but . . . no tricks."
"You still don't trust me fully. I have an idea that might help you feel secure."
"Tell."
"How about this, first, you remove my hiking boots and then my shorts. Just leave me my socks. I mean do you really think I would go running off into the woods without any pants on and nothing on my feet but socks. Besides I promise to be good, really good, and a good mother, which I am . . ." She reached out, taking his hand in hers. "Would never lie to her baby boy. I promise not to abandon you."
He stood there saying nothing for a good long moment before finally responding, "Help make fire . . . think about it."
It took a while but Amber was actually growing used to the stilted, hesitant way Jason talked to her. It was almost as if he was too shy to speak to her, meaning one thing in a young man his age: he was attracted to her. Advantage Amber.
Working together, they quickly got a nice fire going. She noticed he basically never took his eyes off of her as they worked on getting the fire started, but was that because he did not wholly trust her? Or better yet, because of something else--like he thought she was pretty and pleasant to look at?
Probably a bit of both, her inner voice assured Amber as the fire was now all set. Also all set was a fresh, new plan in Amber's mind. She came up with it while helping him build the fire and thought it was fairly sound . . . if not a bit daring, and maybe even a little naughty.
"So I was thinking before I take off my shorts and boots maybe you could give me another small drink from that flask of yours."
"You want . . . more whiskey."
"Please and well, just so you know, whiskey tends to make your mom real loose and friendly. I mean, you do want to see my friendly side right hon?
She stepped up closer to him. Reaching out she touched his hand. "It will be better this time . . . you not forcing me to drink."
"Flask . . . in my pack . . . over there."
"I'll get it . . . if you don't mind, so you can keep your eye on me."
Not waiting for her "son's" usual hesitation answer one way or the other, Amber boldly strode across the clearing to his bag. Turning when she reached his backpack, she gave him a fetching smile. "I hope there is enough for a couple big drinks anyways. Enough for you to have some too. In here . . ." She pointed to the main compartment of his backpack.
He nodded his head yes.
She unzipped the compartment, and when the flask was not readily in sight she started digging around to find it. He had several things in his backpack: a flashlight, protein bars, a tee shirt and some socks, chewing gum, a pair of dark boxers, a box of matches, and then just before she found the small silver flask: a pair of panties.
And not just any pair of panties, but one of the two extra pairs of the hip hugger panties she packed for the trip. Predictably, he elected to steal the brighter of the two: her neon green ones.
Resisting the urge to smile, knowing why he must have went through her stuff to pull these out, she filed this little fact away for future use. She discreetly did a half turn, he appeared to be staring down at the ground so hopefully he didn't notice her naughty discovery. She stuffed the panties back into his bag, before straightening up, flask in hand.
Crossing over to him, a warm smile on her face, she asked, "You wanna go first or me."
He pointed at her. She tipped the flask to him before raising it to her lips. Bracing herself, Amber took a hearty swig of the whiskey before trying to hand it to him.
"You again . . . if . . . you want."
Feeling maybe just a little reckless from the previous drink, Amber brought the flask to her mouth again and took a second nice sized drink.
This one did the trick as she staggered slightly while reaching out to hand him the flask.
He quickly stepped forward, grabbing the flask with one hand while using his other on her shoulder to steady her. He helped her over to the log serving as the makeshift bench and then even helped her sit down.
"Boy that stuff is potent."
"Kentucky bourbon. One hundred proof."
She smiled. He seemed to be relaxing around her. That little five word sentence he just rattled off, without hesitating, and without pausing to think, might have been both his quickest and longest response yet.
"One more small sip, and then you help your mom take off her boots and . . ." She paused, giving him an enticing smile before she finished, "Then her shorts."
He held the flask out to her but as she reached for it he pulled it back. "Sure?"
"Yes, I want to . . . you know get tipsy so . . . so we can have fun tonight. Remember I told you drinking whiskey, especially Kentucky bourbon, makes your mommy get real friendly."
She was about to take another drink when she paused. Making her smile disappear and her voice stern, Amber told him, "But I only get real friendly with guys that are super nice to me. Can you be super nice to your mommy sweetheart?"
"Y-yes," he said.
"I hope so . . . coz I wanna get super friendly with you." She tilted the flask to her lips, taking a yet another decent sized swallow.
After taking the flask from her and taking a quick sip or two, he set it aside. Turning to her, he did nothing, seemingly awaiting further instructions. A good sign.
"First my boots." She turned, holding her right leg out to him, not very steadily. The three quick drinks left her feeling a bit dizzy, making it a good thing she was sitting down.
Showing patience, he untied her hiking boots, one at a time, before pulling each off.
Amber climbed to her feet. Reaching out, she placed her hands on his shoulders to steady herself as she stood before him. "Now unzip your mom's shorts hon and pull them down for me."
He looked up at her from his sitting position on the log, seemingly unsure if he should follow her instructions.
"Go ahead, it's alright baby. Remember, we are doing this so you can feel sure I won't go running off."
Showing patience, he carefully unbuttoned, and then unzipped her shorts. After pulling them down to around her knees, Amber struggled out of them the rest of the way. She was wearing a pair of comfortable white briefs, leaving her almost disappointed she wasn't wearing something sexier for his viewing pleasure.
Pushing ahead with her plan, she told him, "Look I want you to be comfortable when we are sitting in front of the fire and I think with your mask on you won't be so I think I just need to put my little blindfold back on."
Not waiting for an answer, Amber grabbed the makeshift blindfold from where she left it on the log. "You better do it. I am a bit too tipsy to get the thing in place properly."
He said nothing as he quickly wrapped the torn piece of her sweatshirt back around her head. After getting the blindfold in place they sat down on the log side by side.
Within a minute or two Amber was already starting to get annoyed. Her plan to make him become deeply attracted to her, thus making it more unlikely he would harm her, was failing. Instead of cuddling her sweetly as they sat on the log in front of the fire, he was just sitting there with his arm stiffly thrown over her shoulder. Worse still, when she tried to scoot a little closer to him, she could feel him tensing up before moving away, just enough, so they would not be tightly cuddling like she wanted.
Desperate for a new plan, Amber finally came up with something wholly reckless and if she wasn't feeling so loose and carefree from the whiskey she wouldn't possessed the courage to suggest such a thing. "Hey Jason, honey, I hate to ask but I have a small favor I was wondering if you could do for your mom."
When he said nothing she charged ahead with her bold plan.
"I got bit up some when I was . . . ahh . . . ahh." She didn't want to exactly bring up how he handcuffed her to the tree so she was searching for another way of saying it. Finally, she came up with something. "As I was resting against the tree earlier the stupid bugs got to me something awful honey. Now I'm kind of itching all over. I have something in my bag that would help though. I always bring a bottle of baby oil with a few drops of lavender in it to help soothe and protect against bug bites. Would you mind very much rubbing some where the bugs got to your mother, honey."
After a long pause, he said quietly, "Maybe . . . better you."
"I . . . well I would but I am a bit tipsy and would probably just make a mess and end up wasting most of it. Besides I have the blindfold on remember. And actually I . . . don't laugh . . . but I just want to see if you would be willing to be a good son that pampers his mom by doing such a thing for her?"
There was again the usual pause before he responded. "Jason will do it . . . for mom."
"Good. The bottle of oil is in my backpack. The small zipper compartment on the left OK."
When she heard him moving toward her backpack she stripped off his flannel button up shirt.
Bottle in hand, Jason moved back toward her. Seeing she took off his shirt he said, "No . . . more . . . cold."
"No, not really, sitting in front of the fire warmed me up. Beside your shirt will just be in the way."
Throwing one leg over the log, straddling it, Amber patted the log behind her. "Here sit like this . . . here. It will be easier I think."
Once she felt him settle himself down beside her, she leaned back against him. "Now just pour a little of the oil out on both your hands Jason and then I will tell you where to rub the oil on me."
"OK . . . ready," he told her after dumping a decent amount of the oil on both of his hands.
"Now why don't you start with your mom's arms sweetie, using both hands?"
He patiently rubbed up and down her bare arms several times as she closed her eyes and relaxed against him. The careful, gentle, and almost shy way he was rubbing the lotion in, gave her the confidence her plan might bear fruit.
After allowing him several swipes up and down her arms she spoke up. "Time to move on baby. Do your mommy's tummy next . . . all over."
Again, he moved his hands both gently and nervously all around her taunt belly. She liked how he shyly veered away from going too high-- near her breasts-- which played perfectly into the scenario she was playing out in her mind.
The scenario the imaginative Amber was playing in her mind was simple and innocent: he was really her son--her sweet, innocent son--and would never so much as consider harming her. This little fantasy scenario of hers, helped relax her and made her feel as if she was in control.
"Do mommy's thighs next, Jason, but first hand me the bottle of baby oil," she whispered. After taking the bottle from him, she carefully dumped, with his help, some more of the blended baby oil on the palms of both of his hands.
He slowly let his hands slip down across her hips, and onto her thighs, one hand on each. Amber, ready to push things up to the next level, allowed him a few tentative, nervous swipes up and down the middle of her thighs before she decided to take charge of things. Reaching down, she covered both of his hands with hers as she whispered, "Let Mommy help hon."
Using a pair of firm hands over his, she guided them up and down, moving in small circles, making sure to cover the entirety of her nice, firm thighs. As she slowly pushed his hands north toward the very edge of her panties she felt him beginning to squirm nervously--just as she hoped.
She spread her legs just a bit wider while pushing his hands up higher on her inner thighs until they were bumping up against the edge of her panties. His squirming increased. Tenfold.
Wrapping her hands around his, she pushed them up onto her tummy and toward her beckoning hills, knowing it was the whiskey talking, she whispered a little white lie to him.
"Hmm, honey, you know those stupid bugs . . . a couple of them got under your mommy's shirt and kind of bit her there . . . on her chest. Can you rub some lotion there . . . please honey. It really itches."
He said nothing but didn't resist as she continued to guide his hands up. Pausing before her blouse she whispered further instructions, "Can you unbutton your mom's shirt Jason a bit more . . . it will be easier that way for you to rub the oil on the itchy spots."
Amber leaned back, concentrating not on the dangerous game she was playing, but instead on the shy, tentative way he was undoing the first two of the four buttons she planned on having him undo. Oh yes, she was going all the way when it came to having him undo the buttons on her white blouse: all the way to where the shirt was knotted/tied in the center just below her prodigious breasts.
"Go on baby, undo the other two buttons . . . otherwise you won't be able to get at where the bugs were nipping at my chest."
She sighed as the other two buttons came undone. "Here . . . let's get a little more oil on the tips of your fingers first before we start. Put the bottle in my hand and then hold out both your index finger and your middle finger on both your hands, baby. Now mommy is going to lift her blindfold for just a minute. Just so she can see to pour the oil on your fingers sweetie. I won't turn around and try to look at you. Is that OK?"
"Yes," he replied after a long pause. "Promise?"
"Yes, yes, no looking," she said impatiently as she lifted the blindfold up.
She quickly dumped a small amount of the oil on both sets of his fingers before she hurriedly adjusted the blindfold back in place.
"Now let me guide the tips of your fingers where they need to apply the oil honey . . . so just relax and hold those two fingers out straight."
Gripping his hands tightly, she guided them to the center of her chest, just below her collar bone.
With her hands as guides, Jason slowly slipped his extended fingers down ever so slowly, ever so patiently, directly down and across her chest until they were in between the twin peaks of her breasts.
"You're doing good hon," she whispered, her excitement growing as she continued-- it had to be the whiskey-- with her unbelievably wicked plan to seduce him.
Simultaneously, she gently prodded his fingers outward from the center of her chest until they slipped under her open blouse and bumped up against the sides of her breasts.
"Just a bit further now," she said quietly as his fingers on both hands patiently climbed the sides of her breasts.
Nudging his fingers further under her open blouse, she continued to ever so gently guide his fingers to their ultimate goal: her waiting nipples.



She could feel his breathing becoming ragged as his fingers finally bumped up against her twin nipples.
"Right there hon," she whispered, "Yes, right there, really needs some attention."
Despite having the blindfold on, Amber closed her eyes, resting her head back against his shoulder as she carefully shepherded his fingers in soft circles around her nipples.
Amber felt them becoming fully erect in a mere manner of seconds, they were incredibly sensitive, as his fingers lightly brushed the blended baby oil all over them.
A soft moan involuntarily escaped from her lips as he flickered his fingers tenderly across her fully erect nipples.
Pressing her body back against him allowed her to feel how very big and hard he was getting-- down there-- as his breath was now coming in shallow gasps. She imagined him being a totally wholesome virgin with this being the very first time he ever touched a woman's breasts. Again, it helped ease her mind thinking such a thing. If it was true or not, at this point anyways, really didn't matter.
"You are doing so good baby . . . don't stop . . . my poor nipples . . . they need lots of attention and care hon."
"A-tten-tion," he whispered in a hoarse voice as he continued to flick his fingers delicately across her nipples.
"Oh God that feels so good, sweetie" she whispered to him. Wondering what he would do if she let go of his hands, she slipped her hands away, dropping them down so they were resting on his thighs.
She was not at all surprised when instead of stopping, he continued to slip and slide his two fingers on each hand oh so delicately, just the way she loved, across her nipples.
She could feel him squirming something awful now as her hands slowly moved to his crotch. Her inner voice was once more whispering to her: Are you really going to do this, Amber?
Apparently the answer was yes as she was not stopping. Indeed, thanks to the way he was so delicately playing with her nipples there would be no stopping; she simply lacked the will power.
In her mind, she was already imagined exactly what he would feel like: big and hard.
But then, mere inches from pushing her hands up against him down there, he abruptly stopped.
Yanking his hands away he whispered harshly, "No . . . touching with Mommy . . . like this . . . Wrong!"
Before she even knew what was happening, he was on his feet. He reached down and using one hand, gripped her tightly around her upper arm before pulling her roughly to her feet.
She started to protest, "Honey, why di--"
Shaking her like a rag doll, he barked at her, "No talk."
Amber abruptly feel silent as he propelled her toward the tent. "Sleep now . . . you there . . ." He ripped the blindfold off of her.
He was pointing at the open flap to her small tent.
"Go . . ."
She started to bend over to enter the tent when he pulled her back to him. His mask was down once more as he twisted her around. Once again, she felt the cold steel of the handcuffs being clamped around her wrists.
"No escape . . . while Jason sleep."
"No, no, never," she whispered while he pushed her toward the tent, barking "Go inside sleep."
He followed her inside, helping her get inside her sleeping bag. Just before heading out, she spoke up. "Honey, I don't much care for the dark. Can you turn the lantern on for me? It's right there, sitting on the ground, in the corner by the flap."
His only response was a grunt, but he did abide to her request, turning the lantern on low.
She planned on asking him for a goodnight kiss but when his only response to her quiet "good night" to him was another low grunt before quickly ducking out of the tent, Amber knew she would have to think of some alterative plan. Apparently, it was not going to be so easy to seduce her morally uptight "son".
A minute later he was back inside the tent raising her hopes maybe he changed his mind and was going to sleep besides her. Her hopes were further fueled when she spotted the heavy quilt blanket he was holding in his arms.
Any hopes were quickly dashed though when he bent over, arranging the blanket around her before disappearing out of the tent without a word.
After a minute or two, she dozed off while still turning a couple ideas over in her head on just how she might go about seducing him. She awoke sometime later. How long she had been asleep she was unsure. The tent was dark though as the batteries in her lantern must have gave out.
Amber shivered. Despite the sleeping bag and quilt she was cold and very uncomfortable. Sleeping with handcuffs on was not at all ideal. Neither was the tent being dark ideal. She needed to do something.
Climbing to her feet, she made her way quietly out of the tent, hoping he would not get angry if she was to wake him up.
After poking her head out of the tent, she received a bit of a surprise. He was sitting on the ground, his back up against the log, not facing her. It sounded as if he was quietly moaning a single word--"mommy". Hmm, no worries about him sleeping apparently. Unless he was sleeping sitting up and maybe dreaming--of her.
Making sure to be extra quiet, she took a small step forward to get a better look. In the dying light of the fire, she was just able to make out what he was doing: it appeared his hand was in his lap and was moving up and down while holding something green, something neon green.
Yes, oh God, it was her panties and he was whacking off. Although she could not see his manhood, and did not want to risk coming any closer, she could imagine his jeans unzipped and his cock out. Even more vivid in her wicked imagination was how big and hard his cock must have been with her neon green panties wrapped around it.
Seeing him whacking off with her panties, caused a smile to cross her face as this just might be the missing piece of the puzzle she would need for later. Knowing it would not be at all good to surprise him at this point, Amber quietly stepped backwards, ducking back inside the tent.
Praying he had not blown a load yet, she called out to him loudly, "Jason, honey, can you come in here please. Your mother needs you. Hurry."
Not surprisingly, she heard some mad scrambling taking place out there before he popped his head inside the dark tent.
Making sure to add some extra "whine" to her voice, Amber told him, "Honey, sorry if I woke you up but your mom woke up and now I can't get back to sleep. And the stupid lantern went out. I guess the batteries are dead. And I am really uncomfortable with these handcuffs on. I don't think I will be able to get back to sleep but you wanna know what is really bothering me."
After a long drawn out moment where she was wondering if he was hearing her at all, or if he was going to respond in any way, he finally answered, "Tell what bother you."
"It's my worry about you. I mean I have the sleeping bag in here, I have your nice quilt blanket in here, while you are out there, in the cold and dark, with just the clothes on your back to keep you warm."
"I have . . . the fire."
"Hmm, surely it's out, or almost out by now and as I recall we used all of the firewood to get that fire started earlier and I am sure you would not have went wandering off from the campsite in search of wood leaving your mom all alone in these woods."
"Never," he said moving deeper inside the tent.
Taking a deep breath, Amber launched into all the reasons why he needed to be in here with her. "Hey just listen to me for a sec. I think you can solve all my problems if you just come in here and lay down next to me . . . after taking off my handcuffs. You can wrap your big strong arms around me. I . . . I bet you are a light sleeper and if I tried to . . . you know . . . you would wake up. Also we can keep each other warm snuggling under the sleeping bag and your blanket. The night is getting only colder you know. And finally I will just feel better knowing you are next to your mommy instead of being out there in the cold and the dark. Plus, with you inside with me I won't be afraid of the dark so it won't matter the lantern died."
When he said nothing. She whispered, "Please baby . . . for me. Pretty please."
After a long drawn out moment, he finally whispered, "Jason . . . sleep in tent . . . next to mommy . . . if she wants."
"She does baby, she does."
He hunched down beside her and undid the handcuffs before standing back up.
"I go. Put fire out. Be back."
She stood up, stretching her muscles as he started out of the tent. "Oh wait one more thing hon. Bring a flashlight back with you, yours if you got one or mine. It's in the big compartment of my backpack. I need it for a nightlight to fall asleep. Oh and your mom's bottle of oil, bring that too."
He was gone just long enough for Amber to come up with a plan. It was both daring and naughty and its chances for success all hinged on one thing: would he totally buy into her being his mother.
Jason ducked back into the tent a minute later. In his one hand was the bottle of oil she requested but his other hand was empty.
"You didn't grab a flashlight hon?"
If he hadn't pushed his hockey mask back in place before entering the tent she would have witnessed what passed for a smile on the shy, young man's face.
He thrust out a clenched hand to her. Opening it up, he said, "Better than flashlight."
In the palm of his hands were four D batteries. "Oh perfect, Jason. Just put the oil down and can you put the batteries in while I go outside? I gotta go pee. I am just going behind that big rock over there so maybe you could just step outside the tent as you are putting the batteries in so you can keep an eye on me." Reaching out she touched his hand, "I don't want a bear to steal your mother you know."
"No bear . . . touch mommy," he said while pulling the large hunting knife out of its protective sheath attached to one of his belt loops.
"Protective as ever. Nice," she said as they headed out of the tent.
After taking care of her business, she crossed the small clearing back to him where he was waiting with the lantern already lit.
Once they were back inside the tent, she turned to him, her heart thundering in her chest. Her plan would fail or succeed here in the next few seconds. If it succeeded she was pretty sure her safety would be assured--at least for the foreseeable future.
She moved up close to him. "Can you set the lantern over in the far corner and turn it down to its lowest setting. I don't want it too bright in here."
He quickly obeyed before returning to her. Reaching out she took both hands in his. "Look Jason, I have a very serious question to ask you and I want the truth. Can you do that for me?"
He nodded his head yes.
"Do you really want me to be your mommy? Is that what your heart is telling you or maybe . . . or maybe I'm just not good enough to be your mom?"
"No . . . no." He squeezed her hands tight. "You . . . good enough." He paused for a long moment before adding in a fierce whisper, "I want you . . . to be my mom . . . please."
"I want you too baby," she said. She took a deep breath before letting his hands go. Reaching up, she ran her fingers lightly through a wild tuft of his coal black hair sticking out from behind the mask around his left ear.
"Then you have to do something for me . . . for us. You have to recognize your mom's authority over you . . . I mean . . . just in some matters anyways. What I am trying to say is there might be a couple things I ask you to do and since I am your mother you should feel compelled to do what I ask . . . that is if you really recognize me as your mother like I recognize you as my son, as my cute, adorable little Jason."
When his only response, after his usual long pause, was a soft nod of his head she whispered, "So does that mean you understand and agree?"
Again he nodded.
"Good then the first thing I want you to let your mommy do is . . ." She paused, smiling at her sweetly before whispering the punch line. "Undress you before we lay down. I know you are old enough to get undressed yourself hon, but I wanna pamper my little boy by letting him just relax while I do all the work of undressing him."
Reaching out, she started by slowly unbuttoning his shirt as she continued to whisper to him. "You know good boys who are obedient to their mommy's get nice treats . . . and sometimes even nicer rewards."
As she patiently continued to unbutton his shirt he finally answered with a quiet statement giving her a much needed boost of confidence things were heading in the right direct. "Jason . . . likes treats . . . especially . . . Mommy's treats."
"Hmm, that is nice and like I said . . ." She finished unbuttoning the shirt all the way as she circled around him, whispering in his ear, "You be good and you shall get your treats Jason sweetheart. I promise and maybe even a nice reward."
After tossing the shirt off to the side, she helped him peel off his navy blue tee shirt. She also tossed the tee shirt casually off to the side before reaching out to start to undo his belt and that's when he stopped her. "Jason . . . leave pants on . . . Mommy."
"No honey," she said with a sigh. "You have been hiking all day and your jeans are pretty filthy and your mom's sleeping bag, which she is being kind enough to share with you, is all nice and clean. You understand what I'm saying?"
After a brief pause he nodded his head yes before he whispered, "Wait."
Reaching out, he quickly unhooked the sheath holding the knife from his belt. Bending down, he put the knife just to the left of the sleeping bag up toward one of the two pillows.
"Yes, that is better," she whispered while reaching out to undo his belt again. This time he didn't stop her.
Showing a patience which only increased both of their desires, Amber first undid his belt, and then unbuttoned his jeans, before slowly pulling them down. He was wearing a pair of simple white briefs, and although she only allowed herself a cursory glance down there, even in the dim light of the lantern she could see her "son" was rather well endowed --and maybe more than a little excited based on the bulge he was sporting.
"Now step out of your jeans baby and then Mommy needs to take off your underwear too for the same reason as the jeans."
She knew this was pushing things but if her daring plan was to carry the night, then him being totally naked would make things a whole lot easier.
"Underwear . . . dirty . . . too."
"That's right, hon."
Deciding it might be best not to push things too far and too fast, Amber quickly added, "I know how shy you are baby so your mom will just turn around and let you take off your own underwear and then just hurry up and crawl under the safety of the sleeping bag."
"OK," he said quietly.
She gave him a few seconds to take off his underwear before she called out, "Are you safe and sound inside the sleeping bag hon?"
"Yes."
Turing around, she gave him a warm smile before she dropped to her knees and crawled inside the sleeping bag next to him.
As he reclined on his back, Amber cuddled up next to him, resting her head on his powerful chest. She would give it a minute, allowing him time to get used to her being next to him like this, before pushing things further along.
After a minute or two, just as she was considering just how to proceed with the next step in her naughty plan he gave her an inspiration when he quietly said, "Treats."
Raising up on one arm, she stared down at him. "If you want your mommy's treats honey you are going to have to take off that silly mask of yours."
Almost immediately, he shook his head no.
"Please, baby," she cooed to him.
Again he shook his head no.
Leaning down, she brought her mouth to his ear whispering, "Pretty please for mommy take it off baby."
She twirled her fingers in the tufts of hair sticking out from under the mask making him sigh. "I promise you will really like Mommy's treats and beside it's really dim in here to begin with so I won't really be able to see you."
"Not . . . dim . . . enough."
"We can fix that." Reaching over she grabbed his discarded tee shirt and took it over to the lantern. After carefully draping the dark tee shirt over the lantern, cutting the light down inside the tent significantly, she moved back over to him.
"See now it's really dark in here, Jason honey so . . ."
Without waiting for him to answer, Amber boldly started to undo his mask, fully expecting he would stop her. He didn't.
After carefully pulling the mask off of him, she tossed it aside into a far corner of the tent.
She turned back to him. Inside the darkness of the tent she could barely see his face, but what she could observe broke her heart. Moving her face down closer to his, staring intently, she understood now why he was reluctant to remove the mask.
Running in a jagged, zig zag pattern up his right cheek was an ugly looking thin scar. In the diffused light of the tent she could just barely make out the contours of his nose which appeared to be a mashed in and bent to one side.
Yes, it truly was only a face a mother could love and that is maybe why her heart was breaking for him. Using one finger, she lightly traced the jagged scar staining his right cheek. "What happened here baby . . . if you don't mind me asking?"
After a long pause he said quietly, "They mean . . . to Jason." Amber noticed how he was rapidly blinking his eyes as his voice hitched. Was he on the verge of tears?
"Who mean to you baby?"
"Others . . . mean to Jason. Lots . . . of . . . fights."
She stroked his face lightly with one hand. She wanted to know more but decided having him relive what was obviously some tragic events of his past might not be such a good idea.
"Hmm, Mommy is here now baby. It's OK. Time Jason got his treats and just so you know . . . I still think you are adorably cute."
He smiled, almost, before he whispered back, "Mommy . . . tell . . . fib."
"Close your eyes honey and Mommy will give you your treats and maybe convince you she is not fibbing."
He closed his eyes as Amber continued to run her fingers lightly through his hair. Slowly, she brought her lips down to his right cheek where she patiently applied a series of small kisses all up and down the jagged scar.
Moving up to his forehead, she sprayed it with a good half dozen kisses before moving down to his other cheek, giving it the same treatment. Raising up, she whispered to him, "You like your Mommy's treats baby?"
"Yes . . . more."
"Of course baby. I always have more for you."
She kissed him lightly on the nose once, before giving each of his cheeks several more kisses.
"Is that enough treats for little Jason?"
He shook his head no.
"Show mommy where you want more of her treats baby. Use your finger."
Slowly, he brought his hand up to his face before using his index finger to tap his lips.
"I was hoping you would say that," she whispered as she slowly dropped her lips to his.
She kissed him several times, sweetly, before pulling back. "More," he whispered.
Again, she dropped her lips to his, letting her kisses, this time, linger a bit longer.
When she raised up again he almost immediately whispered. "Want more."
"Well baby, if you want more of your Mommy's sweet kisses you are going to have to show her you really like them by kissing her back."
Amber closed her eyes as he brought her lips down to his. The moment of truth was at hand: would he kiss her back?
Initially the answer was no as she showered his lips with several light kisses, but as she persisted, pressing her lips firmly against his, he finally relented and kissed her back.
They exchanged several dainty, almost innocent kisses, before Amber went for broke. Letting her tongue go, she slid it along his lips before letting it dip into his mouth. She felt his whole body stiffen as her tongue worked its magic, swirling inside the warm recesses of his mouth. After several breathless swirls of her tongue, she felt his own tongue slip inside her mouth.



Soon the small tent was filled with the soft smacking sound of their lips coming together, over and over again. Warming to the task, Jason became a bit more aggressive with his mommy as he reached up, snaking a hand through her gorgeous mane of chestnut brown hair, not allowing her to escape.
Without really thinking about what she was doing, Amber felt her hand slipping down across her son's muscular chest, and then down further, across his belly.
Was she actually going to touch it or would she chicken out at the last moment? She never got an answer as he decided the question himself when he stopped her just short of her touching him down there when he pushed her hand away while shaking his head no.
The fact he stopped her, seemed almost unbelievable to her. Most guys would have been more than happy to allow such a thing, in fact, most guys probably would have been the one pushing her hand down there, but her little Jason, she was quickly finding out, was not most guys.
The truth was simple: the fact he stopped her made her want it all the more.
"Honey besides your treats, remember Mommy offered you a nice reward."
He shook his head yes.
"Well don't you want your reward baby?"
After a short pause he whispered, "Yes."
"OK, but first you have to do something for me. You have to answer, very truthfully, a couple questions that you may think is . . . well, too embarrassing to tell the truth about, but you must . . . otherwise, no reward. Do you understand?"
"Understand . . . be . . . honest."
"Yes. OK . . . so anyways." Amber raised herself up, leaning down on her elbow she started to trace small outlines on his chest as she dropped her voice to a sultry whisper. "Sometimes it's hard to hide things from moms. Sometimes they are all knowing, all seeing."
She paused, letting her words sink in as he started to fidget.
"Like your mommy knows you stole a pair of her panties out of her backpack and she has a pretty good idea what you did with those panties. Now if you can be a brave little boy and tell your mommy exactly what you did with her panties she will give you a real, real nice reward, honey."
He looked away for several seconds, fidgeting something awful as she stroked his hand with one finger. "C'mon baby, you can tell me. Please . . . you see your mother thought she saw something earlier tonight but it was dark, the fire was almost out so . . . This happened earlier when I called out to you from the tent. C'mon tell the truth and get your reward. Did your mommy see what she thought she saw?"
He said nothing, instead he stared up at her, all wide eyed and innocent like, for a long drawn out moment before finally he quietly spoke his confession. "Jason . . . master--bate . . . with . . . Mommy's . . . panties . . . but didn't finish."
Amber smiled at him, trying to work up the courage to finish the naughty plan she had in mind.
"Mommy . . . mad?" he asked sweetly. So sweetly it broke her heart.
"No, no, no, baby. Mommy is not mad at all. In fact, Mommy feels bad she stopped you before . . . well . . . you know. So . . . Hmm . . . I suppose my panties are out there in your bag still."
"Y-yes," he answered nervously.
"Well, no worries I guess I can just use the ones I have on." Reaching down, before she could lose her nerve, Amber quickly removed her white cotton panties as Jason lay still, staring at her silently with a look of hungry anticipation on his scar ridden face.
"Just lay your head back hon and close your eyes and let your mom give you a real nice reward."
He started to tilt his head back before first hesitating then stopping. "What . . . is . . . reward?"
She touched his face lightly, dragging one finger along the long jagged scar. Leaning down, she brought her mouth to his ear, "Mommy is going to finish what you started earlier baby. You know when you were using her panties to stroke yourself out there by the fire. I bet that felt good huh? But you know . . . letting Mommy do it will feel even better."
Jason sighed before reclining his head back as he shut his eyes.
Amber, after wrapping the panties around her right hand, slipped them down under the sleeping bag covering her son's naked body. Slowly, her hand slipped down closer and closer until finally she bumped up against his penis.
Surprisingly, he was both soft and small down there.
Pulling her hand back, she paused wondering just how to proceed.
Opening his eyes, Jason found his mom staring down at him, making him even more nervous.
"Jason . . . not . . . ready, Mommy."
"Hmm, that is OK, hon . . . we have all night." Stroking the side of his face with one hand, she leaned down giving him a quick kiss on the lips.
Amber was quickly figuring out Jason probably possessed more than a few hang ups with sex. Probably from whatever deep dark secrets the boy was hiding in his past. Also, maybe it was simply because he was deeply attracted to his "Mommy" while at the same time knowing it was wrong to be so attracted to her in that way.
Thinking if she was going to seduce him, and thus secure a place in his heart making it, she hoped, improbable he would harm her, she would have to couch her seduction in the most innocent way possible.
It didn't take long for the imaginative Amber to figure out a plan.
Dropping her voice to a low whisper as she pulled the quilt around the naked lower part of her body, she told him, "I think you are probably just real nervous about being a little bit naughty with your mommy huh hon and that's why . . . you know . . ."
"Yes," he replied in his own whisper, "Naughty with Mommy makes . . . me nervous."
"So let's not be naughty then . . . let's maybe just go to sleep baby."
Even in the dark shadows of the tent, she could observe a discernable look of disappointment cross over his face.
Seizing on this, Amber whispered, "But first before we go to sleep I think my sweet little Jason deserves a bit of playtime . . . before bedtime. I mean you have been such a good boy all day long, you got mommy flowers, you fed her nicely, you gave her those sweet little kisses earlier, you very gently applied her oil all over her body like she asked you . . ."
She again tangled her fingers in his hair, before finishing up. "So you definitely deserve a bit of playtime."
"What . . . can . . . Jason . . . play with Mommy?"
"That's a good question hon. I didn't pack any games or toys for you to play with baby. So . . . hmm . . ." Twirling the tie on her blouse around, wanting to draw attention to her chest, Amber closed her eyes pretending to be trying to come up with something for him to play with.
We she opened her eyes he was staring at her chest . . . just as she hoped.
"Hmm, I have an idea. It's both practical and playful all at once. Practical for me and playful for you . . . if you are willing to go along."
"What is idea?" he asked-- almost eagerly--she happily noted.
Reaching over, she grabbed the bottle of oil. "Well I was thinking before we go to sleep maybe you could apply a bit more oil to your mom's body. I mean the bugs do come out at night and I wanna be protected so that is the practical part."
"What is . . . playful part?"
She smiled at him before raising up on her knees.
"The playful part is I think you might have a bit of fun applying the oil to where mommy needs it most, honey."
"Where is that?" he asked in a hoarse whisper.
"To your Mommy's boobies hon. I'm afraid I didn't pack a bra and they will be vulnerable to all kind of nasty bug bites once I fall asleep so . . ." Not waiting for an answer, she twisted the cap off the bottle before whispering, "Now hold your hands out honey . . ."
He slowly held both of his hands out to her.
As she poured a generous amount of the oil out onto his palms she told him, "I was hoping you could gently apply the oil for her . . . all over her big boobies and well . . ."
She dropped her mouth to his ear whispering, "I know all little boys dream of playing with their mommy's boobies hon so you could . . ."
She rose back up, fixing him with a sly look, "You know, play with them a bit while rubbing the oil all over them like I need. Sound like fun hon? I mean you have been dreaming of playing with your mommy's boobies right little boy?"
After a long moment, Jason finally shook his head yes.
Reaching down, Amber found the knotted tie holding her blouse shut as she whispered, "Of course, Mommy is going to have to take her shirt off though for you to have your playtime."
She noticed him watching with rapt attention as she slowly untied her blouse before patiently stripping it off.
Taking his hands into hers, Amber carefully guided them up to her tits as she leaned on one arm staring down at him. "Now take your time baby and play with your Mommy's boobies real nice OK hon, while rubbing the oil all over them."
Amber sighed contentedly as Jason slide his hands all over her nicely sized 36 DD breasts. His fingers found her nipples, tweaking them playfully as she let out a soft moan.
"Oh that feels good honey . . . don't stop," she whispered as he continued to use his thumbs to playfully bat her now fully erect nipples back and forth.
Her hand slipped once more under the sleeping bag, heading south in search of what she hoped to be a much firmer landscape down there. "Now Mommy deserves some playtime too, honey, so can you show me just how big and hard you can get for her down there . . . please baby . . . so she has something nice to play with herself."
Bringing her lips to his, she showered him with a plethora of sweet kisses as she continued to beg as her hand continued to slip downward.
"Show me baby you can do that for her. Please . . . pretty please."
When her hand bumped up against something nice and firm she knew the battle was hers. Indeed, he is more than a little firm down there, Amber mused with growing excitement as his cock was no longer soft, but rather nice and firm . . . and by God when she was able to get him fully erect, she could tell by the size he was already, he was going to be a real big boy.
Jason let out a small moan of his own as she felt his mommy's soft cotton panties being wrapped around his growing manhood. His moan was cut off as his mother deftly punched her tongue deep inside his mouth, swirling it around effectively as she used both hands, one cupping his balls and the other working the panties up and down his nearly fully erect shaft.
In a desperate attempt to make him fully hard, Amber went to work down there in earnest. After a minute of caressing him gently --while he continued to fondle her tits sweetly--she needed to witness firsthand the results. Pulling her mouth away from his, she sat up on her knees, turning slightly to face him as she brushed his hands away from her tits.
"Take a break for a minute hon as your mommy wants to check on something down there. Just close your eyes and relax while putting your head back."
After Jason got comfortable like she requested, Amber carefully peeled the sleeping bag slowly down, revealing the biggest, hardest cock she had ever had the pleasure of witnessing.
"My God Jason," she hissed, "Did Mommy do that to you?" The growing need between her legs was beginning to trump all else as she stared in awe at her son's giant eight and half inch hard, throbbing monster of a cock.
He mumbled something incoherently as Amber grabbed the bottle of oil, quickly splashing a bit out onto the hand not holding her panties.
Using one well-oiled hand, Amber worked it up and down quickly on his rock hard shaft while she slipped the other hand holding the panties under his testicles.
Jason let out a loud moan as she felt his balls being jiggled gently by his mommy's hand holding her panties. It felt incredible as did the way her oiled hand was slipping up and down the erect shaft of his raging hardon.
Amber knew he would not last long as she peered intently at his cock, knowing it was about to erupt. When he started to hammer his legs up and down, while his moans became increasingly louder she knew it was a mere manner of seconds before he exploded.
She was, of course, right as Jason grunted once just before his cock erupted, shooting a geyser of sticky cum all over Amber's hand and his own belly. Much to his fascination, Amber used her tongue to clean the cum off of her hand, and her panties to clean the cum off of her son's belly.
Jason, now properly satisfied, fell asleep in his mommy's arms. Amber too was quite satisfied he would want more and more of his mommy's pampering thus keeping her safe for the time being. So far she was not really thinking too far into the future, figuring there were simply too many unknowns at this point.
The next day, after a quick breakfast, Jason agreed with her suggestion they should hike back to her cabin. It was another warm Indian summer day when they started on their way back. It was a hike very much uneventful until suddenly it was not.
They stopped around noon for a break in a small group of trees providing some shade from the sun. Amber was determined to try and talk to him. Jason had been sullen and uncommunicative for the better part of the trip going as far as to roughly push her hand away several times when she tried to take it.
She surmised he was feeling some sort of guilt for what happened last night, and if that was truly the case she would have to find a way for him to get over it.
Leaning against a tree, she took a drink of water from her canteen watching him as she decided how exactly to approach things.
He turned away from her while lifting his mask to take a drink from his own canteen. When he turned back, mask back in place she made her move after deciding it might just be best to use the direct approach.
"Jason, you don't have to feel any guilt for how good your mommy made you feel last night."
His only response was a gruff. "Gotta go pee."
After he turned away from her, moving a few feet away behind a large tree, she made her move.
First, she quickly stripped off her tan button up shirt. The crop top tee shirt she was wearing underneath the shirt was both snug and a bit short on her coming down to just a bare few inches below her tits. Next, she struggled out of her shorts. Leaning back against the tree, she waited to see what his reaction might be when he observed her like this.
Jason emerged from behind the tree and stopped. He said nothing at first as he stood there staring at her.
"Your mom was hot sweetheart. Plus, I thought since we had been hiking all morning her little Jason might be in a mood for some playtime . . . you know, like last night."
He stood there for a full three seconds, saying nothing, doing nothing, before the storm broke.
As he stroke toward her purposefully, he withdraw the homemade blindfold from his jeans pocket.
The storm, later in her mind she would dub it Hurricane Jason, was upon her before she could even think to react.
He grabbed her wrist with one hand before spinning her around. Hissing in her ear, he said, "Mommy . . . a . . . tease."
"She is?" was her lame response as she felt her vision cut off when he wrapped the blindfold around her head.
He next secured the handcuffs around one of her wrists as he propelled her backwards until she was roughly pushed up against a large tree. Pushing her hands behind the tree, he secured the other end of the handcuffs around her opposite wrist leaving her helplessly bound to the tree.
Twisting his fingers in her hair, he turned her face up towards his. Hurricane Jason first hit landfall around her face as she felt her mouth being assaulted by a series of increasingly passionate kisses when he crudely shoved his tongue deep inside her mouth before almost violently swirling it around several times.
Meanwhile, his hands, as he rained kisses now down upon her mouth, were pawing at her braless tits through the thin protective covering of her tee shirt. The storm started to slip down as he rained several fierce kisses all over her vulnerable neck and throat.
Amber was thrilled at her son's impassioned reaction to her while knowing she was maybe in just a bit of danger. What if . . . No, she dare not think that as she struggled against the storm of passion being unleashed upon her.
Pulling back, he whispered in her ear, "Stay . . . still."
The storm abated for a quiet moment as she forced her body to go limp against the tree. Hearing the unmistakable sound of his knife being pulled from its sheath, Amber held her breath.
Taking her little crop top with one hand at the bottom edge, Jason held it taunt before bringing the sharp edge of the knife up and neatly slicing it open straight down the middle.
Amber first heard the rip of her tee shirt being torn open, and then felt her bare tits being exposed to the cool air of the shaded clearing. Her overly sensitive nipples became instantly erect from both the cool air and the thought of how Hurricane Jason was now about to head inland toward the hills.
The hurricane washed over now with contrasting styles. Up high, toward her face, the force of the hurricane was wild and wicked as it assailed her mouth with a series of rough, almost brutal kisses. Down lower, upon her vulnerable exposed hills, it was as if a gentle light rain fell as he used his hands to caress her tits with unfathomable tender loving care which stood out in total stark contrast to what was transpiring up north.
Finding the contrast in styles to be a total turn on, Amber squirmed against the tree, wanting more.
The eye of the storm was slipping south now, heading for her beckoning hills. The hurricane picked up in intensity as it traveled south with a storm of kisses falling away from her mouth, and on down to her neck, before landing on her throat.
There was a brief pause in the storm as Hurricane Jason pulled back, pausing to admire its handy work.
She looked utterly beautiful to him, handcuffed and helpless as she was bound to the tree. As his hands slipped down, tenderly stroking her thighs now, he watched while she struggled and squirmed against the tree. The effect of her struggles made her sizable tits bounce up and down with an appetizing appeal causing his cock to become instantly hard.
He counted slowly to five, while staring at her tits, allowing the cataclysmic forces driving Hurricane Jason to build to its peak. Once he reached five, the tempest swept over Amber's poor tits leaving her breathless.
Jason smashed his face down between her jiggling tits, assaulting them with succession of furious kisses. He tongue lashed over her erect nipples, making her shudder, before his mouth opened wide to suck wildly on her tits.
Meanwhile the contrast of the storm, one part wild, one part tender, continued as the gentle rain, earlier falling upon her hills, now moved down to the soft lush valley between her legs when she felt him slip one finger inside her panties.
Amber let out a soft moan as his finger slid neatly up inside of her wet pussy. Carefully, he worked it in and out of her while he continued to assail her tits with a savage pummeling from his eager young mouth.
Giving in completely to the forces assaulting her, Amber let out a loud moan as she thrust her chest out, offering her tits up as sacrificial lambs to the violent storm.
Jason continued to suck uncontrollably on her tits, his mouth flying from one ample peak to the other, while he continued to work his finger in and out of her pussy in a soft, rhythmic manner.
Amber was growing desperate to have an orgasm as she prayed the storm would move further south and assault her between the legs.
Her prayers were answered when the hungry mouth of Hurricane Jason began to slide down. He wanted to taste his mommy, taste her forbidden fruit. The storm, if anything, picked up in intensity, as his wet sloppy kisses slipped across the flat, tanned plain of her tummy and toward the lush moist valley between her legs.



With pure primitive lust propelling the storm southward, Amber felt the tempest sweep downwards, destroying everything in its path, including her panties as they were ripped off of her body savagely and then tossed aside. Next, the fury of the storm forced her legs to be spread wide exposing the lush fertile valley in between to be wholly vulnerable to the storm's fury.
A wet, sloppy rain of kisses, fell first upon her lush mane of golden brown jungle of pubic hair. After floundering about a bit, maybe lost in the jungle protecting her now vulnerable treasure box buried at the very depths of this lush valley, Hurricane Jason fell upon said treasure box when his wild, uncontrollable kisses finally stumbled across, more by accident than anything else, the sweet nectar.
One taste of the sweetness was all it took to send the cyclone of kisses into a mad, frenzied passion. His hands, aka the gentle rain, moved around to her backside, falling upon the twin cheeks of her delicious ass, caressing it with infinite sweetness. Again, in a sharp contract which wholly turned her on, the sweetness falling upon her ass, was matched with equal and opposite intensity by a wicked and wild lashing tongue assaulting the twin lips of her moist pussy.
What the hurricane lacked in experience was made up by its youthful exuberance in eating her out. His vigorous tongue circled, dipped and lashed about all around down there before it finally found the nub of her treasure box: her swollen clit.
It was by sheer accident, rather than be design, the torrent of kisses falling upon her valley found the most sacred of her treasures. He knew he found some sort of treasure trove when she started to shake and moan with an unabated intensity he had yet to witness.
With her secret treasure found, and its location duly noted for future explorations, the intensity of the hurricane abated for the moment, pulling back from the valley, being replaced by a gentle precipitation of his fingers dipping into the lush jungle of pubic hair.
At first, there was five young, naïve explorers, i.e. fingers, blundering their way through the sumptuous bush of this fertile valley in search of the treasure box the tempest of the storm had accidently discovered. The explorers, virgins each and every one of them, this was their initial foray into exploring the jungles of that previously uncharted territory known as Woman, combed the tangle of soft, golden brown hair, searching desperately for the small nub of treasure.
Initially, the combined efforts of their explorations were frustrated, mainly due to their sheer inexperience, but then, the most eager and energetic of the explorers, the thumb, floundered upon a diagonal river of moistness, the banks of this short river were like a pair of soft lips, and following it north he was richly rewarded when he found the golden gem of their search: Mommy's clitoris.
Carefully, and with immeasurable tenderness, the leader swirled itself around and around the small gem. He knew he was maybe doing well when the whole valley seemed to shiver and shake and from above, past the flatland that led to this valley, and even beyond those majestic hills rising up north of the plain, came a soft moaning. It sounded like the cry of an angel from the heavens exhorting the leader to, "Please, oh God, don't stop . . . pleaaaseeee."
The leader, Mr. Thumb, being all generous, allowed his four other compatriots, Mr. Index, Mr. Middle, Mr. Ring, and Mr. Pinkie, all to take their turns stroking the gem with gentle eagerness, producing more cries from above, from that angel in the heavens they called Mommy.
"Oh God baby, you . . . you have discovered Mommy's secret spot."
Mr. Thumb took over once more as he swirled and circled the treasure with uncompromising tenderness while at the same time, he sent his most trusted comrade, Mr. Index down to explore that shallow river of moistness more thoroughly.
Dipping slowly down into the depths of the short river, Mr. Index was rewarded when he found a nice, wet cave of fleshly softness. Probing deeper into it brought more desperate cries from the heavens, this time in the form of some unintelligible moans.
Needing help exploring the newly found cave, the leader directed a second explorer to join in. Sending in the tallest of the five explorers, Mr. Middle, would allow the moist cave to be explored to the fullest extent possible.
Working in tandem, the three explorers found if the leader rotated itself around the nub, while the other two dipped in and out, in and out of the cave, slowly and with infinite tenderness, the cries from the heavens became louder and more desperate.
"Oh God baby, that . . . feels sooo good. Don't stop . . . pleaseeee."
Gaining confidence by the second in their initial studies of this once unknown cave, the eager young pioneers doubled their efforts to please the beautiful goddess in the heaven above them when a second team of five voyagers, replicating the team exploring the valley below exactly in makeup, was sent northward to try and find further treasures to plunder.
The five members of this eager, young team quickly crawled across the flat plain just to the north of the fertile valley in search of Mt. Saint Amber's legendary hills. Their efforts were duly rewarded when they bumped up against the base of one of the twin peaks of these hills.
Eagerly clamoring up the side of one of the hills, the five of them crawled all over the conical hill, stroking and caressing as they went, thus causing more soft moans from the heavens.
The hill, all at once was both soft and firm. Reaching the peak of the knoll, the explorers were justly compensated when they found a ripened jewel sitting upon the very peak.
When the leader of this team, aptly called Mr. Thumb like his counterpart down in the valley, began batting playfully at the mature jewel, eliciting more cries of unabashed pleasure to escape from the heavens above, the others quickly lined up behind him, eagerly awaiting their turn.
One by one, the four other members of the team, flickered across the ripened gem causing it to seemingly grow both more firm and more erect.
Delighted by their find, the second team of explorers sent a hurried message off to the first to come join them in plundering these ripe, luscious mountains.
The team below, at first reluctant to depart from the valley, soon received word a fresh, new storm was brewing just above them and moving in fast. The team heeded the warning and in a mad scramble departed from the valley. Hurriedly, they traveled north scampering across the tanned steppe, heading for the hills.
No sooner had they departed than the typhoon arrived in the depths of the valley. The storm, remembering where it earlier found the buried treasure, struck their once more. The storm began mildly in the form of a moderate sprinkle of light kisses landing all along, up and down, the soft banks of the short, moist river.
The sprinkle though soon gave way to a shower of kisses, and then a virtual deluge as the wind, taking the form of a flickering tongue, began to gust and lash out, sweeping down through the entirety of the valley.
The wind's wild, lashing fury attacked the short river, striking it with such force as to cause the moans from the goddess in heaven to resonate loudly throughout the quiet forest.
Up north, the two teams of explorers, each assigned their own lovely twin peak, worked in tandem in lavishing such attentions, especially upon the ripen crown jewels sitting atop the twin mountains, as to cause further moans of pleasure to come from the beautiful angel in the heavens above.
Back in the valley the tempest now was centered on the nub of the valley's buried treasure. The wind alternated between flickering gently upon the treasure and then lashing at it aggressively, over and over again, causing even louder cries from the angel above.
"OH GOD BABY . . . you . . . you are going to . . . made Mommy come," the angel shrieked to the blue sky above.
Just as the two teams of explorers began to fondle more aggressively their assigned hills, the monsoon down in the valley reached its zenith.
The wind, gale force now, jabbed at the nub of Amber's engorged clit, before the storm opened wide and literally sucked the treasure into its eager young mouth before assailing it again with a series of short, firm strokes.
Finding its treasure box being first suckled on, and then set upon with more adoring lashes from the wind, sent the angel in the heavens above shrieking to a wild, shuddering climax. Hurricane Jason, its energy spent, retreated.
The storm, a real one this time, had been building all afternoon and just as they reached the safety of the cabin the wind, previously quiet began to stir as the sky began to darken with a gathering of angry, purplish gray rain clouds.
Once inside, Amber propelled the masked Jason to the bathroom. "You need a shower hon and while you are doing that I will prepare us a bit of dinner . . . OK?"
He simply nodded his head yes but as she started to depart from the bathroom he reached out snagging her hand.
"Bring . . . me . . . keys . . . to car."
She sighed. He still did not trust her.
By the time he was out of the shower and dressed again a simple dinner was prepared for them: chicken tenders and fries. Wanting to add a bit of atmosphere, while allowing him to take off his mask and be comfortable, she turned off all the lights in the cabin after lighting a pair of large pillar candles on their small dining table.
Adding to the atmosphere she was striving to create was a bottle of red wine and two glasses. Unfortunately, Amber did not pack anything overly sexy to wear to dinner so she keep things simple by wearing a pair of jean shorts and a snug tee shirt, sans a bra.
The slowly building storm held off just long enough for them to enjoy an uneventful dinner. Jason was, as usual, quiet, while Amber too concentrated mainly on her meal while only making a quiet comment or two along the way while downing a copious amount of wine. The wine was "just in case" she needed to be filled with liquid courage, allowing her to exploit any opportunity to seduce her "son" once again.
One thing she made certain not to do as Jason sat there quietly unmasked eating his dinner was to appear too interested in him without his mask on, thus she gave him only the most superficial of glances.
After dinner, as darkness fell and the rain started to lightly splatter against the cabin's windows, he quickly slipped his mask back on before they headed over to the sofa. Apparently, the shy side of him was fully back in control as he gently rebuffed her attempts to snuggle up to him.
Finally, not wanting to press things too much, Amber sighed before saying, "Well I suppose it's time for bed."
"Yes . . . Jason tired . . . but . . ." When he paused, saying nothing more she knew what was on his mind.
"I know you still don't trust me. I suppose, you could always sleep next to me in my bed hon."
"Mommy should sleep alone . . . Jason out here."
Sighing at being rebuffed once again, Amber went to the bedroom to put on the same white nightgown he spied her wearing the other day before going to bed.
After emerging from the bedroom she noticed he moved the sofa, angling it across the hallway directly in front of the bedroom door.
After he got settled under a blanket on the sofa, Amber leaned over to kiss him goodnight, aiming her kiss at his lips, but at the last second he deftly turned his face allowing her kiss to fall on his cheek instead.
Guess the boy didn't want to be tempted by his mother's sweet kisses before trying to get some sleep, her inner voice chided her as Amber shut the bedroom door.
Two Hours Later:
Was the bad dream causing her to bolt upright from the bed with a loud scream the result of simple fate, or was it wishful thinking on her part knowing where it might led? Regardless, the dream, in the end, achieved what she could not earlier: it got him in her arms.
Hearing his mother scream, Jason jumped from a restless sleep on the sofa and scampered into the bedroom.
In the dim light of the bedroom's nightlight, stuck over in the far corner of the bedroom, he could just make out her silhouette as she sat upright in the bed, clutching the bed's sheet around her naked body, shaking and sniffling.
"Oh honey, you Mom had just an awful dream. Can you hold me? Please . . . and this stupid storm is not helping. I hate thunderstorms."
As if on cue, the storm reinforced her fears when the room was momentarily lit up by a flash of lightning followed by the rolling boom of thunder.
He sat down on the bed next to her, stiffly putting his arms around her.
"You . . . are . . . shaking . . . Mom," he said softly in her ear.
"Yes, the dream . . . it was so bad. I . . . can I tell you. It might make me feel better . . . especially since you were in it."
She pulled back from him. Reaching up, she stroked the side of his face softly. He was wearing his stupid mask again as her hand bumped up against the hard plastic. "You were being mean to me . . . in my dream."
"How?" he asked quietly.
"We were arguing. I was upset because of your lack of trust in me aand your lack of trust in the fate that brought us together. And I guess our arguing . . . well it upset you and you started to chase me around the cabin with a large knife."
"Jason . . . never . . . hurt . . . Mommy," he replied.
"That is not true, honey. Jason hurt mommy plenty by not trusting her still."
"I . . . I want to trust you but . . . don't know how."
"I think the problem is me and you have not yet had a chance to bond properly as a mother and her young son should. We need to bond honey . . . here tonight . . . now. It will help you to trust me and it will help me get over my bad dream and help me not be scared of the storm."
"How . . . we . . . bond."
"First we have to prepare things . . . out there in the living room . . . in front of a small fire. Can you prepare the fire, make it small so it just gives off a little bit of light as I want you to be comfortable when you take off your mask."
As soon as she mentioned taking off his mask he started to fidget causing Amber to quickly add, "Look honey this is important . . . us bonding and I can't bond with you through your mask. The only light in the whole cabin will be coming from the small fire you are going to make so you know--"
He cut her plea off before she could finish when he, thankfully, said, "OK . . . no mask."
"Good. OK so after you get the fire started move the sofa back in front of the fireplace. Place it just on the edge of the rug and get a blanket out from the closet for us. Oh and it's important you strip out of your clothes baby. I'll explain why when I join you but trust me it's important. You can wrap the blanket around your naked body so your mommy doesn't see anything naughty though."
After a longer than normal pause, causing Amber to wonder if he was going to protest somehow, Jason gave a slight nod of his head before hurrying out of the room.
Amber jumped out of the bed, threw her nightgown back on and hurried off to the bathroom to fix her hair and put on just a small bit of makeup for it was vitally important her baby found his mommy attractive.
Roughly ten minutes later, the storm, thankfully, seemed to be dissipating for the moment, Amber made her way out to the living room carrying the two pillows from the bedroom. A cozy fire was going as Jason sat on the sofa, the blanket wrapped around what she assumed to be his naked body. She dropped the pillows on the large white sheepskin rug before settling herself down on the sofa next to him.
After taking a quick moment to compose her thoughts, Amber began to speak.
"Our bonding hon is going to take place in three steps. Each step is important but number three, the last step is the most important of all. I don't want you to get uptight about step three so I'm not going to tell you what it is until right before we are ready to try it."
"OK," he whispered. "Tell then . . . first two steps."
"The first step that will let us bond is simple. I call it kiss, kiss, kiss. It's simply where mommy showers her baby boy with dozens of kisses, unhurried, as a way of showing her love for him. In return, the baby, hopefully, will feel loving enough toward his mommy to return her kisses. I know we have kissed a bit already but this time . . . well this time it's going to be seriously important we take our time and don't rush things. Will this be OK with you?"
"Yes."
She took his hand in hers before beginning to speak again. "Now as mommy and her baby boy are enjoying step one, their little bonding and kissing session, they will, at the same time, be doing step two which is skin-to-skin contact. This is especially important for you hon, since you are an older baby, a much older baby, so it's important we make up for the time we didn't have when you were younger to enjoy some skin-to-skin contact. So you see that is why I had you strip off your clothes as there can't be anything between your skin and mommy's skin to impede our bonding."
"Is Mommy . . . g-going . . . to be . . . n-naked too," Jason asked his voice trembling slightly.
"Of course sweetie. I will be stripping off my nightgown as soon as we are ready to begin our bonding session in front of the romantic fire you made for us."
She fixed him with a sly smile before dropping her voice to a whisper as she said, "So are you ready to begin bonding with your mommy little one?"
"Yes," he replied quickly.
"Good. Then move down to the rug with your blanket and get comfortable," Amber told him as she stood up. She paused, waiting for him to get settled. Once he was snuggled under his blanket, and looking up at her, she slowly stripped off her nightgown, hearing him let out a soft, barely audible, sigh as her naked body was revealed to him for just a brief moment before she dropped down, crawling under the blanket next to him.
"Now we can do some serious bonding, hon," she whispered. "Is little Jason ready?"
"Yes, Mommy," came his quiet reply.
She snuggled her naked body up next to him under the blanket as they both lay on their sides facing each other.
Wrapping her arms tight around him, she pulled his naked body flush against hers. Moving her mouth to his ear, she whispered, "This is nice huh, skin to skin bonding."
He murmured a quiet yes as she brought her lips up to his. "This will be even nicer," she murmured back.
They began to kiss, soft and sweet, exchanging literally dozens of light kisses, their lips barely touching before parting and then coming together again. The minutes stretched out as Amber, in no hurry, showered dozens of kisses down upon his lips, filling the cabin's small living room with the sound of their smacking lips as their kissing/bonding session started to pick up steam.
The gentle pitter patter of the rain falling upon the cabin's roof, now mixed with the soft smacking sounds of their lips, created an almost hypnotic effect inside the small living room.
Amber slipped her tongue across his lips, finding his open mouth warm and welcoming. Twirling her tongue expertly around several times, she felt his cock stiffen as she pressed her lower body against his.
After several more unhurried kisses, she carefully nudged him over, and onto his back. Whispering in his ear, she told him, "Relax and close your eyes sweetie as we are going to do some real serious skin to skin bonding now."
Once he was in position, Amber lifted herself up. Positioning herself on her hands and knees over him, she slowly sank down until her naked body was pressed firmly against his.
Slinking back and forth, she rubbed his body all over with her own. She could only imagine how Jason must have been liking the way his mommy's big, firm tits was brushing so seductively against his muscular chest. Moving down, she allowed her tits to bump merrily along his tummy, stopping just short of what she assumed must now be his raging hardon.



Patiently, she worked her way back up before their lips found each other's again. Once more, they exchanged an excess of sweet kisses while she continued to snuggle her naked body up tight against his.
Not wanting him to become overheated, not just yet anyways, she broke off their kisses and pulled back. After casting a furtive glance at the window, the rain was starting to come down harder again, Amber rose up into a sitting position. She carefully arranged the two pillows behind her against the sofa before sinking back against them.
"Here sit up baby. Lean back against the sofa next to your mom as she is going to tell you about the third and most important step of our bonding process."
Jason eagerly positioned himself next to her against the sofa and once he was in place, she began to whisper to him.
"Do you know honey one of the best ways for a mommy and her little boy to form a long lasting and unbreakable bond is through breastfeeding?"
She looked at him, waiting for a reaction. He turned away before quietly whispering, "Mommy . . . no . . . milk . . . for baby. Jason . . . too . . . old?"
Amber sighed before reaching out and carefully running her fingers through his hair. "Honey, of course you are too old for milk from mommy's breasts, but something else can flow from her breasts and do you know what that is?
"No," he answered softly.
"Love . . . pure and innocent love. Studies show breastfeeding, while providing unbeatable nourishment to your baby also is, by far, the best way to strengthen the bond between a mother and her baby and that's because the mother is providing the comfort of skin-to-skin contact to her baby while showing him that you are there to care for them . . . no matter what, and no matter how old they are. Even big boys like yourself need the love as nourishment hon."
Turning slightly to face him, she pulled the blanket down to reveal her boobs to him. "Now relax and snuggle that adorable face of yours in the warm bosom of your mom's and let her provide you the love and nourishment we both so desperately need and want."
Not waiting for him to answer, Amber snaked a hand around the back of his head, pulling him down until his face was cradled in the nook of her one arm.
Feeling the need to further promote the wonderful effects of breast feeding, Amber began whispering to him again. "There are a number of benefits that accompany breastfeeding hon, but the bond that we will form tonight by doing so will last a lifetime. It's a psychological closeness that will help me show you that you can always find warmth and comfortable in your mommy's bosom."
Jason looked up at her whispering, "Mommy's . . . bosom . . . nice."
"Yes it is baby . . . and it's all yours . . . anytime . . . anyplace you want. Now close your eyes and open your mouth sweetie."
Amber ran her fingers through his hair as she leaned back and closed her own eyes. After feeling her fully erect nipple slip inside his warm mouth she let out a small sigh sure this bonding session of theirs would ensure her safety . . . for at least the near future anyways.
Jason eagerly suckled his mommy's nipples, first one, and then the other into his mouth. The next few minutes passed in a warm haze for Amber as she allowed Jason to patiently suckle on her boobs.
Of course, the pure, sweet innocence of the moment was not bound to last forever when, after a good two to three minutes, Amber found her son, in concert with the storm picking up in intensity once more, sucking more eagerly on her tits.
The sound of thunder was being accompanied by quick flashes of lightning just as she found herself being pushed back off the pillows and down onto the soft rug on her back.
She closed her eyes, thrusting her chest up for him, as he fell upon her breasts in an increasingly feral manner.
His tongue lashed at her distended nipples as he slurped passionately at her tits, while pressing his lower body against hers. The pressing of his body against hers down there quickly gave way to a straight out humping as she felt his massively hard cock being squashed down against her thighs.
Not wanting him to come, not like this anyways, Amber whispered to him, "Honey . . . you . . . you need to be inside Mommy so she can give you what you truly want."
Jason paused, pulling his mouth off of her tits. Raising up her stared down at her. "What . . . does . . . Jason . . . want?" he asked softly.
Amber paused before saying it. Reaching up, she stroked the side of his face softly. The small fire was almost out, leaving the living room in near darkness as she whispered the words there would be no turning back from.
"Jason wants what all little boys want when they grow up to be big boys . . . he wants to fuck his mommy."
He looked away before giving her a most reassuring response. "No fucking . . . Jason . . . wants to . . . make love to mommy."
"And that is exactly what mommy wants, what mommy needs, but first before the love we must satisfy your lust for me baby. You need to fuck me . . . good and hard, here and now . . . and then later on you will be able to last a good long time while you make love to mommy in her bed . . . for the rest of the night."
As if answering her, the storm outside, it was really rocking and rolling now, released its fury upon the small cabin. The whole cabin moaned and shook from a heavy gust of wind, followed quickly by the sky directly above being torn open with thunder and lightning.
Not waiting for an answer, Amber boldly twisted her body around so she was lying on her stomach before carefully raising her butt up in the air as she balanced herself on her elbows.
"Go on baby," she cooed to him, her words standing out in direct contrast to the sweet tone of her voice. "Rise up on your knees and put that big cock of yours inside of me. Your mommy needs it so bad."
The cabin shook again from another mighty gust of wind as the rain lashed against the windows.
Amber closed her eyes, imagining what it was going to feel like having that giant cock of his being shoved hard into her. She felt him first sliding his hands gently all over her butt, before he gripped her hips with both hands.
There was a long pause as she could feel his hardness resting gently against the entrance to her wet pussy.
When the moment of him being at her doorstep drew out, and out, Amber turned to find out what he was waiting for, and maybe whisper some needed encouragement to him.
Just as she twisted her head around and was about to speak, the whole cabin was lit up by a brilliant flash of lightning, followed quickly by a loud clap of thunder shaking the cabin. Any words Amber was about to speak instantly died on her lips as the flash of lightning allowed Amber to see him--unmasked and very clearly-- for the first time.
It was then Amber saw unmistakably what so far her heart had been telling her, but she had been denying all along: Jason was her son . . . for real.
Amber married young, sixteen, into an extremely wealthy and prominent family. Almost immediately, she had Jackson Jason, or J. J., as she affectionately called him.
Some years later, her marriage hit the skids with her husband Jack becoming both physically and verbally abusive to her. Jackson watched the abuse being heaped upon his mother growing up, causing a deep resentful anger to begin to grow in his heart. By the time he was ten he hated his father. By the time he was twelve he dreamed of hurting him real bad, maybe even killing him.
At the age of fourteen, one day while watching his father smack around his mother, again, he simply snapped. As Jackson watched, his parents were arguing at the top of the stairs. He waited for the opportune moment before striking, and when it came he impulsively took it. In a fit of rage, he rushed his father and with a hard two handed shove from behind, pushed him down the stairs, nearly killing him.
Jack suffered multiple injuries from his fall and blamed Amber for putting the boy up to it. Wanting his wife to suffer, and using his power and influence, Jack made sure his son was charged to the full extent the law would allow.
Jackson, suffering from anger issues already, and with multiple fights at school on his record, was sent away to a mental hospital for observation.
After Jack recovered he really got nasty with his now ex-wife. Knowing she was visiting Jackson on a regular basis, Jack told her if she continued her visits something bad might happen to him. He simply wanted to hurt his wife in any manner possible.
Amber dismissed his implied threats and continued to see her son on a weekly basis, but soon after she faced the consequences of her actions when Jackson started showing up at their weekly visits with multiple bruises all over both his face and body.
The doctor in charge of his case blandly told Amber, "The boy is troubled and gets in lots of fights. He doesn't speak well and the other boys tease him about it."
"Well he had a stuttering problem when he was younger and it's come back ever since he came to your stupid hospital doctor," Amber angrily told the man.
Amber suspected her ex-husband was behind the scenes pulling strings. She was right. Jack bribed several guards who, in turn, bribed three of the biggest, toughest inmates of the hospital to do a number on poor Jackson.
Jack happily told Amber if she went and visited her son again, the next time he would end up in the hospital's morgue. Knowing just how mean and vindictive her ex-husband could be, Amber believed him.
The two of them ended up striking a bargain. In exchange for Amber ceasing all contact with her son, no visits, no letters, no phone calls, Jack would make sure the boy was protected. Furthermore, when he turned eighteen Jack promised he would use his influence with the doctor to have Jackson declared fit for release and only then could she start seeing him again.
Amber agreed. Jackson was fifteen now and ceasing total contact with her son for three years would be extremely difficult and painful but it was better than the alternative she reasoned.
The bargain struck there was nothing left for Karen to do but wait for Jackson's eighteenth birthday.
Unfortunately, the mean and vindictive Jack had other plans. After six months passed one day Amber received a phone call from the hospital. Her son was dead; killed in yet another fight with a fellow inmate. Then came the kicker. He had been dead for over a month.
Amber was naturally livid but her anger mattered little as the hospital told her they had been trying to get hold of her for weeks but she would not pick up the phone.
In the end, it was determined due to a simple clerical error the hospital did not have her correct phone number.
The grieving Amber received a copy of his death certificate and tried to move on with her life not knowing the strings Jack, using his money and influence, pulled behind the scenes.
The death certificate was a forgery. Jackson was alive but with the cover up orchestrated by Jack neatly in place Amber really was in the dark.
Just to add a bit of angst to the situation, Jack went and paid a visit to his son in the hospital for the first time since the incident. He told Jackson how he and his mother remarried and was moving out of the country. He told the boy all their problems were because of him, and now with him out of the picture they were happy. He advised Jackson upon his release, on his eighteen birthday, he should just move on without bothering to try and find them. It would be best for all concerned.
Jackson was left confused and angry by his father's visit. He didn't want to believe what he father told him, but yet his mother did cease all contact with him so it must be true.
Upon being released on his eighteenth birthday, a distraught Jackson, not knowing what else to do, went to his old home in an attempt to verify if what his father told him was really true.
It was no longer his home. An old couple with three dogs lived at his house now. Apparently, his father had been telling the truth. Deciding he would take one last shot at finding his mother, Jackson did the simplest of things: he found a local phone book and looked her up. He got lucky after checking for both Amber Evans, her married name, and Amber Smithfield her maiden name, finding the latter name with an address across town. After locating the house, and finding her living there, he started basically shadowing her while trying to figure out what to do next.
Even if there was no sign of his father, maybe he was away on business, an angry and unbalanced Jackson wanted revenge on his mother for abandoning him. He followed her up to the cabin with no real plan but to hurt her someway, somehow, and then things started to take some wild and wacky twists, and some nice ones too, while he kept his true identity hidden.
Amber's mind was whirling a thousand miles an hour upon her discovery but before she could even think to formulate a response one way or the other, he grunted loudly while shoving his full eight and half inches inside of her.
The initial thrust took her breath away while his follow up thrusts, three of them, quick and hard, sealed her fate. He was off to the races-- so to speak-- and there was nothing she could do about it now.
He gripped her hips tightly as he plowed into his mother again and again, a good half dozen times with each successive thrust being harder than the last.
After the briefest of pauses, he began to fuck her again, at a more leisurely pace this time, finally allowing her the ability to speak.
"Jason . . . oh God . . ." He was now fucking her like she truly enjoyed, hard and slow, but still-- she had to stop it . . . right? In between panting, she tried as she whispered, "Don't. Stop."
Jason on the verge of a tremendous orgasm didn't hear "Don't. Stop." Instead what he heard, what he understood was, "Don't stop."
Meaning, of course, she wanted more . . . just as he did. With another loud grunt he drove his cock deep inside of her-- hard --three more times causing her whole body to shake before he spurted a huge load of cum deep inside of her.
Collapsing next to her, gasping for breath, Jason drew the blanket back over his naked body as he curled up in a ball, his back to her, the shame of fucking his mother so hard gave him a profuse amount of guilt.
Amber too collapsed from the intense fucking she just received. Her mind was still whirling with knowing his true identity. Deciding maybe it might be best to wait until they both calmed down before she hit him with what she now knew, Amber pulled him into her embrace.
Holding him tight, she said nothing. Instead, she contented herself with softly stroking his hair before she dropped her mouth to his ear. It wasn't planned but the words just came pouring out in a torrent of emotion. "Baby mommy loves you so so much. You have to understand that hon, just as you have to understand I will never leave you. Ever. Again."
He slowly turned around to face her. In the dim light of the dying fire she could just make out the tears streaming down his face. It was then she knew, beyond a doubt, her son possessed a whole host of conflicting issues over what just transpired between them.
Deciding to concentrate solely on his tears for now, she didn't know what else to do but kiss them away. Her kisses, soft and sweet, landed amiably all over his tear stained cheeks, but it was her words to him, "Mommy loves you so much," cooed so quietly, so sweetly, over and over again, which left them both emotionally vulnerable.
With her fingers tangled deep in his long disheveled hair, Amber found herself involuntarily pushing him down into the inviting warmth and comfort of her bosom.
She let out a soft sigh when she felt her breasts pressing against his cheeks, and then another louder, more pronounced sigh, when he opened his mouth and began suckling so very tenderly on her breast.
"Oh baby," she whispered as she closed her eyes, allowing, yes her son, her real son, to suckle gently on her tits.
And this was the last thing she remembered before she, the wine finally getting the better of her, passed out with him still suckling on her breasts.
It was still dark, the rain having faded away to a quiet pitter patter on the cabin roof, when Amber woke up. Her back was to him now as at some point, while they slept, they maneuvered themselves into a tight spooning position.
Amber sighed deeply. His arms around her made her feel warm and safe and while she hated to disturb things as they were, it was time to talk.
"Honey, are you awake," she whispered.
When his only response was a gentle stirring under the blanket covering both their naked bodies, Amber tried again. Reaching back, she snaked a hand around the back of his head. "Jason, sweetie, wake up, your mom needs to talk to you."
He mumbled something incoherent before beginning to nuzzle her neck. It might have been fate, or maybe he just knew, but his nuzzling landed on the exact spot of her neck which turned her to mush.
She wanted to talk but then she felt "it" coming alive down there. Involuntarily, Amber felt herself pushing her ass backwards against his growing hardness, just as the nuzzling of her neck became more serious.
They kissed. Slowly. Patiently. It didn't take long for his sweet, tender kisses to push her buttons making what happened next a foregone conclusion. Reaching down, she found his hands, guiding them up to her boobs. He gently cupped them just as his tongue first circled and then dipped into her ear, causing her to shiver.
He flickered his fingers across her nipples making her sigh with quiet contentment as once again, Amber found her world tilting out of control.
Down there, she could feel his incredible hardness nudging gently against her wet opening. "Hmm I do believe," she whispered as she reached behind her to find his cock, "mommy's little boy has a serious case of morning wood going on down there."
It wasn't difficult to find, considering how big and hard he was as he continued to play with her tits. A few quick strokes of her hand up and down only made him all the bigger and harder before she guided him inside of her.
"Be nice and gentle baby . . . make love to your mommy . . . OK."
"Love . . . mommy," he whispered back as he carefully nudged his hardness deeper inside of her. Rocking his hips slowly, Jason made compassionate love to his mother.
"Oh God baby . . . you feel so good inside of me," she whispered while pushing back against him wanting to meet his latest soft thrust.
"A little harder baby," she whispered before twisting her mouth around. They kissed, tongues slipping in and out, as he started to push into her by the softest of increments just a bit harder.
Amber closed her eyes, a quiet moan escaping her lips as he urged his cock into her at a more frantic pace. She was well on her way to a powerful orgasm already when he pushed her quickly to the very edge. Gripping her hips with both hands, Jason propelled his cock deeper into his mother as her moans increased in intensity.
He found her moaning to be a huge turn on. Wanting to make her moan even louder, Jason began to push into her harder and deeper with every thrust using an even measured pace that fell somewhere in between fucking and making love.
A good half dozen deep thrusts later, Amber felt him shudder as he came, just mere seconds before she tipped over the edge herself.
They held each other tight for what seemed to be an eternity before Amber moved her mouth to his ear whispering, "Welcome home baby. I know who you are, maybe I knew all along and please just give me a chance to explain everything to you . . . over breakfast. You want your mom to make you breakfast hon?"
"Yes," he replied. "Breakfast would . . . be . . . nice."



"I have a feeling, moving forward we are going to share a whole lot of nice things, sweetheart."
Amber climbed to her feet, heading off to the kitchen just as the morning's first rays were poking here and there into the cabin. Musing what the upcoming new day might bring, Amber began to hum quietly as she entered the kitchen.
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Part II: Ali-shad-bar the Almighty
Gail was growing both desperate and horny. The house remained depressingly quiet for roughly the next three months. She wondered--would that one wild fantastic night be it? She might have been loath to admit it but Gail wanted more.
Nearly another month passed. Still nothing. With every passing day, Gail became less sure of him ever returning. Deciding she needed to increase her knowledge of the supernatural, Gail started doing some research into the spirit world, leading eventually to a small bookstore in the downtown section of picturesque Wilkesbury, Connecticut.
Wilkesbury was a good thirty minute drive from her hometown of Maylock but it turned out to be well worth it. The bookstore, and its positively ancient proprietor, Ms. Olga Krapchuck was a priceless gem.
She took Gail across the street to a local café for tea and after she told the old lady the barest outline of how she thought she was being haunted by her son, Olga looked at her and cackled in her somewhat broken English. "Me thinks you leave out saucy details Ms. Gail. Maybe embarrassed hmm?"
"Yes," Gail responded in quiet surprise. Indeed, Gail left out much in her story, especially, most especially that is, the sexy stuff, but somehow this stooped over, white haired lady, in her all black dress and black shawl, who looked to be not a day younger than ninety at the very least, knew there was more to Gail's story than what she told.
"OK. Ifs you want my help you must tell all, but not to me. I'm . . . at presently . . . much too deeps into another case. Hmm, similar to yours. Pretty local lady being haunted by her boy. You could waits for me to solve her case, but . . ." She shrugged her shoulders before adding, "Might take a whiles . . . and Olga senses you are desperate for closure."
"I am," Gail said.
"Well if that be the case I have someones else who could help. Hopefully, rights away."
"Who?" Gail asked hopefully.
"My great granddaughter, Katrina, but if she to help yous, you must . . ." Raising one gnarled finger up, Olga waved it in the air at Gail, "Tell my great granddaughter everytine . . . no matter details cause embarrassment or not. Katrina powerful witch, aye not as powerful as Olga but still . . . she no judge you."
The next day, Gail was sitting across the table, in the same café, from Katrina, spilling all of her secrets.
The witch looked more like a classic country school teacher in Gail's mind, right down to the vintage black horn rimmed glasses she wore on her creamy white, somewhat, plain face and her dark flowing pleated skirt hanging coming down past her knees, matched with a loose fitting plain white blouse.
The glasses, along with her hairstyle, blond, short and permed, looked like they came from a bygone era. The fact the middle aged witch wore no makeup was plainly evident, but still, Gail found her to be not at all unattractive.
After hearing all of the story, right down to the sexy details of what happened on that fateful last night roughly four months ago, Katrina paused for a long moment as she peered at Gail over her glasses. "Based on what you have told me you are being haunted by more than your son, Gail. There is, I strongly suspect, a demon involved. There is no spirit powerful enough, at least not so far as I have ever seen or heard, and trust me I have heard and seen plenty, on its own, who could turn himself into a mist like that and . . . you know give such pleasure."
Gail face flushed red as she recalled the encounter of the ghostly spirit of her son turning into that luminous mist and then slipping inside of her panties . . . before making her orgasm so hard.
"A demon? You mean like . . . like in those movies, like The Conjuring?"
"Hmm, not exactly. Demons in the movies are made evil to sell tickets, but not all demons are of the evil variety . . . well at least not in my opinion. I now you have questions Gail but let me explain my opinion fully so just hold them until I am done."
"Sure," Gail said as she tried to relax while preparing herself to hear the worst while hoping for the best.
"So based on what you told me . . . if you left nothing out."
"I didn't Katrina. Really."
"Good then I am fairly certain a demon has attached itself to your son and is guiding his actions. I perceive there to be four possibilities here. One, the demon haunting your son, aiding you son in his misadventures is of the voyeur type. That is they like to whispers naughty suggestions or deeds to their host, the host in this case being your son. The host, in almost all cases, will be compelled to follow the suggestion and commit the naughty act while the demon sits back and observes as things unfolds. Two, the demon attached to your son has taken him over completely and, in a sense, mimics your son in all aspects, thus fooling the victim, that would be you Gail, into believing the interactions taking place are between you and him, while in reality it is your son helplessly watching as the demon pretends to be him. Third, the demon is actually inside your son and controlling him . . . like some kind of mischievous puppet master . . . into committing naughty little acts with you, Gail. The fourth and final possibility is the demon is not limiting themselves to only one of the three possibilities I have just outlined, but instead is practicing all three of them from time to time as they see fit."
Gail took a deep breath before speaking. "Number two sounds really scary. I mean if that . . . that was not him I . . . did that with . . . my God."
Katrina reached over and took Gail's hand into hers. "Don't consider that Gail. It will be easier that way for you. It was your son that night . . . it's only moving forward we must consider the second possibility."
The witch's warm, soft hand, combined with her kind words, was reassuring enough where Gail allowed herself to relax again.
"OK so speaking of moving forward what do you suggest? It's been so quiet since that night. I fear he is gone."
"Doubtful. I imagine whatever has attached themselves to your son knows or senses your growing frustration, your growing need to want contact again, and is simply biding their time. Simply put, the more desperate you become for contact the more easily they will be able to get what they want from you."
"And what do you thing they want from me, Katrina."
"I think they have shown that already Gail."
Gail sighed knowing the witch was right.
"So if he is not gone what then do you suggest I do?"
"Have you considered moving. That might solve the issue."
"I don't want to move. I want . . . I need closure. I need to apologize to him. To make him understand."
"If you won't consider moving and truly want another . . . hmm encounter, a chance to apologize maybe, then we must invite contact. The sooner the better."
"How do we do that?"
"Invite me over to your house and I will hold a séance and try to contact the demon, maybe speak to him, and see what I can bargain for you."
"Consider yourself invited Katrina. When can you come by and . . . ahh how much should I pay you? I don't expect you to do all this for free."
"Pay is not necessary in this case. To be honest I am writing a book about people who have had naughty encounters with spirits slash demons and this could make a wonderful chapter all to itself. Of course, I would change your name and a few details to keep your identity secret so really all I want is a chance to explore your case further and to see if we can get the demon to come out and play some more . . . but only if you are really willing to allow such a thing Gail. I mean you must consider what happened before and that it could happen again."
"I am willing to risk it." Gail took a deep breath before whispering, "I miss him, Katrina."
"I know you do sweetie."
Three days later Katrina showed up at Gail's house just before sundown, looking pretty much as exactly as she did the first time they met right down to her flowing skirt and loose fitting blouse.
After getting settled down on the floor in the dark living room across from each other, Katrina proceeded to place in the center of the table, a half dozen small tea light candles before inviting Gail to reach out and hold her hands in between the flickering candles.
"Are you ready to begin, Gail?" the witch asked quietly.
"Yes," Gail responded quickly.
The witch closed her eyes for a brief moment as she chanted something quietly in a language Gail wholly did not understand before switching back to English.
"Our beloved William, I beseech you to make contact with your lovely mother. Please, William, for her, do this."
The living room remained deathly quiet as Katrina repeated her request and then fell silent. There was a slight stirring of the curtains across the living room and then the candles began to flicker.
"He is here. Oh yes, most certainly, I can sense him," Katrina whispered.
"William I can sense you but your mother, she needs a more distinct sign. Please show her something . . . let her know her son has not abandoned her. A soft kiss on her cheek maybe."
Gail held her breath as the air around her became first chilly and then she felt it . . . a brush of lips against her cheek.
She wanted to cry out but Katrina had given her strict instructions: only speak when addressed by me directly, and keep any answers simple, direct and very truthful.
Remaining silent, Gail allowed the good feeling the kiss gave her to wash over her.
"Now William . . . are you alone? Rap once on the table for yes, two for no."
After a brief pause there was a pair of soft knocks.
"Who is with you? Is it Ali-shad-bar?"
After another brief pause there was a single knock on the table.
Katrina put the three day prior to conducing the séance to good use doing some research on powerful demons linked to being naughty and mischievous and finally, after gathering as much information as she could find, came to an educated guess the demon attached to young William was one called Ali-shad-bar.
Actually Ali-shad-bar, despite being very powerful, was one of the lesser known demons, mainly because it was highly selective in who it made contact with. The last known contact anyone had with Ali-shad-bar was in 1955 in India.
What little information Katrina could dig up on this shadowy demon of the underworld was spotty at best, but indicated he was very much a highly mischievous, highly randy and very lustful demon, who preferred to push his host into making amorous advances upon members of their own family. While usually attaching itself to a living being, Ali-shad-bar had been known, from time to time, to attach himself to a recently deceased spiritual entity-- especially if the spirit in question died in a highly sexualized situation--in order to be naughty with a living relative of the spirit.
"Good, good," Katrina muttered quietly to herself. "I would like to speak to Ali-shad-bar directly in the Old Latin. Can he oblige me?"
Quickly there came a loud thump on the table.
Katrina titled her head to one side, murmuring something Gail again didn't understand.
After maybe ten to fifteen seconds at most, Katrina straightened up, announcing loudly, "They are gone. Both of them."
"He did whisper in your ear right Katrina?" Gail asked excitedly. "What did he say?"
"Let's retire to the kitchen, turn on the lights," Katrina said as she climbed to her feet, "We talk there."
Once they got settled in the kitchen Katrina started to explain to Gail what was told to her, by Ali-shad-bar the Almighty.
"Listen Gail, I cannot tell you, well anything right now. His request but what I can say is this . . . we need to hold another séance, quickly, two days from now, which is good because it gives me just enough time to consult with my great grandmother and gather what has been requested of me to obtain. If we are willing to be . . . ahh, open minded I guess you might call it about certain things we very well may be able to strike a bargain with him and he shall release your son from his servitude so he can pass happily over to the other side . . . after having the closure you both seek."
Despite several curious inquired from Gail, the witch would speak no more of the details of her short conversation with the randy demon. Gail, of course, agreed to hold another séance in two days' time.
It was a warm Friday evening just around dusk, when Katrina showed up, dressed much the same way as just the other day, ready to hold yet another séance.
After Gail led her into the living room, they settled down on the sofa next to each other.
"OK before we venture down this road I must tell you what advice my great-grandmother gave me. It seems she has had some dealings with this Ali-shad-bar character in the past, and oh I must say, Ali-shad-bar is quite the character Gail, quite the naughty character I mean."
"He is?" Gail replied dumbly. She felt out of her depth here talking about demons and such.
"Yes, so one last time I must ask you, are you really prepared to go down this path, in the manner I suspect, as does my great- grandmother, that would satisfy Ali-shad-bar and hopefully secure your son's release? To do so you must trust me, and my great-grandmother, fully and don't doubt any or our advices."
"I trust Olga and I trust you Katrina. I mean it's weird, I am really not a trusting person, all that much, but for some reason I fully trust both of you . . . especially you."
Reaching out, wanting to emphasize her point, Gail grabbed Katrina's hand and squeezed it tight, and was rewarded with a heartfelt smile, and a tight squeeze back, warming both her heart and her soul.
After Gail hurriedly prepared the living room the same way she did for the first séance, Katrina asked her, "So are you ready to begin, Gail?"
"Yes," Gail responded quickly.
The witch closed her eyes for a brief moment as she chanted something quietly in what Gail assumed to be the same language she used the first time before switching again to English.
"Our beloved William, once more I beseech you to make contact with your lovely mother. Please William for her, do this."
The living room remained quiet forcing Katrina to repeat her curious incantation before falling silent. Just like the other night, there first came a slight stirring of the curtains across the living room, and then the candles started to flicker out one by one until only a sole candle was left.
"They are here," Katrina whispered.
Gail eyes flickered around the dark living room searching for some sign of them before she jerked forward on the sofa. From a far corner came a grim male voice. "Over here," it stated flatly.
Gail stared into the corner. There was definitely someone, or maybe something there, as a shadowy but clearly defined image was silhouetted in the darkness. The image, most ominously, possessed a pair of red glowing eyes spelling danger in large capital letters.
Katrina put a hand on Gail's arm whispering, "Let me do the talking."
Turning to address Ali-shad-bar, in a loud voice full of confidence, "So you are and are you prepared to bargain with us Almighty One about releasing the boy from your servitude."
The confidence Katrina was showing was utterly lacking in Gail, probably thanks to those menacing eyes which appeared to be totally fixated on her.
"Hmm, right to the point, I like that. OK so let's not dilly dally shall we. This is what I offer. I will allow William to pass peacefully to the other side but only if the pretty mommy can pass a series of challenges over the course of the next year or so."
Gail was about to speak but before she could Katrina touched her lightly on the arm. "Let me do the talking for now hon."
Gail nodded her head in silent agreement, relieved actually Katrina was taking the reins in bargaining with the demon.
"How many challenges must she pass?"
"A total of at least three, maybe more, depending on how she does would be adequate."
"OK let's hear about them," Katrina quickly replied.
"I shall only inform you of the initial challenge for now. Pass it and you shall move on and only then will you learn about the second challenge. Agreed."
"If she fails the first challenge or any challenge for that matter what then and will the standards of passing or failing be clear to us?"
"Very clear and if she fails any of the challenges the boy stays with me. It is that simple. With this in mind are you prepared to hear what scant details I shall impart to you regarding your initial challenge, Gail?"
"We are," Katrina replied for the both of them.
"Fine. The first of her challenges is simple. Sometime within the next two months I shall send William to his mother with the terms of her challenge. If she accepts the challenge she must fulfill its terms fully in order to consider it passed. More I cannot or will not say. There is a couple of things though. While waiting the allotted time for William to come to you Gail you must remain utterly chaste. No dating, no flirting with other men at work, no anything including self-pleasure. Also, no speaking with your witch friend Ms. Katrina. In fact, limit your contact with anyone to the barest of minimums. Basically, I am expecting you to abandon everyone in your life until your beloved William returns to you to offer your challenge. After the challenge is over, only then can you reach out to anyone. Trust me, if you disobey I shall know and it will not go good for young William. So do you accept Gail?"
Gail looked at Katrina. Dropping her voice to a low whisper, Katrina told her, "He is being tricky as usual by withholding as much information as possible and I don't like the fact you can't communicate with me. Of course, he wants you to limit all contact with people so you will be both desperate and lonely by the time your son actually visits you and I doubt it will only be two months. I expect it might be quite a bit longer."
"I'll be fine. I can do this," Gail whispered back. "I wanna do this."
Katrina smiled at her friend before turning to the demon. "We agree."
The witch was right: it was much longer than the stated two months as a full five months passed with no sign of William. Then another two months and still nothing. Again, just as before her meeting Katrina, Gail was growing desperate and lonely. She was beginning to think maybe the demon flat out lied to her and William would never return. She badly wanted to seek the advice of Katrina but, of course, contact with the witch was strictly forbidden.
Finally, one night, after a hot bath before bedtime, Gail wrapped a towel around her naked body and entered her bedroom. She let out a small gasp. Her bedroom was awash in soft candle light. Finally, he is here! Gail whispered to herself.
Glancing about the room, she searched for further confirmation her son was here.
At first, nothing broke the deathly silence in the room. Time seemed to stretch out forever as her bedroom remained entirely silent and empty but then, just as she was starting to get discouraged, she heard the telltale sign of her closet door gradually swinging open.
She turned toward the soft creaking noise, but in the dim candle light she could see nothing but darkness beyond the partially opened closet door.
"Maybe he needs a little encouragement," she whispered to herself as she strode across the room, to the small bar in the corner. She could sense him tracking her as she moved across the bedroom.
After pouring herself a glass of champagne, she took several generous sips before refilling it and making her way over to the scene of her earlier misadventure with the ghostly spirit of her son: her now-- tainted with wickedness-- vanity table.
Gail took another large swallow of champagne before sitting down to put on some makeup. She took her time, applying her makeup carefully while continuously sipping on her champagne until it was nearly gone.



Gail still sensed him, watching her from the closet, as she proceeded to pin her hair up in a bun behind her ear--just the way he liked it best.
A good two or three minutes passed. The room remained quiet-- until she heard the closet door creak again. Refusing to turn and look, Gail braced herself and gulped down the balance of her champagne.
Screwing up her courage, Gail announced loudly, "William is that you? Show me a sign if it is."
One by one the candles began to wink out until the room was totally in the dark.
She sat there, surrounded by the smothering darkness, waiting for him to come to her. After a quiet moment or two, she heard the sound of footsteps crossing the bedroom toward her before they stopped directly behind her, just as a pair of candles on the vanity table flared to life. She glanced up in the mirror. Much to her disappointment, there was nothing there to see.
After a brief moment, Gail felt his warm breath against her neck. Bracing herself, she heard a whispered voice, his voice, in her ear. "I have a surprise for you Mommy. I am no longer an only child. I made myself a little brother."
"You did? I don't understand . . . How?"
"Ali-shad-bar simply divided my spirt in two. He has immense powers you know." He told her this in a bold, confident voice she rarely remembered the shy William using when he was still alive.
"So I heard. That was actually nice of him since you always wanted a little brother."
"I am going to disappear in a minute leaving you alone to get to know my little brother . . . and your new son."
"But honey where is he? I don't see him. Am I going to be able to see him . . . at least in the mirror like I could see you that . . . that night? And can I really trust him?"
"You will be able to see him perfectly, and not just in the mirror, but first you have to lure him out of the closet where he is waiting and watching. And, of course, you can trust him, we are twins actually. In fact, I took all my sweetness, all my innocence, all my shyness and gave them to him so you yeah . . . he is perfectly safe for you to play with."
"What must I do? When I, you know, lure him out of the closet."
She could feel his hands on her shoulders as he lowered his mouth to her ear, "Seduce him . . . or else I stay gone. And the seduction, this is very important, Ali wants it to be very sweet and innocent."
"But I . . . I don't know him. Don't know what he likes so seducing him might be difficult."
"I will tell you this . . . over the past few months he has really enjoyed watching you get undressed down to your underwear so I think he has, by now, developed a real underwear fetish, especially when it comes to his mommy looking nice in one of her sexy looking bras so you might want to use that to your advantage. Oh and one final thing, very important. You only have until midnight to seduce him. If you fail, if you are not being, at least, a little bit naughty with him when the clock strikes twelve, Ali shall consider you as failing your challenge and take us down to the worst part of the underworld and we shall never know any peace."
He gave her no time to argue, or pose further question to this final wicked proclamation as Gail felt something stir in the air behind her and then he was gone, leaving her alone with, unbelievably, her new son.
Sighing at this unexpected turn in events, Gail picked up her phone. It was already 11:22. Only thirty eight minutes to put her innocent seduction in play. After sitting the phone back down she turned toward the closet, "H-honey, are you in there. I'm . . . I'm afraid I don't know your name . . . but I want to . . . Mommy wants to know your name I mean."
After a brief moment of silence, finally there came from the closet a small, innocent sounding voice. "Bobby."
"Hmm, Bobby. That is a nice name. So Bobby can you come out of the closet so Mommy can see you. If you come over and sit next to me maybe we can have a nice talk."
When he said nothing she considered standing up and stripping off her towel thinking that would surely draw him out of the closet, but then she remembered Bobby telling her, specifically, And the seduction, it needs to be very sweet and innocent.
Stripping off her robe and showing off her naked body, right away, would not be such a sweet and innocent thing to do. Plus, it would not do much to indulge his underwear fetish.
She sighed, trying to figure something else to say when there was a stirring inside the closet. The door swung open wider as Gail strained her eyes to try and see her new son better. She could just make out a small, shadowy figure standing just inside the closet door.
"Come on hon, if you come sit next to me it will be easier for us to talk, don't you think and to get to know each other better. I mean . . . you do want to get to know me . . . right?"
Gail patted the seat next to her saying, "Come on out now, Bobby . . . please."
The small figure began to cross the bedroom toward her and just as William promised her, Gail could see him perfectly as he drew nearer.
Dressed in a dark tee shirt and a pair of simple white briefs, her new son was adorably cute while being rather small in stature. His sandy brown hair was cut short, and was a bit disheveled, while his dimpled cheeks glowed with an abundance of youthful cuteness.
As he sat down next to her, he looked away shyly with his demeanor apparently matching his innocent appearance.
"Hey look at me, Bobby." Reaching out, curious to see if he would feel as "solid" as he looked, Gail brushed one hand alongside his cheek. She was relieved to find he was both warm and solid.
After her touch, he turned to her with a serious, almost scared, expression on that adorably cute face of his. He looked like he wanted to say something but was too afraid.
"You . . . you are not very tall huh, Bobby. How old are you anyways? Your brother only told me you were younger than him."
"I am nineteen, same as him, but he told Ali-shad-bar when he was creating me to make me smaller so he could bully me and push me around and make fun of me."
"Well that is not very nice. I guess I will have to speak to him about that when I see again, but anyways your nineteen . . . that is interesting so that means you are the same age as William but I thought he said you were younger?"
"Actually I am younger than him because he just made me . . . like a few months ago but since he is eighteen when he, you know, ahh died, I am eighteen also."
"I see, but listen, Bobby, honey, what is the other side like . . . I mean you said--"
"I am not supposed to answer questions about the other side and technically we aren't on the other side, yet, we are in the underworld but I aint supposed to talk about that either."
"Oh . . . Hmm, OK. Well, we can talk about other things."
"Can you go get some more champagne first? William said you are more fun to play with when you have had a few glasses of champagne."
Gail, remembering how she was supposed to seduce him, smiled sweetly at him before replying, "Is that what you want to do sweetheart." She ran her fingers lightly through his hair, "Play with Mommy."
"Y-yes," he answered tentatively.
"Good because honestly Mommy has already had a bit of champagne so I am already in a bit of a playful mood, but I suppose . . ." She rose to her feet. "One more glass would only make me more playful."
As she strode over to the bar in the corner of the bedroom, she could feel his eyes following her. After pouring herself a fresh glass of champagne, she hurried back over to the vanity table actually more than a little anxious to get things started.
After draining nearly half the glass, Gail reached out, impulsively running her fingers through his hair again, before letting them slip down to his forearm. Stroking it softly, she whispered, "I like this . . . you are both warm and solid, Bobby . . . unlike your older brother when he came to visit me a long time ago it seems."
"Ali gives us the ability to kind of change our appearance. We can make ourselves either solid or transparent . . . if we want."
"Hmm, I see, well speaking of him, I mean Ali do you know if he plans on sending your big brother to come to see me tonight or anytime soon?"
Bobby looked away shyly before answering in a small voice. "He promised me I could have you . . . all night . . . tonight I mean . . . to myself. Why? I guess you want him instead of me?"
After he said this, Gail looked at her new son. He had a hurt puppy dog expression on his cute face breaking her heart.
"No . . ." She grabbed his hand squeezing it tight. "I mean I am looking forward to you . . . having me." She squeezed his hand tighter. "All to yourself . . . all night long I mean."
"Really?"
Leaning over, she kissed him sweetly on the cheek as she whispered, "Yes, really."
She watched Bobby flush bright red from her kiss before he whispered back, "I can tell you this one thing about the underworld. It's cold and dark and lonely."
"Is that what you are feeling now sweetie, cold and lonely?"
"Yes," he answered quietly.
Gail said nothing for a brief moment before it clicked in her head. This was the perfect opening. "You know Mommy's have a special cure for both those things, sweetie. It's called cuddling. Would you like your mommy to cuddle you and make you feel all nice and warm and maybe not so lonely."
"Yes, that would be nice."
Standing up, Gail held her hand out to him. "We should do our cuddling downstairs in the den. There is a nice fireplace there and if you pull the sofa a bit closer to the fireplace, but not too close, I think it will be a real super nice place for us to do some serious cuddling. Do you know where the den is, hon?"
"Yes, I have some of William's memories imbedded in me . . . like where things are at in the house."
"Good then why don't you run downstairs, get the fire going and then position the sofa like I suggested and I will be down in a minute. I just need to throw something on and then I will be right there."
After he disappeared downstairs, Gail took a moment or two in deciding just how she would indulge her son's little underwear fetish.
A short five minutes later, Gail, carrying the quilt from her bed, and wearing her favorite white satin robe with something special on underneath entered the den.
Bobby was there waiting for her on the sofa in front of the fireplace. The only light came from the fire blazing away in the fireplace as Gail hurried across the small den to the sofa.
While Bobby sat patiently on the sofa, watching her like a hawk, Gail dropped the quilt on the sofa next to her son.
"So if you really want your mommy to cuddle you all nice and proper Bobby, honey, we need to enjoy as much nice skin to skin contact under our blanket."
He said nothing, only nodding his head in agreement.
"So that means you are going to have to get undressed and then after you're undressed, go ahead and get comfortable under the blanket as I am going to have just one more glass of champagne to help relax me and then I will join you."
"OK," he quietly before starting to strip off his tee shirt. "Are you going to get undressed too, Mommy?"
"Of course baby. Here watch," she said smiling slyly at him. Knowing his full attention was focused squarely on her, and liking it, Gail slowly stripped off the white satin robe, revealing an ultra-sexy white strapless bra and panty ensemble set to him. Gail picked the combination out, mindful of what William told her earlier about Bobby having a bit of an "underwear fetish".
She sensed, by the star struck way he was gazing at her, she made the right choice. Turning, she walked across the den to the small bar in the corner to get her champagne leaving him staring slack mouthed at her.
Her back was to him as she stood at the bar sipping on this final glass of champagne when he called out to her, "Mommy should I take my underwear off too."
She turned. Resisting the urge to check out her new son's "package", as he stood there in just his briefs, Gail keep her eyes at a decent level. "I suppose, for now, you can leave them on Bobby."
"OK," he replied as she watched him slip under the blanket while she hurriedly polished off the last of her champagne.
Striding across the den to him, she paused standing over him, conscious of the eager way his eyes were glued to her tits before she sat down and slipped under the quilt next to him.
She let a minute or two pass as they quietly cuddled under the blanket. Turning, she snuggled her way out from under the blanket so it fell away from her chest. Dropping her voice to sultry whisper she said, "So baby, do you like how Mommy looks in her new strapless bra?" She suspected what his answer might be considering the way his poor eyes seemed to be hopelessly stuck to her chest.
"Yes, a lot," he answered quietly.
"I thought you might have, I mean, well, I hoped so anyways. I picked it out just for you and I have sort of noticed how you have been kind of staring at my chest ever since I took off my robe . . . or maybe I am just imagining things."
Gail could tell by the way he was blushing what his answer was, but still she pushed him. "Answer me," she whispered as she ran a hand through his hair.
He first looked away, sighing, before turning back to her. "You weren't imagining things, Mommy. I was staring but it's not my fault," he whined.
"Really . . . well whose fault is it then?"
"Nobody's. It's just your bra looks really pretty on you, Mommy," he replied in all sweetness and innocence.
"So that's why you keep staring at your mother's chest hon?"
"Yes."
Gail, wanting to add a touch of innocence to the naughty proceedings, dropped her voice to the sweetest of whispers, "Well, your mommy thinks there might be another reason . . . like you are curious maybe?"
"Curious about what?"
"Oh come on you know, baby." She leaned back affording him a better view of her body . . . before inserting what she hoped to be the final piece of the puzzle. "Tell me the truth. Has a girl ever let you feel her up before, Bobby? You know, ever let you touch her boobies?"
He hesitated before answering with a quiet, "No."
"Well, then I can imagine you must be, especially now since you are such a big boy, more than a little curious about what a woman's boobies feel like."
When he turned away, she quickly reached out and gently turned his face back toward her. Dropping her voice to a seductive whisper, she said, "Maybe you are even curious about what your mommy's boobies might feel like huh?"
Their eyes met briefly before he again answered with a quiet and simple, "Yes."
"You know honey, one of a mommy's most important jobs in the world is to get her babies, especially her baby boys, to show the courage to explore their world so do you think you can show your mommy how courageous you are honey, with her help, of course, as I want to give your natural boyish curiosity free reign?"
After swallowing hard he nodded his head yes.
Gail sighed. So far, so good. Glancing at her phone she saw time was starting to run short.
11:44 pm
"First show your mom how brave you are by giving her a nice kiss or two and then I will satisfy that curiosity of yours honey."
She leaned over, her arms sliding across his shoulders as their lips came together. They exchanged a pair of innocent little kisses before she carefully pushed her tongue deep into his mouth, swirling it around several times before pulling back.
Good, he seemed to be panting, she thought to herself.
Leaning down closer, she gave him several more light kisses, slipping her tongue over his lips, before she felt his tongue slip out and start to explore. She opened her mouth wider as their tongues finally met and engaged in mock battle, filling the living room with the quiet smacking of their lips before she broke things off.
She moved both her hands to his face, tilting it directly up at her. "Mommy loves her adorable little Bobby, you know that?"
Her sudden fierce declaration of love surprised even herself, but it was a feeling that came over with such, yes fierceness, as they kissed, she needed to let it out.
"I love you too, Mommy," he told her back before adding, "Lots and lots."
She pulled him close, down and against her chest, as he closed his eyes. After running her fingers through his hair, she pulled back slightly, her hands firmly around the back of his head, and began to sway her chest back and forth causing her nice, firm tits to soothingly brush back and forth across his cheeks.
Looking down, she observed how his eyes were closed and his breathing had become ragged. Her swaying became more pronounced as she pushed his face flush against her breasts.
"You like that honey. You like the way your Mommy's pretty bra feels all nice and soft against your face?"
He whispered a hoarse, "Yes." Reaching down, she grabbed his hands before leaning back on the sofa and guiding them up to her chest.
Pushing them against the fullness of her tits she whispered, "So how do they feel, baby? Nice, I hope."
She felt his shy, inexperienced hands give her tits a tentative squeeze or two before he whispered, "Oh God, yes, Mommy they feel nice."
She allowed him another two or three soft squeezes before she said, "Honey, your mommy needs to lean back now and relax. I am feeling a bit dizzy from all the champagne I drank . . ."
She stroked the side of his face as Bobby reluctantly pulled his hands away. Giving him a warm smile, she added, "But I liked the super nice and gentle way you are playing with your mommy's boobies just now so as I close my eyes and lean back you can keep playing with them if you want."
Before reclining back against the sofa she took a quick glance over to her phone where it was sitting on the armrest of the sofa just to the left of her. Gail's pulse quickened; she didn't have much time left.
11:48 pm
"I mean, you weren't done yet, right baby, exploring your curiosity about your mommy's boobies and playing with them a bit I hope." To help facilitate his answer she reached over and grabbed his hands guiding them back to her chest. "I really hope not coz it's important you explore your curiosity to its fullest extent."
"No, I wasn't done yet," was his not so surprising answer.
She allowed him to feel her breasts through her bra for the next minute or two before she opened her eyes and lifted her head up, saying, "Sweetie, I know you think your mommy's bra is really pretty and all, but you might like playing with her boobies better if her bra wasn't in the way . . . don't you think?" She tilted her head at him while giving him a seductive smile. "So you want to try and take mommy's bra off, sweetie?"
"OK, Mommy I'll try," he replied.
She turned her back to him, allowing him to attempt to unhook her bra, and after his inexperienced fingers blundered around a bit trying in vain to undo the first of the double clasps he said, "Mommy, I think it's stuck."
She started to reach around to her back meaning to undo her bra for him when she glanced over at her phone. Time was growing perilously short now before the midnight hour struck and she needed to be doing something naughty with her son.
11:53 pm
"You know what . . . maybe it's better anyways we just leave mommy's bra on for the time being. Besides it's about time where we moved down in front of the fire so mommy can share something very special with her baby boy. Something she hasn't shared in a very, very long time."
"What is it Mommy?" he asked eagerly.
"First be a good boy and go grab the pillow chair over there in the corner and drag it over here to in front of the fire and then once we get settled I will show you. Now hurry, sweetheart, we haven't got much time."



After fairly dashing across the living room, he took hold of the gigantic pillow chair, it measured approximately six feet wide and was just over four feet tall, while weighing close to ninety five pounds, and dragged it the few feet across the room positioning it directly in front of the fireplace. The huge pillow chair was about as comfortable as any bed filled as it was with its premium shredded durafoam and would be perfect for what she had in mind.
While Bobby wrestled the pillow chair into place, Gail picked up her phone and set the alarm to go off at 11:56 pm.
They both climbed onto the large pillow chair before snuggling down in its incredible comfort under the warm quilt. They were both reclining on their sides, facing one another, when Gail pulled him into her embrace whispering. "Let's spend a minute sharing some more kisses and if you want you can play with your mommy's boobies some more."
He barely had time to murmur a quiet yes before she attacked his mouth with a series of desperate kisses. Both of their tongues slipped out, twisting and turning as he brought his hands up to fondle her tits some more. As she carefully pushed her tongue deep in his mouth, his fingers found her sensitive nipples and started to play with them through the material of her bra making her squirm with quiet anticipation from what she was about to offer him.
11:56 pm
Their little kissing and fondling session carried on until her phone started to buzz. Breaking the kiss off, she reached out, grabbing her phone from where she left it sitting on the floor next to the rug and turned the alarm off.
"Now sweetie you need to hurry and get strip your underwear off OK because when I start to cuddle you in my arms at midnight its important mommy feels her baby's bare skin next to hers and since I know you are shy, I will just close my eyes and not look as you take them off, but hurry. We haven't much time. "
She closed her eyes, her excitement growing as she imagined him quickly ripping off his underwear.
She gave him ten seconds or so before opening her eyes. Gail blinked. Was it a trick of the soft light emitted by the dying flames in the fireplace or maybe was it the dancing shadows playing tricks with her eyes? Or the liberal amount of champagne she consumed but for just a passing second, in the diffused light she could have sworn he had a clever, knowing look on his face.
Gone totally was all of his earlier innocence. Instead, it seemed almost as if he was smirking at her. Like he had her fooled or something, but then it quickly passed with his earlier innocence returning.
But what did not pass was her feeling she was maybe dealing with forces here she did not fully understand. Considering she was interacting with the twin spirit of her dead anything was possible. She suddenly wanted to grab him and question him about everything while ignoring the warning about midnight.
She was on the verge of doing just that when he whispered, in a voice so low she could barely hear him, "Please don't let me die alone and cold again, Mommy. I need your loving warmth."
She caved. Pulling him into warm embrace, she brought her mouth to his ear. "Never baby, never . . ." She brought both her hands up to the side of his cute little face saying, "Do you know what your mommy wants to share with her little sweetheart?"
He shook his head no as he pulled the quilt around his naked body tighter.
She rose up onto her knees next to him. Reaching around to her back, she quickly undid her bra before leisurely sliding it down and off her boobs while loving the way his eyes were absolutely riveted to her chest.
After she slipped the bra off her breasts, tossing it aside casually, she turned back to him whispering, "This is what mommy wants to share with her little baby Bobby . . . for the rest of the night."
Looking up at her, his face radiating with the youthful innocence of an absolute angel, he whispered, "Her boobies . . . really . . . She does . . . for real?" The eagerness in his voice was more than a little apparent as Gail let out a sigh of relief. That look, that smirking, knowing look of his, the one revealed to her earlier, if only ever so briefly and shaken her so badly, was showing no signs of returning, enabling her to relax.
"Yes, really sweetheart but only if you like them?" She smoothed a loose strand of his wild hair away from his face, "I mean, do you think your mommy has pretty boobies?"
"God yes," he whispered, "they are beautiful."
Midnight
The old clock began to chime downstairs. Gail snuggled up next to her son twisting herself around so his head was nestled in the crook of her arm. She looked down and smiled at him. Touching his face lightly, she let the love she felt for him wash over her, filling her heart, as she whispered, "It's been a long time since you have suckled on your mommy's boobies, Bobby."
He said nothing only blinking his eyes up at her before they flickered back down to her exposed chest.
As the clock continued to chime she whispered again, "Now close your eyes, and open your mouth baby boy. Mommy wants to give her love to you."
He obeyed; closing his eyes and opening his mouth. Gail, her pulse racing, arched her back slightly while using one hand to tilt his head forward, allowing her fully erect nipple to slip inside his warm mouth.
Leaning her head back, she closed her eyes, letting out a soft sigh as she felt him began to tentatively suckle on her nipple as the old clock chimed over and over again until finally it fell silent.
She let out another sigh of relief, more pronounced this time as he was still there. She expected he might disappear after she--hopefully-- was successful in fulfilling her challenge.
Reaching down, she stroked the soft tufts of his hair whispering, "Don't be shy baby suckle on your mommy's boobie."
Her soft encouragement seemed to work as Bobby's tongue lashed out lathering her distended nipple with tender loving care. "Oh God that's it baby," she murmured to herself.
Opening his mouth wider, maybe warming to the task at hand, Bobby suckled his mommy's tit deep in his mouth causing her to squirm against the soft pillow. After a few glorious seconds she used one hand nudging him to her other breast as she whispered, "You are doing such a good job baby. Try sucking on the other one please. It wants some attention too."
She didn't have to ask twice, as he happily switched his attention to her other ripe nipple. He latched onto it with such loving kindness that Gail was soon moaning with unabashed pleasure as he drank from her sumptuous well of lovely tit flesh.
The next few minutes passed blissfully for Gail while her baby suckled contentedly on his mommy's boobies filling both of their hearts with so much love.
Finally, after allowing him an inordinate amount of time to suck on her tits, she guided his face up to hers. They kissed, lovingly, while exchanging whispered vows of love to one another.
After the brief fiery exchange of kisses, she felt his face sliding back down. "Hmm, my baby wants to suckle on his mommy's boobies some more I think?"
"Yes Mommy, your baby Bobby needs more of your love."
Again she became lost in a world of forbidden pleasure as she closed her eyes while thrusting her chest out allowing him full access to her perfect 34 inch, D cup tits.
After some time, she could not have rightly guessed how long, such was her disconnect with reality by now, Bobby pulled his mouth away from her chest.
Gail eyes flickered open. He was staring at her. "What is it hon, what do you want?"
"I . . . I want to play some more . . . with your boobies."
"Hmm, you do, well . . . of course you can baby. Here . . ." she reached out and took both of his hands into hers before pressing them up against her chest.
"There you go, sweetheart you can feel their soft touch again. Go ahead and play with them as much as your little heart desires."
"OK Mommy lay back and close your eyes," he told her.
Gail followed his instructions as she sank back into the comfortable pillow chair. Before closing her eyes, the last thing she observed was her son rising up onto his knees-- with a look of such utter joyful anticipation on his darling little face.
Gail let out a long sigh as she felt his fingers softly flickering across both her nipples at the same time, making them come fully erect in a mere manner of seconds.
"Does that feel good, Mommy," he asked sweetly, "Your little boy playing with your nipples."
"Oh God yes baby. Mommy's nipples are very sensitive so you have to be careful though."
"OK Mommy," he happily replied. Using his thumbs, he playfully batted at her rigid nipples before switching to a gentle fondling of her breasts. He swapped back and forth between the playful batting of her nipples, and his tender squeezes for a gloriously long time, getting Gail all worked up to the point where she was on the verge of losing control. By now her poor pussy was on fire with forbidden desire and was aching for some much needed attention.
As if Bobby was reading her very mind, he whispered to her while continuing to fondle her tits, "Mommy can I play with your kitty cat too?"
Feeling playful herself, Gail decided to tease him a bit just to see how he might react. "You mean Felix, sweetheart," she whispered back to him knowing damn well he wasn't talking about their pet cat.
"No, Mommy your other kitty cat." he said aloud before moving his mouth to her ear and whispering, "You know . . . the one between your legs."
"Oh that one," she said, "Hmm, well, honey I don't know if that would be such a good idea," she said to him teasingly. "I mean what if someone . . . found out."
He cut her protests off by bringing his mouth to hers. He began kissing her lightly over and over again, accenting each kiss with a "pretty please, can I play with it. I won't tell anyone. It will be our little secret."
"OK, OK, baby if you really wanna play with your mommy's kitty cat you can, but you going to have to be the one to take her panties off as I am just too lazy to move right now."
"OK," he said.
She watched, her excitement growing, as Bobby, still being shy with the quilt wrapped around his naked body, moved down. Looking up at her, he smiled when he caught her watching. Ever so slowly he pulled her panties down and off her body before tossing them carelessly aside.
Fully naked now, Gail watched as Bobby was staring at her naked body with rapturous wonder with his gaze fixed firmly between her legs. Maybe he was surprised to see Gail was old school in she didn't shave her pubic hair, choosing instead to keep it neatly trimmed.
Raising up on her elbows to watch her son, Gail whispered. "Go on baby, don't be shy. You can play with mommy's kitty cat. If you are really nice to it and stroke it softly maybe you can make it purr huh?"
"I'll try Mommy," he said before reaching down between his legs with one hand. Deliberately, he stroked the soft blond tufts of hair covering Gail's pussy as he looked up at her with an innocent smile, "Nice kitty cat. Its fur is soft Mommy and I like petting it."
"You do baby?" she asked in a hoarse voice full of pent up desire.
"Yes, but how do I make it purr? Can you show me?"
Raising herself up into a sitting position she told him. "Now listen to Mommy and do what she says OK?"
"Yes," Bobby replied with a keen eagerness like someone who was about ready to play with a new favorite toy.
"First, it helps if you get two of your fingers nice and wet. Give me your index and middle fingers honey."
Smiling at him, she carefully sucked each of them into her mouth getting them nice and wet before guiding them down and in between her legs.
"Now start petting mommy's kitty cat nice and soft like before hon using those two fingers."
She spread her legs wider allowing him full access as he carefully used his fingers to stroke the tufts of hair around her vagina.
"Now feel around hon with your two fingers until you find your mommy's wet little hole and then just slide your fingers up and inside of her. Here, let me help you and once you are inside you can just slide your fingers in and out, nice and slow and then faster sometimes."
She wrapped her hand around his, directing his fingers to the opening of her moist cunt-- without actually entering it-- as she whispered, "This is where if you really want to make Mommy's kitty purr you need to concentrate hard on your petting and stroking of her kitty cat, hon. You think you can remember on your own after I let go of your fingers."
"Yes, Mommy," he said. "I'll remember."
"And one more trick to make Mommy's kitty purr is here baby . . ." She held her hand up before wiggling her thumb. "Use one of your thumbs to touch mommy here." She first pointed to her clit before guiding his index finger to it, allowing him to touch it briefly before she pulled his finger away.
"Now remember this baby . . . what I just showed you is the kitty cat's secret love button. I mean she just loves to be stroked and petted there and if you do it nice and slow and gentle, applying just a bit of pressure, you will really make mommy's pussy purr, sweetheart."
Again he answered with a simple, "OK Mommy," using that sweet childlike voice so full of innocence that was actually turning her on all the more as she patiently played her role of teacher.
"Are you ready to play with Mommy's kitty on your own now honey?" she asked desperately hoping he would say yes.
"I just have one more question Mommy."
"OK, go ahead and ask sweetheart."
Looking up at her, the expression on his face was one of total innocence, melting her heart and setting her world on fire, he asked his question. On the surface, his question would have seemed abundantly silly, but somehow it fit perfectly into the way things were progressing thus far.
"Will your pussy cat down there really purr just like Felix when I used to pet him," he asked.
Before answering she squeezed his hand tight. "Actually, instead of the purring, you will hear Mommy began to moan louder and louder and that's when you know you are doing good baby and making her kitty cat purr with pleasure . . . OK?"
Releasing his hand, she whispered, "Now you try playing on your own baby. Just remember be gentle and listen for your mommy to begin to moan a bit. I'm going to just lay back and relax and let you have your playtime. OK sweetheart?"
"Yes, OK," Bobby replied.
The last thing Gail witnessed before closing her eyes and falling back on the pillow was Bobby, an intently serious express on his innocent face, raised up on his knees and facing her, while leaning forward to stare fixedly down, and in between her legs, as he brought his two fingers up to his mouth.
Gail felt Bobby once again stroking the soft tufts of her pubic hair as he whispered, in the sweetest and cutest of voices, "Nice little kitty cat, I'm going to make you purr."
Resisting the urge to giggle, Gail instead whispered to her son, "You like petting mommy's kitty cat baby. Her hair is nice and soft huh. You know your mommy uses a special oil to make the kitty's fur down there nice and soft."
"Yes, I like petting kitty, Mommy." As he continued to stroke her hair softly, his voice suddenly turned serious. "You don't let anyone else play with your kitty cat or even touch it at all . . . do you?"
"No, of course not, baby," she answered truthfully.
"What about you Mommy," he asked again using that same serious voice, "have you played with your kitty cat yourself since I have been gone."
"No honey, I haven't. Mommy has been saving her kitty cat for you and you alone to play with."
"Good," he said in a voice appreciably softer now that he was reassured his mommy had been so very good and chaste, saving herself just for him.
After a few more of his delicate, maddening strokes, Gail let out a soft moan as she felt the first of his fingers slide up and inside of her. "Does that feel good Mommy? Does kitty like that?"
"She d-does . . . a lot," Gail said her words catching in her throat as Bobby began to keenly work his finger in and out of her pussy with increased confidence.
Spreading her legs a bit wider, as an invitation to her son he should explore a bit deeper beyond her sparse jungle of pubic hair, Gail sighed as Bobby carefully inserted a second finger up and inside of her.
"Wow Mommy you kitty cat feels nice and warm and wet," Bobby cried enthusiastically.
The sex starved Gail's only response was another quiet moan, which only grew louder as Bobby's thumb found her clit. Applying the lightest of pressure, he began to rotate his thumb gently around in a circle against it as his fingers continued to slip in and out of her now soaking wet pussy.
He increased the speed of his fingers sliding in and out of her, just as he increased, by gradual bounds, the pressure he was applying to her clit with his playful thumb, causing Gail to start to squirm all over the pillow chair with her moans of pleasure increasing in intensity.
"This is fun, Mommy . . . playing with kitty and I'm doing good making her purr real nice huh?"
"Yes you are baby, but if you really want to make her purr maybe you could try giving her some sweet kisses."
"Really kitty likes kisses?" he asked as he pulled his hands away.
"Yes all over but especially on her secret spot where your thumb is at. There she likes to be petted there with a tongue. You want to try honey?"
Of course she knew his an answer as Bobby was already positioning himself between her legs. Gail raised up for a moment to watch as her son lowered his mouth slowly between her legs.
Closing her eyes again while falling back onto the pillow, Gail spread her legs wider as Bobby went to work. His tongue lapped at her clit with a delicate precision causing her to whimper with unabashed pleasure, especially as he added a finger to the mix, moving it in and out of her with a varying speeds.
Gail couldn't help herself as she cried out, losing any sense of decorum, "Oh honey that's it, eat mommy's pussy please don't stop . . . make me come. Please baby."
Her words seemed to egg him on as his tongue slithered all around, exploring every inch of her wet pussy before returning to attack her clit with renewed vigor causing poor Gail to begin to shake.
Her orgasm was rushing home as his tongue lapped faster around her clit, before slowing down by gradual degrees, only to pick up speed again. He seemed to know exactly what she liked and how she liked it. Using both fingers, he worked them in and out of her cunt faster now as Gail began to whine.
"Oh God baby, Mommy is . . . Mommy is coming."
Shaking all over, Gail let out a loud wail while tangling her fingers in his hair as the most intense orgasm of her life washed over her in wave after wave.
"Did I do good Mommy," he said looking up at her.
"Come here, baby and give Mommy a kiss," she said holding her hands out to him.
Surprisingly, he ignored her hands and instead began to sniffle a bit. It almost seemed as if he was on the verge of tears. He sniffled again, and then the tears began to flow. If he was acting, he deserved an academy award.
"What is it? Why is my baby crying? Tell Mommy." she asked as she squeezed him against her.
"It hurts, Mommy," was his simple reply.
"Where baby?"
"Lots of places. Can you make it stop please?"
"I can try baby. Do you want me to go grab some medicine maybe?"
"No, no medicine. Mommy do you remember when I was little and I fell off my bike that one time and scrapped my knee. You kissed it and made it all better, and then there was the time I fell out of the tree and hurt my shoulder and arm and you kissed them both and made it all better. Do your kisses still have magic to make the pain go away?"



She smiled at him before answering, "Of course they do, baby. Everyone knows a mommy's kisses are the best medicine in the whole world for hurt little boys and even grown up boys like yourself too."
"Then that is the medicine I want. Can I have some? Please."
"Of course, baby, of course," she whispered, "Now just show mommy where it hurts so she can apply some of her magical kisses."
He first pointed to his lips.
"Really baby your lips are hurting?"
"Yes Mommy, they ache for more of your loving kisses."
"Oh Bobby that is so sweet," Gail said as she lowered her mouth to his. They kissed- for God only knows how long-- with the soft sound of their lips smacking together filling the living room. Their tongues took turns slipping out and carefully exploring, over and over again, before finally Gail pulled back.
"There all better baby or do they still ache for more kisses?"
"All better, Mommy . . . for now," he quietly answered.
"So where else does it hurt?"
He pointed to his chest whispering, "My heart aches for your gentle kisses, Mommy."
"Hmm, so it does. Lay back then and close your eyes and I will give that heart of yours some loving attention."
After pulling the quilt down just enough to uncover his bare chest, Gail proceeded to lather the entirety of her son's chest with dozens of light kisses before she raised up asking, "Where else does it hurt hon?"
He pointed lower, to his tummy whispering, "My love for you is so intense it gives me the butterflies and makes my tummy ache, Mommy."
"Well let's see if she can fix that."
She pulled the quilt down further until his tummy was fully exposed. Lowering her mouth, she lathered his tummy with kiss after kiss, her excitement mounting, as she had a growing feeling her kisses would somehow not be stopping at his tummy.
"All better?" she asked quietly after raising up.
He was looking at her intensely and again, was it the trick of the shadows or was he using that dark power he spoke of earlier to subtly change his appearance as he looked younger and more innocent than ever to her while sitting there smiling sweetly.
"Yes my tummy is all better but . . ." He stopped shyly looking away.
Reaching up she turned his face back to her. "Go on baby, tell Mommy, where else does it hurt baby?"
Dropping his voice to the smallest of whispers where she could barely hear him he said, "Down there, it's hard Mommy, really hard and it hurts. Can you give me kisses there?"
Gail's heart nearly stopped. Although she had half expected this, to hear him come out and whisper it, to suggest it so sweetly and innocently, was another thing.
When she hesitated unsure of taking this step he started to whine. "Please Mommy."
"I want to make you feel better honey, but I mean if anyone found out mommy was kissing her grown up little boy . . . down there . . . she would be in lots of trouble."
"Please Mommy, pretty please," he whined. "It will be our secret. I won't tell anyone. It's never been that hard before and it hurts real badly, Mommy. Pretty please can't you give me kisses there?"
"I don't know. I mean . . ." She was, of course, only testing him to see how he would react as she knew damn well she would be sucking on that cock of his before too long.
"Never mind," he said turning away before starting to sniffle.
She watched him pull the quilt back up to his chin as the tears started to slip out of his eyes. After he turned his back on her, Gail reached out and snuggled him into her arms. She held him tight for a few moments before carefully turning him around. His face was stained with tears breaking her heart.
"Shhh baby, Mommy will do it, OK, here let me show you." She first showered his face with dozens of light kisses, kissing his tears away before her mouth slipped down.
She patiently kissed her way down and across his chest, pulling the quilt down as she went. Reaching his tummy, she inundated it with dozens of kisses while the anticipation of where she about to kiss him grew in her heart.
She raised up, taking a deep breath. Glancing up at him, she observed he was lying back with his eyes shut. She turned her attention back to the quilt and slowly began to peel it downward.
At this point, Gail, wanting to maintain some semblance of innocence between them, only planned on giving his throbbing cock a few light delicate kisses, up and down, hoping he would then say, "all better", after which she would cuddle him in his arms and they would fall asleep. At the worst, she imagined him maybe wanting to suckle on her boobies some more before slipping off to sleep.
But then she got a look behind the curtain at Oz . . . or in this case, under the blanket.
"Oh my God . . ." Gail whispered as she pulled the quilt down. His cock was huge with a capital H and throbbing with hardness. As she stared at it, her mouthwatering, she whispered over and over again. "Oh God, oh God, oh God." It was all she could think to say.
"Here Mommy maybe this will help." He handed her a small bottle. Looking at the title she smiled. Delicious Encounter Lubricant Strawberry. He knew she loved strawberries. She wondered briefly where he might have got the lube, before deciding it was not so important considering the unknown and dark forces she was dealing with tonight.
She was beginning to think he knew exactly what she wanted--always--as was able to produce it for her . . . just like that. This indeed was one powerfully wicked entity she was dealing with.
After dumping a generous amount of the lube on her hands, she would need a generous amount considering his size, Gail very carefully moved her hands to his twitching cock. She wrapped one hand around it whispering under her breath, "Jesus, you are hard baby."
She glanced up at him to find him eagerly watching. With deliberate care she moved her hand up and down several times before moving her other hand to delicately cup his testicles. "Oh Mommy, that feels so good," she heard him whisper as she deliberately positioned herself to apply her "magic kisses".
She took one last look up at him--his face glowed yet again-- with an adorable purity and innocence, standing in direct contrast to what she was about to do.
Gail let her tongue slip out and delicately lap up and down this long, hard shaft before she bathed it with kisses. After placing the last of her delicate kisses near the base of his erect penis, she remembered her earlier oath to do nothing more than this.
She was actually started to pull away when he reached out whispering, "Please Mommy it still hurts. Can't you put it in your mouth and make the pain go away. Pleaseeee . . ."
He might have been a schoolboy whining for another cookie at this point, instead of an eighteen old man, begging for his mother to put his cock in her mouth. She was torn, not knowing what to do, when he made it a moot point when she felt him slip one hand around the back of her head and begin to carefully force her mouth down while whispering, "Please Mommy, pretty please . . . make the pain go away."
She gave in . . . yet again to his, or was it her, wicked desires.
The lube tasted out of this world delicious, making her craving for his cock grow ever stronger. Very methodically, Gail brushed her tongue up and down the entirety of his cock which she estimated must have been a good nine inches long.
He was starting to moan audibly as she reached the base of his massive tower. She pulled back for a quick moment to catch her breath before she brought her mouth up to the tip of his penis. Closing her eyes and opening her mouth wide, she proceeded to gradually swallow, inch by massive inch, his erect cock.
She has almost swallowed the monster whole when her gag reflex kicked in forcing her mouth back up. Knowing the limits now of just how much of this monster she could take, Gail went to work.
Up and down, faster, her mouth went as Bobby whispered encouragement to her, "Oh that's it Mommy take all of my big cock . . . please Mommy swallow it all. Ohh that feels so good . . . please don't stop."
Reaching the tip of his penis again she withdrew her mouth slightly as she let her tongue go to work. It slithered out, lathering the tip of his cock with dozens of soft delicate licks. She twisted her tongue around to the sensitive underside, curious to see just how much moaning she could elicit out of her innocent young son before he finally exploded.
Flickering her tongue around, faster and faster, just under the tip had him squirming mightily as she wrapped a hand around his cock and began to stroke him up and down.
Opening her mouth wide again, she swallowed a good half of his length before moving back up. Gradually picking up steam, she did this over and over again, until he was whimpering just as she hoped for.
"Oh God Mommy I am . . . I'm--"
She pulled her mouth clear just by a bare inch or two letting it hover just above the tip of his cock as she continued to stroke him faster now. "Oh that's it baby . . . Mommy wants you to come for her . . . please baby."
Bringing one hand up, she jiggled his balls again, as her tongue lashed the tip of his penis three or four more times. She pulled her mouth clear again, once more, while whispering more encouragement to him. "Come baby, please, Mommy wants you to come for her. Please--"
She had just closed her eyes, and was opening her mouth, meaning to swallow him again, when his cock exploded in a mighty volcanic eruption. She felt a warm load of cum hit her cheek, just barely missing her eye, and then another mighty spasm brought a second geyser of cum to coat her lips.
She held her face in place, mere inches from the tip of his cock, offering it up as target practice, as more cum spouted out, soaking her other cheek, and then unbelievably, a fourth fountain of cum squirted out of his still spasming cock. This last bit coated her nose and her forehead with fresh cum.
Gail lifted her face up, almost afraid to open her eyes but when she heard him start to giggle she did finally open them. He was pointing at her, still giggling, before he said, "Mommy you got my sticky stuff all over your face."
"Yes, I do baby and Mommy is glad you find it so amusing. Now I think I better go get cleaned up."
After wrapping the quilt around her naked body, she hurried off upstairs to her bedroom.
Once inside her bathroom, she closed the door and leaned back against it. She was shaking. Everything was hitting her at once now, but especially the way he subtly changed his appearance to make himself look younger, sweeter and more innocent which, of course, only made it easier for her to accept the way he so sweetly talked her into putting that monster of a cock inside her mouth, and finally, the absolute amount of sperm he coated his face with when he came.
Yet, as she stood in front of the mirror and looked at her cum soaked face, she was both excited and scared all at once.
After cleaning her face off with a wet wash cloth, she headed back downstairs, extremely curious to see if he would still be there.
She was sure he would be there because as she descended the stairs a sudden thought hit her with a fierce clarity making her shiver: he isn't done with me for the night. Somehow, she knew this as she whispered to herself, "No I don't imagine he is done with me . . . not by a long shot."
Entering the den, she looked around; he was there alright but not the he as in Bobby, but instead sitting there casually on the sofa, dressed in a pair of faded Levi's and dark tee shirt was William.
Before she could speak he motioned for her to come sit next to him. After she plopped down on the sofa next to him, he snaked an arm around her shoulders, drawing her closer to him. Moving his mouth to her ear, he whispered to her, "I have a surprise for you Mom, but you need to take a short nap, giving me time to prepare it."
"Hmm, that is nice but I am not so sure if I can sleep now . . . I mean it been a pretty exciting night and I really hope I passed my first challenge."
"Oh you did. Ali is very happy. So happy he has decided to reward you with the nice surprise I just mentioned."
"That is nice, him wanting to reward me with a surprise but really hon, I . . . I mean you just got here now and I wanna see you. Spend some time with you, I don't wanna go to sleep."
"I know but you must. It's what Ali wants and besides, like I said, I need time to prepare your surprise."
"This will help. Take it and drink it down quickly."
He pushed a glass of what looked to be red wine in her hand again.
"I don't really need any more to drink as I--"
Her protest of how she really didn't need any more to drink was cut short when he interrupted her. "You must and you do. There is a special potion in this drink, it's not wine, but a juice of sorts, prepared and given to me by Ali that shall make you forget everything that has happened thus far over the past roughly year and half. When you wake up it will be as if you were transported back to a mere four months after I died."
"But why honey. I mean the memories I have over the past, well almost two years, yeah, some of them have been scary but some of them have been really good too. You know what I mean?"
"His reasoning is simple. Eighteen months ago you were at your apex of grieving for me which means me coming back to you at that precise moment would bring you the most joy and, of course, make you very needy in wanting attention from me, and very willing to give me attention and that is the way Ali and me want it."
"In other words, I will be at my most vulnerable and as I recall four months after you . . . died I still was not really believing you were coming back to me. At that point, as I remember you were not in contact with me much."
"Exactly, so not only will you be feeling vulnerable but you will, most likely, feel a bit scared when contact is made. Scared and surprised all at once which is exactly the how Ali wants you to feel. It will increase the intensity of the moment he says for both of us."
"But honey I have had a lot to drink tonight and just feel, you know, sluggish so I'm afraid I won't be as maybe as giving as you hope."
"Don't worry about that. He also added something to your juice to wipe out all the effects of the previously alcohol you have consumed tonight. You will be as sober as a judge when you wake up. Trust me."
"And I will believe, I mean, truly believe it's been only four months since you passed away after I wake up. What if I stumble into the kitchen and see the calendar or look at my phone and the date pops up?"
"Yes, you shall believe that truly and you won't be going into the kitchen because as soon as you wake up from your little nap you will be heading upstairs to your bedroom and will be there for the remainder of the night. Now as for your phone, for now it's missing. The effect of your memory loss will fade by morning so no need to worry about getting confused."
"Well I guess you have thought of everything."
"We have. Now drink your juice or no surprise."
Gail gulped the juice down with its fantastic potion. She wanted her surprise.
Almost immediately, she felt extremely drowsy. He helped her settle down on the sofa, adding a blanket he retrieved from the hallway closet to the quilt still wrapped around her body.
Leaning over her, he whispered some final words in her ear before she slipped off to sleep. "When you wake up later tonight, the house will be cold and dark, don't bother with the lights, they won't work. Your surprise will be waiting for you . . . just follow the path. It will be there at the end. These whispered words will be embedded in your memory but you won't remember them being spoken by me."
She wanted to inquire further, what did he mean path, but was simply too tired. In less than a minute she had slipped into the dark abyss of sleep.
Gail woke up sometime later and as promised, the house was cold and dark.
Sluggishly, she sat up. She must have fallen asleep on the sofa. She couldn't focus. Since her William passed away just four months ago she found it difficult to sleep and was always nodding off on the sofa.
Gail sighed. As always first thing after waking up, the sadness washed over her. She missed her William terribly. She tried to rub the sleep out of her eyes just before spotting the flickering candle.
It was sitting a good fifteen feet away on the floor near the entrance of the den. Standing up, Gail spied another candle just past the first one just outside of the entrance to the den.
She wrapped the quilt tighter around her naked body wondering why there was lit candles sitting on the middle of the floor. She tried to click on the lamp on the table next to the sofa. Nothing.
Looking past the den and upstairs, she noticed it was dark also. The power in the whole house must have been out as she always left, at the very least, a few lights on upstairs.
Sighing, she headed off in the direction of the two flickering candles. After exiting the den, she noticed a line of lit candles spaced out along the floor heading across the living room and toward the stairs.
"What the heck is this," she mumbled to herself. Is someone playing tricks on me?
She followed the flickering candles, up the stairs, there was three total, one on the bottom step, one sitting on one of the middle steps, and a final one at the top step. Upon reaching the upstairs hallway, she realized how the path of lighted candles led straight into her bedroom.
Intrigued, and maybe a little afraid, Gail followed the path of candles down to her bedroom.
The house was deathly silent and bitterly cold. The furnace must be out also on this cold early December evening. Pulling the blanket tighter around her body, she followed the burning path down the hallway and into her bedroom.
The tea light candles, spaced out about five feet apart, now led across her bedroom and into the bathroom. The door was half open allowing her to peek inside when she got to the doorway.
The entire bathroom, was cast entirety in candle light with dozens of tea light candles covering the counter top and another half dozen spaced around the tile edges of her large sunken circular tub.
Along the top of the water, a thick layer of white fluffy bubbles rose along with a fair amount of steam.
"I guess I am taking a late bubble bath," she mumbled to herself as she moved across the bathroom toward the tub.
She stood next to the tub, almost transfixed by the hot steam rising from the tub, her hand on the blanket, ready to strip it off when she hesitated. Should she actually do this? For some time now, weeks anyways she had the feeling of being watched, especially when she got undressed in the evening which led her to the very hopeful, and somewhat scary conclusion, maybe she was being visited by her deceased son.
And now this? What if this was his doing somehow. It seemed incredible, yet someone, not her, obviously went through a lot of trouble leading her up to this very spot. Maybe it was a trap and she was about to step in it.
Gail stood there, contemplating what to do, when, abruptly, the bathroom went dark. All the candles, as one collective unit, went out at the exact same time.
Left alone in the dark, Gail felt a cold chill crawling up her spine when she heard a noise behind her. It was the soft pitter patter of bare feet on the tile bathroom floor coming up behind her. Suddenly, violently even, the blanket was ripped away from her, followed by more footsteps running away from her. The bathroom door, she had left it open, slammed shut.



Shivering, Gail crossed the dark bathroom, toward the door. Reaching it, she twisted the knob. It was stuck, the door would not open. Her fingers found the knob lock and pushed it in and out several times assuring it was not locked.
She tried to wrench the door open again. No good. Apparently she was trapped, naked, in the cold dark bathroom. Before she could figure out what to do, on the bathroom counter, a single candle flared to life, illuminating the glass of champagne sitting there next to it.
Gail stared at the glass of champagne. It sat there, almost glowing it seemed, in the near darkness of the bathroom. Surely it was a sign. She could ignore it of course, but at what cost? On the other hand, champagne made her as randy as a bobcat in heat. Dare she drink it?
Amazingly enough, bit by bit the flute of champagne began to move, all by itself, toward the edge of the counter. Within mere seconds it would fall and smash on the hard tiled floor of the bathroom.
At the last possible moment, Gail snatched up the flute just as it was teetering the edge of the counter. Bringing the flute to her lips, she drained it in three quick gulps.
No sooner had she sat the flute back down on the counter, than the first candle went dark, and a second one flickered to life on the opposite end of the bathroom counter. This candle, as had the first one, illuminated another flute full of champagne.
Impulsively, before this one could start to move magically on its own, Gail snatched it up, draining it greedily down in two long gulps.
Her fate sealed, Gail weaved her way drunkenly across the utterly cold bathroom to her sunken tub. She desperately needed the warmth the beckoning tub full of warm water was offering. Hopping into the tub, she slid under the bubbles into the water. Wonderfully, it was an absolute perfect temperature, being delightfully warm, without being too hot.
She sat there, trying to fortify her nerves, for whatever might happen next. Gail was sure, absolutely and perfectly sure, she would not be alone for too terribly long. Maybe it was wishful thinking caused by all of her grieving over the past four months, but she was sure her visitor would be none other than William.
After a long minute with nothing happening, Gail sighed before picking up the warm, wet washcloth placed conveniently alongside the tile surrounding the sunken tub.
Next to the wash cloth was one of her large bath towels. She picked it up, and after folding it in a neat square, placed it behind her. Reclining her head back on the towel, Gail placed the wash cloth over her eyes, while sinking further down into the warm water and soothing bubbles.
A few minutes later, she was dozing peacefully when she heard--or thought she heard--the soft pitter patter of feet crossing the bathroom floor--toward the tub. Under the washcloth, she opened her eyes.
Listening closely, while staying absolutely still, she was rewarded when she heard his voice. It was William. She almost bolted upright from the tub, but then decided it might be better to play coy for a bit--just to see what developed.
"Shhh, hurry, get undressed . . . don't wake her up." It was William's voice alright but why was he talking to himself. She couldn't fathom this.
Curious, Gail held her breath while hearing the soft thud of clothes hitting the bathroom floor. There seemed too many for one person? What happened next was astonishing unreal as she heard not one, but two separate bodies splashing down into the water next to her.
Resisting the urge to rip the washcloth off her face, Gail instead spoke softly in an unsteady whisper, "William, honey, is . . . is that you?
"Yes Mommy, it's me," he said from somewhere in front of her in the tub.
"You . . . you came back to me but . . . you're not alone?" she asked as both a question and a statement.
"Yes, I came back to you and I'm not alone. Say hi to Bobby."
"Hi Bobby," a very confused Gail whispered.
"Hi . . . are you going to be my mommy too?" The responding voice was similar, but not quite, the same as William's.
Before she could even answer, or even consider the wider implications of the question, William spoke up. "Remember how you always said you thought it might be neat to have twins? Well, now you do. I sort of split myself in two, Mommy, so you would have two of me to enjoy instead of just one."
"William, how . . . how did you do that?" She started to sit up, reaching for the wash cloth. This she had to see this, but a pair of gentle hands, one on each shoulder, pushed her back down as William whispered in her ear.
"Relax, Mommy, close your eyes again, and leave the wash cloth in place . . . for now."
Relax, yeah right, she murmured to herself. How could she hope to relax when she was in the bathtub at three am in the morning with the ghostly spirit of her dead son--and his twin? And oh by the way, the twin had never existed before so let's not forget that inconvenient little fact.
Regardless, she did as she was told, closing her eyes and settling back down against the towel.
"I have powers when I come to this realm Mommy . . . it's really all I can say. Don't ask any more questions please, just accept things as they happen. Please. Can you do that for me?"
"I . . . I will try but about your brother, your twin, that makes me scared. I mean--"
He interrupted her with what could only be described as maybe the only answer which could help put her mind to rest . . . somewhat. "Mom, you don't have to be afraid of Bobby . . . he is just like me, in every aspect, and he loves you . . . just like I do. Remember he is my twin. I made him from me."
"OK" she simply said.
"Good," William replied, before adding, "Now answer Bobby's question. Tell him you will be his mommy too . . . I mean if you want to be his mommy that is."
"I do?" she answered quietly.
Moving her mouth up close to her right ear, William whispered, "Well don't tell me, tell him. He is right on the other side of you."
Turning her head slightly to the left, Gail whispered sweetly, "Bobby, honey, I'm going to be your mommy too, sweetheart." If it wasn't the fact Gail was pretty tipsy from the two glasses of champagne she quickly polished off just bare minutes ago she probably would not be taking all this so very well.
"Good," he quickly replied, "and maybe I was hoping you would grant me a birthday wish."
"Oh really it's your birthday, but I thought, I mean if you are William's twin you should have the same birthday."
William was the one to reply, "Well technically Mom, Bobby did not come into existence until just today since this is his first time on the other side so in that sense it would be his birthday. Don't you think?"
"I suppose you have a point, hon." Putting on a cheery front she only had to slightly force, Gail turned toward him saying, "OK so we should celebrate then. What is your birthday wish sweetheart?"
"Wait Bobby, before you tell her let me whisper something in her ear," William said snuggling his mouth up close to her ear. "I want you to promise me you will act all sweet and innocent with the both of us, Mother, but with subtle hints of flirting thrown in to keep things interesting. Can you do that?"
Gail took a deep breath. If she was going to do this, she was going to do it right. "I can try, of course, William," Gail murmured to her son, hardly believing this could be happening, but of course, it was.
Simultaneously, they both grabbed one of her hands, carefully pulling her up to a sitting position, allowing William to slip around the back of her. As they moved her forward the washcloth fell with a plop into the soapy water.
Her eyes flew open and turning her attention to the left, she looked at her newest son, Bobby. He looked younger and sweeter than William with his soft, dimpled cheeks seeming to shine with unearthly innocence in the soft glow of the candles. His light brown hair was short and neatly trimmed, making him look younger as did his smaller stature.
Gail took another deep breath, still trying to calm her nerves, while basking in the warmth of the tub, and being surrounded by her two loving sons. She briefly thought of what must be resting under those soft bubbles-- in between their legs-- instantly making her pussy wet.
William put his hands on her shoulders, massaging them gently, as he whispered in her ear, "We are going to give you a night that you shall never forget, Mommy."
"Oh God, I can only imagine you are baby, but . . . you really are here . . . this . . . can't be happening, but it is. I have so many questions."
"Shhh, no questions, Mommy. Not now, maybe later but for now, you must just relax and go with the flow.
"Yeah so just lay back, relax, and let us pamper you," Bobby told her in a soft whisper. "That is my birthday wish for you to relax and let us pamper you, Mommy."
After a brief pause, where Gail considered all of her limited options, she determined the advice just given her was probably for the best. Relaxing her body, she leaned back against William as she whispered, "That is a wish easily granted, Bobby."
William's hands glided across her shoulders, kneading them softly, making it easy for her to keep her promise to relax.
She had just closed her eyes when Bobby spoke up in his adorably sweet little voice, "Mommy, can we wash you up . . . Please. We promise to do a real nice job."
The question was asked with such sweet innocence how could she say no?
Any further thoughts of saying no was wiped clean when he quietly added, "You know you can't say no as washing you up is part of our pampering you which you already agreed to let us do coz it's my birthday wish."
"I suppose the two of you washing up your mommy would be a nice way of pampering her so, yeah, go ahead boys . . . you can wash your mommy up."
"OK, then lay your head back again, put the washcloth back in place over your eyes, and relax while we take care of you," Bobby told her.
She obeyed, leaning fully back against William after draping the washcloth once more over her eyes.
They begin to wash their mother Bobby, from the front, and William from behind, sliding their dual washcloths all over, up and down her arms, her neck, her stomach, her thighs, and legs, and then finally, much to her fevered anticipation, both of their wash rags begin to converge on her chest.
First, Bobby washes up and down the soft valley of her breasts, while being extra careful, it seemed, to not touch either of tits. Meanwhile, William is running his rag over and around her breasts, coming oh so close, but not quite letting the washcloth slide up and onto them.
Gail exhales softly enjoying the attentions of the soapy rags coming oh so maddeningly close to her tits. It suddenly hits her why they are coming so close without quite getting there. They want an implicit invitation.
The two glasses of champagne left her devoid of any worries whatsoever, but more importantly, the fear once gripping her heart in their presence has now been replaced with . . . desire. Gail, impulsively, recklessly maybe, just then makes a firm and fateful decision as she swears a promise to herself: No half measures, she would go all in . . . for the balance of the night.
She made her voice as soft and soothing as possible as she extended what she felt would be a most welcome invitation to them.
"Oh, boys I think you are doing a rather poor job at washing your mommy's chest . . . hmm don't you think?"
This innocent little critical comment was all it took as she shut her eyes tighter while feeling the soapy wash rags being moved all over her tits, making Gail muse if maybe, somehow, she had died and this was heaven, such was the good feeling her two sons were giving her.
As the incredibly soft rags flicker over first one of her nipples, and then the other, making her quietly sigh, William reached around and, using both hands, cupped her nice tits.
Meanwhile, as his brother started to juggle his mom's big tits up and down in his playful hands, Bobby elicited a deep hiss out of her when he flicked her nipples back and forth playfully with one finger.
Gail was loving the attention her two boys were giving her boobies, allowing it for a few precious seconds before her keen motherly instinct told her she must dial things back a bit. She doesn't know how she knows, but she surely senses they are playing a game of sorts with her and they would prefer it if she didn't give in so easily.
Yeah, predators always like a good chase before they enjoy their kill, she thought just before she tried to put an end to their fun and games.
After she straightened up, she pulled the washcloth off her face and then, adding a sharpness to her voice to let them know she was serious, she barked at them, "I think you boys are doing more playing than washing now."
When they didn't immediately response, but instead keep playing with her boobies, Gail swatted at both their hands before barking out again, even more forcefully this time, "Your mother said enough, boys!"
"Sorry, Mommy, your boobies are just so nice and big and firm . . . we couldn't help ourselves." It was Bobby's soft, sweet voice apologizing for the combined misdeeds of the two of them.
"Well sorry guys play time is over," Gail said using her best "stern Mommy" voice.
"Ahh, Mommy," they cried out in perfect unison. "Can't we play with them just a little bit more? Please, Mommy."
She decided to continue to play coy with them . . . just to see how they might respond. "Hmm . . . I don't know babies. I mean . . . aren't you both a little old for such a thing . . . besides I don't think it's so proper at your advanced age to be playing with your mommy's boobies."
Her use of undeniable logic on them, induced a tag team response. Bobby, using his innocence like a lost little lamb, turned the full force of those innocent brown puppy dog eyes of his on her, whispering sweetly, ""Please, Mommy can't we play with them just for a little bit more huh? We promise to be nice and gentle. Pretty please."
Bobby, to Gail's practiced ears, seemed highly skilled at the art of begging as he tugged on her heart strings. Adding in his two cents, William brought his mouth to her ear, "Yeah Mommy, pretty please let us play . . . just a little bit longer. Pretty please . . . with sugar on top. We both want to so badly."
All in . . . no half measures. The promise she made herself now rattled around in her head. Properly reminded of said promise, Gail gave in, determining she would play this new game to its fullest extent.
"OK, OK boys. You win," she said, trying her best to sound exasperated. "I think you both know Mommy can never really deny you guys anything. So I'll make a deal with you. Since you are done washing them up you need to rinse them off now as they still have a bit of soapy residue on them and while you are doing a nice job of rinsing your mommy's boobies off you can play with them just a bit more . . . if you like. There is a couple of pitchers right there in the corner I use for rinsing."
"OK," they sang out in joyful harmony.
"So just lay back again and relax, William told her. "And we promise to do a real nice job rinsing them off. Why don't you go ahead and fill one of the pitchers up with some nice warm water, Bobby."
As Gail obeyed, reclining back against her son, William put the folded washcloth back over her eyes while Bobby grabbed one of the pitchers, the smaller blue one of the two, bringing it over to the faucet on the other end of the tub, but when he started to fill it up with warm water, William immediately started shaking his head no--while pointing at the cold water knob.
Bobby, smiling in agreement, proceeded to fill his pitcher up with cold water.
Gail, totally oblivious with the rag over her eyes, sighed in anticipation of having her tits bathed in a nice stream of soothing warm water. Instead, she got a rather nasty surprise when Bobby, just barely able to keep from giggling aloud over what he was about to do, deliberately poured the water out in a small, steady stream over his mom's tits.
Gail's reaction was instant as she bolted upright while crying out, "Hey that water is too cold guys!!"
She tried to squirm out from under the cold water splashing down on her tits, but William was prepared. He produced a long, thin piece of wash cloth from somewhere and quickly wrapped it around her wrists before knotting it up tightly in a mere manner of seconds.
Gail, with dawning horror, realizes-- much too late-- with her hands helplessly trapped behind her back, she was truly at their mercy. In response, she tried to sink back down into the warm water while Bobby continued to patiently pour the chilly water out of the pitcher in a steady stream going back and forth between her breasts.
Sinking down into the protective warmth of the bath water won't work either though as William used both hands hooked under her arm pits to hold her upright.
Gail started to panic. There was something amiss. The pitcher, despite Bobby having filled it up just this initial time, was not emptying itself out as he continued to splash the cold water down on his mommy's ample tits.
Then she remembered what William told her, "I have powers when I come to this realm Mommy."
More of his damnable magic it would seem as she continued to try and squirm, unsuccessfully from the water's icy assault, which now was being directed upon each of her nipples one after the other.
Gail, despite knowing her position was utterly hopeless, gritted her teeth, determined not to give them the pleasure of hearing her beg them to stop.
Hearing them giggle now, like a pair of scoundrels, at the mean little trick they pulled off on their mother, only added fuel to Gail's growing anger.
"Y-you boys are . . . are in so . . . much t-trouble," Gail cried, her teeth chattering as Bobby now was using both pitchers to pour water all over her chest.
"Go on Bobby, dump both of them out at the same time over those big fucking tits of hers. Let's turn both of them into blocks of ice . . ." William told his brother before lowering his mouth to his mom's ear and whispering, "And then we will really be in trouble huh, Mommy."
Gail would have responded but was simply too busy moaning. The water, much to her horror, was growing colder. Doubtlessly, this was William's doing as she was certain the water could not be this cold coming from the faucet without a little magical help.
Her poor nipples, already achingly erect, now was the focal point of all of Bobby's attentions as he directed a single steady flow of ice cold water onto each of them simultaneously. Thankfully, the water out of both pitchers did finally peter out.
"There they are nice and clean now, Mommy. The soap is all rinsed all," Bobby announced with a self-satisfied little smile on his darling face-- like they had done nothing wrong.
"Yes honey, nice and clean . . . and freezing cold. That was a cruel trick to play on me boys," she snapped at him before turning toward William and giving him a baleful stare. "I know this was all your idea."
"Well, if you are still willing to let us play with them a bit maybe we can warm them up for you, Mother," he told her patiently while seemingly unaffected by either her nasty glare or her accusation.
"Really William, you expect me to let you boys play with them now, after what you just pulled. No sir, I think you have had your fun and bath time is over."
She stood up, while trying in vain to free herself from the thin strand of washcloth wrapped tightly around her wrists.
"Mommy please, no. You said we could play with them," Bobby whined. "Please, Mommy, we are sorry."
William wasn't playing so nice though as he quickly reached out with a pair of firm hands around her wrists and yanked her back down into a sitting position.



"Nothing is over until I say it's over . . ." he hissed in her ear.
She felt the washcloth tighten around her wrists and knew any further struggles would be useless.
He then relaxed his voice, making it sweet once again. "It was a cruel trick but let us make it up to you. Please my hands are really, really warm. See . . ." He proceeded to run them along her shoulders, nice and gentle like, allowing Gail to feel how toasty warm they were.
"Mine too," little Bobby cried out. "See." Reaching out, he stroked both sides of her cheeks with his hands.
Despite the fact the cold water was no longer being dumped on her tits, Gail's poor breasts felt like blocks of ice, making the thought of her boys, and their toasty warm hands, warming them up more than a little appealing.
Too appealing to resist apparently as she found herself telling them, "OK, OK . . . you can warm them up for me but promise you will play nice and no more cruel tricks."
They both sang out a hearty "Yes Mommy, we promise."
Properly convinced, Gail relaxed back against William once more, closing her eyes.
Two pairs of exceptionally warm hands began slipping and sliding all over her tits as she let out another long sigh. The boys heard her sigh and started to giggle childishly while cupping and bouncing her full sized tits up and down in their hands, causing the coldness previously enveloping her tits to be quickly burned away under the warm, playful attentions of their eager young hands.
Desire was already blooming in her heart by the time she felt a pair of playful fingers flicker across her nipples making them snap to attention while eliciting a deeper and louder moan out of her.
Gail had been blessed with a pair of over sensitive nipples making having them played with just the right way a real weakness for her. A weakness actually bordering on being pathetic of having her nipples being delicately played with so tenderly. This was something both of her boys seemed to understand--much to her utter delight.
She struggled against the thin strand of washcloth binding her hands under the water which only made her sizable tits bounce up and down all the more. Opening her eyes, she saw both of them staring ravenously at her bouncing breasts.
Being quite helpless caused Gail to feel more desirous for their attentions. They seem to know her secret passion--never spoken aloud to anyone, but always there- of wanting to be dominated sexually.
"Let's get them nice and soapy again huh Bobby," William told his brother. "You know . . . for later."
Both of them soaped up their wash cloths before taking an excessive amount of time washing her tits. The soft rags, sliding so slowly in small circles all over her breasts, along with the way they are co-mingling a plentiful amount of quick squeezes during the "washing process" was driving her mad with intense longing.
Her desire only grew when Bobby stood up. He may have been small in stature, while possessing the cutest and most adorable baby face, but there was nothing at all innocent or childlike about what hung between his legs.
Gail let out a small gasp when she spied his fully erect member. Jesus he must be a good eight inches, she murmured to herself. When he took a small step forward she finally realized why they wanted her tits to be nice and soapy.
William brought his mouth to her ear whispering harshly, "He really wants to fuck the shit out of your tits mommy but he is a shy little virgin. You need to encourage him. Do it now!"
It was not a suggestion to be followed or ignored as she saw fit, but instead a command. Gail knew this just by the tone of his voice.
Dropping her voice to a seductive whisper, Gail said, "You wanna fuck mommy's boobies' sweetheart. Do you huh?" She shook her chest, making her generous breasts bounce up and down as he took another small step forward this time just enough to have his throbbing erection come in contact with her breasts.
"C'mon baby don't be shy," she cooed to him. "You can fuck em if you want."
William pushed her slightly forward, causing her tits to bounce up against Bobby's cock. Once more, she made her voice sweet as she whispered some more encouragement to him. "Go on baby. Slide that nice hard cock of yours in between your mother's big boobies."
Bobby reached out, gripping her shoulders, he pushed his cock in between her tits, just as William used his hands to squeeze her tits together around his brother's cock, making a nice tunnel of soapy tit flesh for him to fuck.
It started slowly at first--like a train leaving the station- as Bobby thrusted his hips forward, and then back, his cock sliding easily up and down her soapy tits.
"Oh that's it honey. Fuck your mommy's tits," Gail whispered to him softly while helping the cause by moving her chest up and down falling in rhythm with his thrusts.
As his brother's thrusts became harder and more urgent, Gail finally lost all sense of her motherly decorum. "Oh God baby, that's it, fuck em harder. Cum all over them. Please."
Bobby responded by slamming his cock again and again in between her soapy hills until finally on the third thrust he let out a small whimper.
Gail looked down at her chest just in time to see the head of his cock pop out from in between her tits and erupt in a geyser of cum.
Smiling at him, she sank back against William who was whispering in her ear, "Oh that was perfect, just perfect, Mother."
"Sorry Mommy, I made a mess all over your boobies," Bobby told her sweetly as he settled back in the tub.
"Yes you did baby. And since your brother had a hand, or two, in making that mess you two better clean your mess up."
She watched as they both grabbed a pitcher filling them up with what she prayed to be warm water. She let out a sigh of relief; the water was perfectly warm without being hot. They carefully dump the contents of their respective pitchers all over her chest, giggling as they watched the cum sticking to her chest being washed away.
Gail squirmed, leaning back in the tub on her hands, William had finally undone the strip of cloth binding her wrists, thrusting her boobs upwards in a welcoming gesture to the warmth of the water.
They apparently were determined to do a real good job as they both re-filled their respective pitchers before patiently dumping two separate streams of water directly on each of her nipples simultaneously, making Gail fidget and squirm.
She closed her eyes, letting her head fall back against William's shoulder never wanting it to end. But, of course, it must. As the last of the water, no magic this time, spilled out onto her chest, Gail felt almost disappointed, and also curious as to what their reaction might be when she sternly announced, "OK boys playtime in the tub is over. It's time to get out."
They both begin to whine for "more playtime" while turning their sad puppy dog eyes upon her. Gail sighed. Their pathetic whining, combined with the forlorn looks on both of their faces, was just enough to give her pause.
They both fell silent as Gail considered if she should give them some more playtime.
"OK, fine," Bobby finally said before standing up. "I guess playtime with Mommy in the tub is finally over."
William, on the other hand, remained sitting, a look of stern resolve on his handsome face, before he told her, "Why are you so anxious to get out of the tub. I thought you missed us."
"Of course I have missed you both. Terribly, but . . . Well . . . I . . . it's just--"
William cut her off now as he snapped, "And if you did us so much, Mother, why didn't you get us anything upon our return?"
"Yeah, Bobby," chimed in. "You didn't get us any kind of presents or anything to welcome us back."
"I would have but, I mean . . . I didn't know you were coming to visit me and since you just sort of showed up, unexpectedly I mean, I really didn't, of course, have time to go pick anything out for either of you . . . Or I would have."
"I know what you can give us, Mommy," Bobby told us as he plopped back down in the tub.
She felt the hard glare of William from behind as he announced, "Forget it Bobby. Let's go, she doesn't want to give us anything. Like she said . . . 'playtime is over' so let's just go."
Gail was starting to panic. They were both beginning to fade away to nothing before her very eyes. Without thinking, desperate for them to stay she cried out, "Wait, don't go . . . It just occurred to me maybe I have a nice present to give the two of you."
She smiled warmly at the wavering figure of William. The wavering stopped as he became whole again in a mere instant. The previous hard glare on his utterly handsome face was now replaced with something akin to childlike anticipation. A smile tugged at the corners of his mouth as his eyes seemed to twinkle in the soft glow of the candles. Grabbing her towel, she scooted away from them and to her right. After adjusting her towel back in place, she leaned back with a sly smile on her face--while parting her thighs in a welcoming gesture.
"Maybe you guys would wanna play with Mommy's pussy, hmm?"
They both scurried over to her, William on her right, Bobby on her left with looks of eager anticipation on their young faces.
William, obviously the more adventuresome one, easily slipped his hand under the water and began to stroke his mother's pussy while Bobby seemed unsure of taking such a bold step.
"C'mon, Bobby, don't be shy." Gail's whispered in a voice literally dripping with sweetness. "You can play with your Mommy's kitty cat too honey if you want. Don't let your brother have all the fun."
The innocence of her statement worked on him. He eagerly slid one hand under the water and with her hand as a guide found her pussy.
Gail could scarcely believe the words coming out of her mouth, and maybe even more unbelievable, the way she was so wantonly spreading her legs for them.
What happened next was all a blur. They each fell upon her body like a pair of hungry wolves. Their hands roamed all over her, touching, stroking, probing and exploring to their heart's content.
She does little to dissuade them from treating her body like a playground, instead she closed her eyes, laid her head back, allowing them full access to all her hidden treasures.
There were four hands are all over her boobs, exploring every inch of their hilly expanse before sliding down across her tummy to probe her inner depths. As their hands skated all over her body, she found her face being turned to the left by a gentle guiding hand. Bobby's mouth found hers as they shared dozens of tender, light kisses which seemingly may have lasted forever until she felt an aggressive hand turning her face to the right.
William punched his tongue forcefully in her mouth, swirling it around to full effect, taking her breath away. Unable to resist such passion, Gail responded by kissing him back with equal furor.
Back and forth she spun from one to the other- sharing sweet soft kisses with Bobby, and deeply passionate kisses with William.
William's hand slipped under the water again, finding her legs still spread and open for business he shoved one finger deep up inside of her-- just at the exact moment Bobby finally felt brave enough to slip his own tongue inside her mouth while fondling her tits with eager delight.
The combination sent Gail reeling as she grabbed one of Bobby's hands and guided it under the water.
Her kisses with each became longer and more desperate, especially after she felt Bobby's finger probing the depths of her pussy. The brothers took turns, slipping fingers in and out or her in an endless procession pushing Gail toward a very powerful orgasm.
The water inside the tub was sloshing all around as their carnal struggles continued unabated. Finally, just when she was on the verge of a tremendous orgasm they both stopped everything all at once and started laughing.
"Hey why--"
"Shhh Mommy, you must not protest. Here let's get you out of the tub now," William told her as they both gently helped their severely shaken, and disappointed mother, out of the tub. One of them grabbed a towel, wrapping it around her naked body before telling her they have a gift for her.
Yes indeed they had a gift for their mother and before the night was over they would be giving her plenty of gifts, the white sticky kind, along with at least one big, naughty surprise.
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Once upon a time, in a land far away, when magic still filled the air and monsters still roamed the land, there lived a singularly happy young princess. Her name was Kimberly, both plucky and beautiful, she was all of twenty years old.
One day, on a fine early summer afternoon the princess, took a walk to the village to do some shopping. Her daddy, King John the Brave, was off on one of his many misadventures, somewhere, and was due back in a day or two and Kimberly wanted to welcome him home with some sort of small gift.
Half way toward the village, the princess paused alongside the road to rest. She was both tired and thirsty thanks to the warm noon day's sun. The peaceful road, at this point, ran adjacent to the dark and mysterious West Woods, making it maybe not such a good spot to stop and rest. No matter the danger, the princess, fearless as always stopped anyways.
Peering into the stillness of the forest as she sat on the ground resting, the princess suddenly found herself spellbound. All the leaves on the trees seemed to be waving at her, despite there being nary a breeze. Leaning forward, she squinted at the trees. Now they seemed to be calling out to her, whispering her name maybe. She stood up, moving across the road, wanting to be closer to the woods so she could better hear the mysterious whispering.
This particular part of the woods was rumored to be especially enchanted, thus there ran a formidable stone wall along the length of the woods in this area. The wall was there to keep curious villagers out, or maybe to keep unsavory creatures in. Regardless, the princess was now more than a little curious, especially as she spied a medium sized brown dog digging excitedly along the base of the wall not ten feet from where she now stood.
"Hey little puppy what are you doing," the princess called out. "You can't go in there. It isn't safe."
The dog ignored her and continued to dig into the mushy earth under the wall at a rapid pace. Standing this close, the hypnotic chorus from the singing trees was growing louder. So loud, in fact, it was now becoming a repetitive whisper, "Come Kimberly, come play in the woods with us," the trees seemed to be whispering.
Just then the little dog disappeared under the wall. Princess Kimberly moved closer to where the dog was digging. There was now a small trough, clearly visible, under wall where the dog had just been digging.
The princess bent over, looking at the trough thoughtfully. She smiled, fully under the spell of the whispering forest now, as she realized with just a little more work the trough could be expanded enough for a human, a not so very large and nimble princess that is, to use.
Looking around, she spotted a piece of wood, most likely from a broken horse cart, leaning up against the wall just a few feet away. Using the piece of wood as a shovel, the princess worked frantically to enlarge the trough. The forest, with the leaves all rustling on the trees, and the trees all swaying in the non-existence breeze, was now, more than ever, beckoning her to enter.
She tossed the piece of wood aside. The trench was now large enough where a determined and athletic girl like herself, the princess was five foot four and weighed roughly 115 pounds, should just be able to work her way under the stone wall.
Kimberly hesitated, looking around. The road leading to the village was deserted. She, like all young girls in and around the kingdom, grew up hearing about the legendary West Woods and how very dangerous, and magical, they were --especially for pretty young virgins.
She knew she should not even be thinking about this, yet this very thought was what made it so appealing. Without giving it any further consideration, the princess dropped to the ground and quickly squirmed under the wall.
After jumping to her feet, Kimberly found herself in a small meadow. Weaving its way across the small meadow, not more than a few feet wide, was a simple dirt path leading into the dark forest.
Kimberly, curious as to where following this path might lead her, struck out on her adventure. In not less than fifteen minutes, after following the twisting, turning path deeper into the woods she was hopelessly lost.
She thought of trying to back track but while following the dirt trail she came across no less than three different forks in the path. Based on nothing more than a whim, she backtracked until she found one of the forks and followed it.
Spying an old tree stump astride yet another fork in the path, the princess plopped down on it needing a short break. Yeah, she was lost and scared. The notorious wicked West Woods was no place to be lost. Why did she have to be so damn curious and want to go exploring here in the woods in the first place.
Her rest on the tree stump was short lived when, off to her left, she heard a commotion in the nearby forest. It sounded like someone or maybe something, was crashing through the woods... and heading directly toward her.
She hopped to her feet, hurrying down the path not even realizing she left her small knapsack of supplies behind. She barely got on her way before she heard the unmistakable sound of grunting behind her. Whatever was previously blundering its way through the woods was now on the path-- and following behind her.
Turning around, her heart rate trebled. Behind her, and closing fast, was a small pack of goblins. There was four of them, chasing her, and they were, in a word, hideous looking.
Turning around turned out to be a grave mistake for with her attention diverted Kimberly lost track of what lay in her path straight ahead-- a large protruding rock.
Her right foot struck the rock, causing the princess to stumble and then fall. The lead goblin crashed full force into her just as she regained her feet.
They tumbled together to the ground with the hideous creature clinging tight to her. These goblins, they were all young and not yet full grown--otherwise Kimberly would have been in real trouble-- were actually on their first hunt and lacked skills as evidenced by the easy way the terrified princess managed to push the goblin off of her.
Jumping to her feet, she considered fleeing again but she was terribly winded by now and her right ankle throbbed mightily. She must have twisted it when her foot struck the rock. Running would only make her more tired and easier for the pack of goblins to subdue her when they caught her---which they would, sooner or later.
No, she would make her stand here, especially after she spied a large wooden branch laying just off to the right of the path within easy reach.
Turning, she seized the branch. It was nice and thick and would serve as a passable weapon.
The first goblin, regaining his feet, moved in closer to her as the other three goblins pulled up short.
"Oye, Borch," one of the three snorted, "she threw you off like nothins."
"Shuts up," Borch snapped back at his companion, "I gets the bitch. You see."
"Aye, we be waitin..." another of the pack sang out.
"Stay back," the princess yelled as she waved the stick at the menacing lead goblin whose name was apparently Borch.
An ugly name for an ugly critter, the princess thought as the goblin circled her warily.
"Go ons, attack alreadys," the other three sang out in unison.
"Shuts up," Borch again snapped.
"You be scared of a little girl eh," said one of the three. "Hmm, maybes you need our helps," another cackled.
"Not evens... stay back. I got the bitch..."
Suddenly, Borch charged straight at the princess. He made no attempt to be elusive in the least allowing the princess to easily smack him full on in the face with the stout wooden branch.
Borch, like his companions, barely three feet tall, hit the ground in a heap.
"Yeah, you like that," the princess fairly shouted at Borch. Taking a step closer to her fallen adversary she yelled, "You want some more."
Borch, siting on his butt still, scooted backwards-- it was almost comical-- away from the princess and her menacing stick. He was bleeding from his smack to the face and seemed dazed and confused.
Turning to face the other three, the princess, her blood was up, bawled out a warning, "I will thrash any of you who comes near me. You got that!"
There was only one problem with her dire warning: she was shouting her warning at only two goblins. Where was the third? She soon found out. One of them took the chance while she was busy focusing her attention on Borch to slip around to the princess' blind side and now he came charging at her full on, hitting her squarely in the side and knocking her to the ground.
Unfortunately, the thick branch she was sporting as a formidable weapon went flying out of her hand and out of reach when she hit the ground.
The other two quickly jumped on her. It soon turned into a mad scramble as the three small goblins fought the bigger and stronger princess' tooth and nail.
Although the princess fought the good fight, without a weapon, the odds were stacked against her. The three goblins were quickly wearing her down as they fought wildly on the ground. Twice, the princess almost was able to get to her feet, but both times the clawing, grasping hands from all three of the goblins were simply too much and she was dragged back down.
Just when she was nearly at the end of her strength, Kimberly heard the sound of a galloping horse. It was coming her way.
"Help... please help!" she managed to yell and when the goblins turned toward the sound of the galloping horse, the princess was almost able to make it to her feet. But just before she was able to do so the largest of the three goblins threw his full weight onto her mid-section, knocking her back to the ground and holding her there.
What happened next was all a blur. A man on horseback came charging into the fray, slashing at the goblin sitting on her mid-section, with a sword. The goblin went tumbling off of her, clutching at his neck as a spout of greenish blood came spurting from this fatal blow.
The man on horseback circled back, the horse snorting mightily, they too did not care for goblins, to finish the job. A second quick slash, this time to the goblin's throat when the creature attempted to scramble to his feet, nearly beheaded him.
Kimberly looked on stunned. The man on horseback was not just any ordinary man but a brave warrior with a mighty reputation-- King John the Brave. Not only was he the king-- but he was her father.
John was just raising his sword to slash down at the nearer of the two remaining goblins, Borch seemingly having disappeared, when one of them flung a wooden throwing star at him.
The star's aim was true, embedding itself in the king's forearm holding the sword. The goblin, they may have been small, but they were awfully quick, dipped into pocket of the dirty brown leather toga he was wearing, producing a second star which he immediately flung at the king.
This time the star was on a much more lethal course as it was heading directly for the king's handsome face. He managed to violently twist away as the five pointed star flew by, grazing the side of his face, leaving a bloody trail.
Blood poured from the king's cheek as his sword slipped from his hand.
Just as the goblin was reaching into his pocket again, the princess violently lashed out with her foot, catching the goblin unaware as her foot slammed into his right leg, throwing him off balance.
King John used the opening to draw his small battle axe from its leather holder at his waist. Letting fly with it, the axe found its mark, burying itself dead on in the middle of the star throwing goblin's forehead. Two down, one to go!
But this final goblin was not idle in the least for no sooner had John let fly with his axe than he felt a sharp sting along his right shoulder. The other goblin was equipped, not with throwing stars, but with a bow and arrow set.
The sharp wooden arrow, fortunately, was hastily aimed and only grazed John along his shoulder. Still the simple graze was painful enough to get his attention.
The goblin was just about to let loose of a second arrow as John leapt down from his horse, when Kimberly felled the critter with a hard blow to the head from her freshly recovered stick.
"Nice job, honey," the king happily called out as he withdrew his knife meaning to dispatch the prone goblin once and for all. Kimberly was all smiles as she hurried toward her daddy.
Her smile quickly disappeared as Borch, forgotten but not gone, popped to his feet. He too was armed with a bow and arrow set and was just preparing to let loose of an arrow aimed directly at the princess.
"Daddy!" a startled Kimberley called out as she pointed to the ugly looking goblin where he was standing astride the path.
John turned just in time. Seeing where the goblin was aiming, he charged at his daughter. Leaping from his feet, he flung himself onto his daughter--just in time to save her.
The intended arrow, instead of hitting her, buried itself in the small of the king's back as they tumbled to the ground.
Wasting no time, and ignoring the pain, the king jumped to his feet, charging at the goblin across the twenty five feet or so which separated them.
The goblin quickly withdrew a second arrow from his quiver and let loose with it. The flying arrow, aimed low on purpose by the devious goblin, came close to hitting the king directly between his legs. Lucky for the king, the arrow missed its mark by mere inches, instead embedding itself high up on his inner right thigh, just near his groin.
The king staggered and nearly fell. Again ignoring the pain, he was about to throw his knife at the goblin when Kimberly, using her branch like a spear, tossed it at Borch.
It just missed the small goblin but still it was enough to make him scamper away as he disappeared back into the woods.
The king turned, using his knife to dispatch the final goblin which still laid stunned on the ground from the earlier blow from the princess's wooden branch.
"Daddy are you alright?" the princess asked as she rushed over to him. "Hold still and let me pull these stupid arrows out of you."
As tenderly as possible the princess pulled both of the small, smooth, arrows out of her daddy. Lucky for them, the arrows, like all things goblins made, was not particularly well constructed. Basically, the arrows were intended more to inflict pain and disable a victim rather than kill them.
As soon as his daughter removed the arrows the king took charge.
"Help me up on the horse then you hop on. Who knows if the one that ran away will return with friends? Regardless we need to get out of these damnable woods and into some shelter before it gets dark."
Kimberly glanced around. The sun had already dipped below the trees in the west casting the formerly sunlight path in some dark and not so friendly looking shadows.
"But--"
"Shhh, Kimberly, hold your questions until we are on our way. I am have been spending the last two nights in an old woodcutter's hut not far from here. We need to get there and get settled."
"OK," Kimberly answered while looking worriedly at her father. He was bleeding in several different spots.
On the way to the hut, Kimberly, her body pressed tightly against the king as she sat behind him on the horse, felt a surge of immense all-encompassing love for her daddy. He saved her life and that was the simple truth.
The hut, a simple one room affair, was sparsely furnished. It had nothing more than a small sitting couch, a rocking chair, and an equally small square table with a pair of straight back chairs aligned on either side of it.
"Hardly a place fit for a king, Daddy," the princess joked as she helped him stagger through the doorway.
"Tell me about it... but its walls and door are solid and we will be safe enough for the night in here, honey."
"Oh the fireplace is nice though anyways and the rug in front of it looks comfy," Kimberly commented as she spied the hut's most salient feature-- a large stone fireplace covering nearly the entirety of one whole wall, and the large pure black bearskin rug stretched out before it on the floor.
"Good because that will be your bed for the evening," John expressed plainly to his daughter. "I am afraid the hut is rather lacking in all regards, including not having a proper bed fit for a princess."
"Where will you sleep then, Daddy?" she asked.
"Oh don't worry about me. I can doze off in the rocking chair."
"Nonsense, you need a comfortable place to relax and recover from your wounds... you know the ones you got from saving my life."
They continued to argue back and forth for a minute before the king said they would figure out the sleeping arrangements later.
It was painful, but John just did just manage to get the fire going before collapsing on the rug as Kimberly hustled around gathering up the things she needed to tend to her father's wounds.
After glancing over and seeing he was still fully dressed, his pretty nurse took charge.
"Why are you still dressed Daddy? I need you to strip off your clothes so I can tend to all your wounds," she told him forcefully.
He mumbled his ascent and quickly got undressed before slipping under the large quilt she laid out on the bearskin rug.
After filling up a small white basin with fresh water from a bucket stored inside the cabin, she grabbed the hut's sole washrag and towel.
Starting with his face, she tenderly washed off the cheek torn open by the goblin's damnable throwing star. As she dabbed at his cheek they finally got around to discussing what was on both of their minds.
The king brought it up first. "Kimberly, honey, you are a princess. Do you remember that?"
"Yes, I know, Daddy. I am a princess and you are a king."
"So what my most precious and naive young princess doing in these damnable woods... alone."
The princess sighed. Done with cleaning up his torn cheek, she paused to respond.
"I could ask what you are doing in these damnable woods also, Daddy?"
"I asked you first." Reaching out he grabbed her free hand, squeezing it tight. "I want an answer. These woods are no place for a princess."
"I was going to the village to get you a present for your return and got... ahh sidetracked."
Kimberly hurriedly spilled her tale of mischievous curiosity and how she chased the dog into the woods, making him snort with disapproval.
"Anyways, so what are you doing in here, Daddy? And if these woods are so dangerous where are your brave knights. Should they have not accompanied you?"
"I come here every couple years or so alone and spend three days and three nights."
"Why?"
"To prove to those brave knights, and to all the villagers in our realm that their King John is brave... the bravest of all. Bravery is always well respected and one needs respect to be a proper king, honey."
She sighed before mumbling, "I guess. Now let me finish cleaning up your wounds."
She quickly tended to the wounds in both his shoulder and forearm before having him turn over so she could clean up where the arrow struck him in his lower back.
He winced several times as she ran the wash rag over and around the arrow wound.
"Now turn over so I can wash off your leg, Daddy," she told him as she pulled the quilt down.
Kimberly was both relieved and disappointed to find her daddy had not removed his undergarment. Looking down at the blood stained braies, she tried to solely concentrate on worrying about cleaning up his wound... instead of being curious about his manhood which lay so close.
After rinsing off the wash rag in the water basin, she started to nervously reach the wet rag under the bottom portion of the braies which hung down to his knees.
He stopped her, smiling, before whispering, "Honey you aren't going to be able to reach my wound by reaching up and under from down there."



"Hmm, well..." She pulled the wash rag back. Reaching up to his waist, she started to pull back the braies from there meaning to reach under it and wash him up that way.
Again he stopped her with a gentle hand. "If the pretty nurse really wants to tend to the king's wounds properly, I am afraid she is going to have to remove his royal undergarment."
"Hmm, I..." She was nervous about seeing her daddy naked.
"It is OK, hon. I can tend to my own wounds down there. Why don't you just hand me the wash rag and look away."
After a brief pause, the princess replied, "No the pretty nurse has a job to do and she will do it and since she is in charge you shall let me."
Her tone, as was the look she was giving him, indicated the matter was settled.
"OK... OK," the king replied. "Do your job then... pretty nurse."
Kimberly, her heart beating wildly, slowly pulled the king's braise down and off his body. She never, being a proper and young princess, had seen a man's naked body--down there-- until now. Making it a point to try and not look, she lowered the washcloth in the general direction of his right upper thigh where the arrow struck him.
"Honey, you have to look, just to see what you are doing anyways. There is nothing to be embarrassed about." Reaching out with one hand, he gently tilted her face downward.
Kimberly took a deep breath as her eyes flitted over her daddy's manhood. It looked to her like a small, limp, pale skinned worm as it rested there all nice and relaxed.
Averting her eyes as best as possible, Kimberley quickly brought the washrag over to the arrow wound. It was still oozing a small bit of blood, but as she started to wash it the king jerked away in intense pain.
"God in heaven that hurts. Honey I... I will need something for the pain if you are going to do a good job and wash the wound properly."
"I think I saw a bottle of wine on the table over there sitting next to that cloth bag."
"Good. Go get it."
Kimberly quickly jumped to her feet and retrieved the bottle from over at the table.
"Here," she said handing it to her father.
The king took the half empty bottle. Holding it up he said, "It's not enough... not for me anyways to dull the pain. We need another tonic for my pain I'm afraid. Something that is... ahh more natural and is here in abundance."
"What?" the princesses curiously asked.
"Beauty."
"Beauty?" she responded unsure of what her daddy was getting at.
"If I could gaze upon something beautiful and get lost in its beauty as you were cleaning me up it would help me deal with the pain, honey."
"What could we use," Kimberly said as she looked about the small hut searching in vain for some small item of beauty.
"Don't bother looking about this humble hut for anything of beauty honey as..." Reaching out he took her hand, squeezing it tight. "The only beautiful thing in these whole damnable woods is you, princess."
Blushing, Kimberly said, "Oh Daddy, even wounded you are still utterly charming... as always."
"But there is one problem. I am afraid thanks to our little battle with the goblins honey you don't look quite so beautiful now. I mean it looks like you have been in a... well... a battle with ugly goblins."
"I suppose you are right. My blouse is torn and bloody, my skirt ripped and my hair is a mess."
"Yes and seeing you like this just brings me more pain instead of the comfort I need. Maybe we could take a break and you could take a few minutes to fix yourself up nice for your daddy. You know change out of those filthy bloody clothes, brush your hair out maybe."
"But Daddy I don't have anything with me. No spare clothes and my hair brush and mirror they were in my bag and that's gone. I dropped it when those stupid goblins were chasing me."
He smiled. "Fortunately you are in luck. As it happens goblins are not the only creatures in these woods. In fact, they are some decent creatures that live in these woods... if you know where to look."
"Like what kind of creatures, Daddy?"
"Mainly, the elves, but especially the wood elves baby. I am friendly with them. I saved one of them, the leader in fact, years ago from a nasty pack of goblins. I happen to have just what you need. Bring me my bag from the table over there."
Kimberly hurried across the room and grabbed the king's medium sized cloth bag from the table.
"What is in here, Daddy?" she asked as she hurried back to him. The bag, secured tight by a drawstring, had some weight to it.
"Gifts from the elves and it just so happens it's exactly what we need. Go ahead and open it."
Kimberly opened the bag. Inside was a small silver hand mirror and brush set, a powder kit for her face, and last, and most exciting, a light pale pink colored robe with a pair of matching gloves.
"So maybe you can go brush out your hair, powder your face and get out of those filthy clothes now that you have a beautiful robe and gloves you can put on. The robe, and gloves, should be especially nice as they are made out of some special secret material, as I recall the elves said it was called satin, and is supposed to be really comfortable on the skin."
Kimberly smiled at her daddy, thrilled with her gifts. "Give me a minute or two."
"OK I will turn over and look the other way while you get ready over at the table."
When she came back, Kimberly was a vision of beauty with her freshly brushed golden blond hair shining with supple beauty in the flickering light of the fire. Her face too, freshly powdered with the elves special make up, radiated a youthful beauty taking her daddy's breath away as he stared at his young daughter in awe.
But it was the beautiful satin robe which stole the show... and his heart.
As his eyes slipped down, his previously limp cock started to twitch. The pink robe, both short and tight, showed off, in a most enticing fashion, the princess' abundant youthful curves.
The princess crossed the room toward him. "How do I look, Daddy?"
"You are beautiful beyond compare honey," the king whispers to his daughter.
"Thank you, Daddy," she said shyly. She could fell her daddy's eyes crawling all over her body, especially her chest, as she settled down next to him on the rug.
Picking up the wash rag, she began to carefully dab at the wound near his groin. Her heart went out to him, observing how he winced in obvious pain while she tried to gently clean the arrow wound while not hurting him.
"Sorry Daddy," she said before pulling the wash rag back after a few quick swipes around the edges of the wound. "Better concentrate on staring at me and try not to think of how it hurts."
"It's OK Kimberly. I will endure such pain... all night long... if it would allow me to gaze at your beauty while you take care of me so sweetly."
"Oh Daddy stop it," she replied without really meaning it.
After a few more swipes of the wash cloth, causing him to let out a loud grunt of pain, she felt satisfied enough to set the bloody rag aside. "I think that is good for now."
Kimberly quickly pulled the blanket up to his chest so his manhood, it seemed to have grown larger somehow she slyly noticed while she cleaned him up, was covered.
"If you say so my pretty nurse, but hey, why don't you try the gloves on honey? See how they fit."
She carefully put the pink satin gloves on and after getting them properly fitted, held them up for him to admire.
"They fit perfectly Daddy. How do they look on me?"
The beautiful gloves came up past her wrists and halfway up her forearms.
"Very beautiful. They yeah..." His voice suddenly trailed off as he turned his head away from her.
"Daddy what is it?"
She reached out with one gloved hand, turning his face back to her. As Kimberly started to pull her hand back, she noticed how he was rapidly blinking his eyes as if he was on the verge of crying.
Kimberly was shocked; he seemed to be on the verge of tears and her daddy never cried. Not as far as she knew anyways.
Reaching up, he gripped her hand while trying frantically to get his emotions under control. Maybe if he avoided answering. "That material is so soft honey."
"Daddy please, what is it. Tell me... don't try to avoid it," she said as she used a pair of fingers to tenderly stroke his face.
He paused before telling her the truth. "Honey, goblins, it's a well-known fact, they dip both their throwing stars and their arrows in a lethal poison."
"They... they do." Kimberly's heart hitched at hearing this. "But... I cleaned your wounds out with warm water... I got the poison out... or maybe... maybe they weren't using poison at all on their arrows and stars. I mean they were young goblins and stupid... right?"
He shook his head sadly from side to side as a solitary tear slipped down his cheek.
"But... if... if they had used poison... I mean wouldn't... wouldn't you already be dead?"
"They use slowly acting poison. They are diabolical and want their victim to suffer... and I am in a lot of pain baby. There is no doubt in my mind, despite your efforts to clean my wounds, that I have a lethal dose of poison inside of me."
"Daddy..." It's all she could manage before she lowered her head against his chest and began to cry.
He held her tight for a good minute or two against his chest, neither speaking, before she raised back up.
"How long?"
"I should be able to make it to morning anyways. I am... or was healthy so... the poison will take some time to do its nasty work."
"Don't go... please Daddy," she whined while stroking his face with one gloved hand. Leaning down, she kissed him on his forehead as her hand slipped down one arm, and then over to his chest.
Raising back up, she stared at him while slipping her hand under the blanket. Her fingers traced small circles on his bare tummy causing him to sigh contently from the feeling of the satin against his bare skin.
"I love you so much," she said. "There must be something I can do."
He sighed once before beginning to talk. "Fate in all its cruel indifference has decided my destiny is to die... not tonight but in the morning, at dawn's first light. I know in my heart that is my destiny. But despite the cruel indifference shown me by the Gods I feel truly blessed... at this very moment more so than ever in my life."
"How can you say that!" the princess fairly screamed in reply.
"Easy because for to die, to pass to the other world while gazing so longingly upon such timeless beauty, such as you possess my young daughter, and while being comforted by such TLC as you are now giving me is a fate I would gladly suffer again and again if not a hundred times, nay a thousand times even."
Despite the sadness gripping her heart, the princess simply could not help but to let a small smile grace her innocent face. "Oh Daddy your kind words... they do set my heart on fire with such love."
"Then do me a favor my sweetest daughter, let your heart go this one time and consent to give to your daddy, to your king, what he so desperately needs."
"And what might that be?"
"I just want to be allowed to continue to gaze upon your aforementioned beauty."
"Of course Daddy, of course my king, you can continue to gaze upon your daughter's beauty. Don't be silly. I mean... that is not so much to ask at all. So I do hope that is not your only request. Please if you have others..." She stroked the side of his face kindly with one graceful finger before dropping her voice to a sultry whisper, "Voice them now for any request you might make of me I simply could not, would not deny."
Maybe to feel more of that divine comfort you were giving me earlier as your stroked the king's body so kindly with those incredibly soft gloved hands of yours."
"You mean like this, my king."
She brought one hand up, stroking the side of his face lightly as the other traced a haphazard pattern across his chest.
The king sighed, wanting more. "Yes, like that exactly but the truth is I want more but I fear more might be too much to ask of you."
Moving slowly, Kimberly moved both hands up to her daddy's face before using them, one on either side of his cheeks, to tilt his face up so he was staring directly at her. Whispering she told him, "Nonsense Daddy. I wholly meant what I said before, you can't make a request that I won't fulfill."
He smiled faintly at her. "Well then, could my princess find it in her heart to mix in some of her loving kisses while using her soft gloved hands to make my final hours on this earth at least a little pleasurable."
"Of course I can do that for my king. Just could you maybe help the princess by instructing her where the king might like his kisses to fall?"
"I think it might be a little exciting to have them fall directly upon wherever your gloved hands are so kindly stroking the king's body."
"You mean like this?" Using one finger she dragged it across his right cheek before bending over and applying the lightest of kisses to it.
"And like this maybe?" Using her other hand, she now stroked gently his left cheek before again applying a light kiss to it.
After the king mumbled his assent, warming to the task, Kimberly dragged one finger across his forehead several times before leaning up further to administer several light kisses all across it.
The king's passion for his young daughter was starting to boil over. Aided by those full and firm breasts of hers, his passion became well stoked when she pressed her tits firmly up against his chest while bending over to apply her kisses.
A sudden naughty thought hit him hard at this point. If only her damnable pretty pink robe was not in the way how nice those bare breasts would have felt being pushed up against his chest!
Unable to help himself now, he reached up and grabbed one of her hands and pushed it against his lips.
"And like this maybe," he told her quietly.
"Hmm, yes, I think so," she whispered as she gently stroked his lips with one finger. The silky smooth satin being ever so lightly brushed along his lips caused goosebumps to break out all over his body... just before she sealed their fate by leaning forward and applying the lightest of kisses to his lips... again and again.
His heart nearly exploded in his chest from the onslaught of pent up love and passion his daughter's kisses were bringing out in him. When she started to pull back he told her weakly, "Please princess... more."
She obliged him by planting several more kisses on his lips, more firmly this time, and was rewarded when she felt his tongue slip tentatively out, tickling her lips.
Opening her mouth, Kimberly allowed her daddy's tongue to go exploring. The king, not wanting to press things too quickly, only allowed himself a quick drink from the forbidden pool as he flickered his tongue in and out of her mouth several times before pulling back.
The truth was her wanted more but was simply too weak to push for it. The poison coursing through his body was having a telling effect on his ability to even find the strength to even kiss his lovely daughter.
Then he remembered the small vial containing the reddish looking liquid the elves gifted him as a present along with the robe and the gloves. He also recalled what they whispered to him when handing it over: The vial, share it with your wife... it will make you both very randy and will give you both abundant energy to explore your passions for the entire night... over and over again. Needless to say your wife will be in for a long and pleasurable night as you shall also sire. The best part is after achieving an orgasm, thanks to our potent elixir, you shall need very little recovery time before you are ready to go again.
Obviously, he would not be living long enough to have his wife enjoy the contents of the vial with him, but just maybe...
"Honey, please, I need you to get me something. From the knapsack. The same one you got your earlier presents from. In it is a small vial. Can you retrieve it and pour it into a glass of wine for me."
Following his instructions, Kimberly scampered over to get the vial.
As she was pouring the contents of the vial into the full glass of wine she asked him, "What is this going to do for you, Daddy?"
Deciding not to tell her the full truth of what the potent contents of the vial would do for him, or for them, he instead told her a little white lie, "It should give both of us, I want us to share this, a boost of energy. Enough so where I might be able to enjoy better the soft attentions you are paying to me without wanting to fall asleep and you will have the energy to stay up all night giving me such soft attentions... that is... if you want my darling princess."
"Oh I do, my King. I do want to stay up all night paying you the kindest of attentions so I guess we had better drink this down huh?"
Smiling wanly at his daughter, praying the elves' magical potion would indeed work, the king downed half the glass of wine quickly before handing it to the princess.
Smiling, she tipped the glass to her lips and drained the balance, setting the stage for what must come next.
"Did it work? Do you feel it? I think I do," she asked hopefully.
"Not sure. I mean maybe we should not get our hopes up, for me anyways, as goblin's poison is known to be extremely resistive to any attempts to slow it down."
Kimberly sighed deeply. Her eyes started to flicker, which the king knew from past experiences was a prelude to her crying.
Screwing up the last of his energy, which maybe was a result of the potion, he rose up saying, "Wait, I... I do feel something... a bit of energy anyways."
His proclamation caused her to smile. "Well good. Now don't waste what energy you do have my king... just lie back down, relax and let me, once again, pay you some more of the soft attentions like I was earlier."
He sank back against the rug as she started to rub her hands up and down the entire length of his arms. Leaning forward, she then proceeded to kiss her way up one arm and down the other before raising up to smile at him. "You are not wanting to fall asleep still are you, Daddy?"
"No, honey."
"Then I shall continue with my kind attentions to the king's body?"
"Please."
"Where shall I direct my attentions next? Please guide me sire," she whispered.
"Well my darling princess, I did enjoy the attentions you were paying to my tired old face earlier."
Reaching up she used her hands to stroke both of his cheeks simultaneously before leaning down and kissing each in turn. "Nonsense your face is old and tired. Its... handsome beyond compare my king."
She dragged one finger across his lips, the smooth satin once again causing shivers to run up and down his spine, before she murmured, "Yes, handsome and rugged is the king's face and eminently kissable."
She leaned down, her heavy breasts pressing invitingly against his chest, and firmly pressed her lips against his. This time, in a sure sign the potion was working its magic on him, he held back not at all as he deftly swirled his tongue in her mouth.
Kimberly was taken aback at the king's boldness, but only for a quick moment before the effects of the potion got the better of things.
Relaxing, she opened her mouth, welcoming his tongue inside. He reached up, tangling his fingers in her long blond hair, forcing her mouth down firmer against his own.
He was quickly rewarded when the princess, she was a quick study in most things, allowed her own tongue to slip from its moorings and do some exploring inside her daddy's mouth.
They exchanged several breathless kisses as both of their passions rose to the boiling level before Kimberly pulled back.
Smiling at him, she brushed one finger along his cheek. "Hmm, that is an interesting way to kiss my king."
"It is. Did you enjoy it honey?"
"Very much so. Did you?"



"I must say... The princess' kisses are magical and I enjoyed them immensely and would very much like some more."
"Where should I start my king?"
"I do believe both my chest and tummy could use some of your sweet pampering."
Her only response was an alluring smile before reaching out and using both hands, pulled the blanket down just far enough to uncover his chest and his tummy.
Using both hands, she massaged the entirety of his tummy and then his chest with those delectable satin gloves before leaning down and spraying a good dozen or so light kisses all along the path the gloves just traveled. The satin gloves pressed so firmly against his bare skin, followed immediately by the kisses felt heavenly on his both his chest and tummy.
"Now where should I pamper my king next?"
"Maybe you could pamper the king's face again honey. I think that would be nice."
"Hmm, I think so too," she cooed. Using one gloved hand, she carefully stroked both of his cheeks, before slowly dragging a finger along his lips. After several gentle swipes, she leaned down, planting a trio of tender kisses on his cheeks and then his lips.
Her tender kisses soon turned much more serious though when she opened her mouth. Slipping her tongue out, she allowed it to flicker briefly along her daddy's lips before once again she found her daddy's hand slipping around the back of her head, forcing her mouth down so it was flush against his. The king aggressively punched his tongue deep in his daughter's mouth as he felt his cock grow to epic proportions of hardness as her kisses had left him fully erect and wanting more.
And then it happened. He abruptly stopped kissing her before falling back against the rug while whispering out a wholly truthful but lame excuse, "I think I just spent the last of my strength honey. I need to lay back and rest."
Rising up into a sitting position, Kimberly said, "But you still want me to pamper you right, my king?"
"Yes, of course baby," he barely managed to mumble as his thoughts were focused elsewhere.
"Where should the princess direct her attentions next?"
"Oh baby... if you would I could use some..." The king's voice trailed off. It wasn't coming back. He could not believe what happened or maybe more accurately what was not happening. In just a matter of a few seconds, his fully erect cock had went totally and utterly soft. This had never happened to him before and obviously was quite unnerving.
Under his breath he started talking to himself, still shocked at what just happened. "Oh what... what is happening? It must be that damn poison."
"Daddy, you are talking to yourself," Kimberly said slightly alarmed.
"I am?" the king replied.
"What is wrong? You said something about the poison. Is it hurting you?"
"Well yes and no honey. It's not hurting me physically I mean but it's doing something more painful that you could not possibly understand."
Kimberly, not one to back down from a challenge, firmly said, "Explain it to me."
"Our kisses earlier. They excited me like never before. I was both big and hard... down there like a man gets you know."
Of course, Kimberly did not know from personal experience but she heard the whispered tales of how a man would get big and hard down there when he wanted a woman.
"I don't know, of course, from any kind of experience but I heard that is what happens."
"Yes, of course you don't baby but anyways I... I lost it quick and sudden and it's not coming back."
"You mean you lost your bigness, your hardness?"
"Yes honey. So now I feel embarrassed and frustrated... just as I imagine the damnable goblin's poison planned things."
"Wait... how can the poison plan such a thing? You talk as if..."
The king interrupted her. "Yes I do because what I have heard must be true. Once inside of you a goblin's poison becomes a living, breathing entity all in itself. It's an evil, hateful and diabolical poison and wants to frustrate its host. In fact, if I listen close enough I can hear it whispering to me."
What is it saying?"
"It's telling me I shall never be a man again... not like I want, not like I need. It's mocking me honey, knowing what I want and not allowing me to take it."
"What do you want, Daddy?"
The king looked at her seriously debating if he should tell her the truth before deciding he really had nothing to lose. "You."
With nary a pause the princess responded, "You can have me, Daddy. We can enjoy some more kisses... I'll get you... you know big and hard again and then you can do whatever you want to me... prove to me you are still a man worthy to be called a king. Show you little girl such... she wants it as much as you need it."
"Admirable words, princess but I fear useless. The king's manhood has been stolen and he is too weak now to do anything but lay here and die sweetheart. The unhappy truth was being excited down there, like you were making me with our kisses, was the only thing keeping me from falling sleep and slipping off to an unfulfilled death."
"No, no, no. I can get you excited again I bet. Let me try. We can do more than kiss, Daddy. I heard men like to be touched down there. Let me pamper you down there."
"Again that is a nice thought but I'm afraid the poison would not allow me to get excited down there again. As I said it's ever hateful, evil and diabolical. It wants me to die feeling less than a man."
The princess said nothing for a long moment as she turned something over in her mind before finally responding. "You know what can defeat something evil, hateful and diabolical, Daddy?"
"No honey... what?" the king uttered in a voice just barely loud enough to be heard by his daughter.
"Love... of the most sweetest and innocent kind. The love of a little girl for her daddy. Let me explore my love for you, Daddy."
She tilted her head at him seductively. "Let your little girl play with you down there and I just bet she can make you big and hard again... like the man you are and you won't wanna fall asleep and die anymore because you will be too busy enjoying my love and pampering down there."
The king started to protest but as he opened his mouth to express his doubts the princess quickly reached out touching a finger to his lips.
"Shhh my king. Let the princess have her playtime and we shall see what is more powerful... the goblin's stupid hateful poison or your daughter's innocent love."
Not waiting for him to give an answer, she reached down, pulling the blanket down and off his body.
His cock was limp and small causing Kimberly's heart to harden toward the challenge ahead.
Giving her daddy one last fetching smile, he was gazing at her with a pair of half lidded eyes, she reached down with one gloved finger, saying quietly, "Can I touch it, Daddy. I never touched a man's cock before."
Just saying the word--cock-- caused the young princess' body to shudder with excitement as she stretched her index finger out toward it.
Letting petting a top of a small kitten's head, Kimberly gently used one finger to stroke her daddy's limp cock.
After a few small strokes back and forth, he let out a low moan.
"You like that Daddy," she asked kindly.
"Mmm, yes, baby," he managed to whisper. "Don't stop. Here try this."
Screwing up the last of his reserve strength, the raised himself up on one elbow. Reaching down, he grabbed his daughter's other hand and guided it to his testicles. "Give them a gentle massage baby," he managed to whisper before falling back onto the rug.
Kimberly, following her daddy's whispered instructions, gently jiggled his testicles in her hand as she continued to tenderly use one finger to stroke his cock, her encouragement growing as her daddy's cock seemed to her to be getting a bit firmer.
After a few more swipes of her finger, to the king his daughter's finger felt simply heavenly encased as it was in the velvety soft satin of the glove, she noticed, maybe because she was staring at his cock with a look of determined concentration, how it seemed to be almost twitching under her loving touch, and how it was actually starting to grow both bigger and firmer with every delicate swipe of her finger.
Still he was not very big as of yet down there causing Kimberly to become impatient to do something more to get him nice and big. Remembering how she felt her daddy's eyes crawling all over her chest earlier after she put on the pink robe, she reached out, touching his face.
"Open your eyes, Daddy, your princess wants to show you something."
After a second or two the king's eyes flickered open.
Their eyes meet briefly before Kimberly brought both her hands to the front of her robe. He watched as she slowly undid the tie holding her robe shut.
Kimberly slowly stripped off her robe, happily aware of the way her king was staring at her chest with such rapt attention. She heard him sigh gently once her virgin breasts were revealed to his hungry eyes.
She just sat there for a soundless second or two, her robe casually tossed off to one side, allowing her king the pleasure of contemplating her youthful, naked body. His eyes, she happily noted, seemed particularly stuck on her full sized tits.
After a quiet second or two passed with neither of them saying a word, she finally decided to break the ice. "No one has ever seen my naked breasts before my king... I do pray they don't disappoint."
He sighed again. His daughter's full breasts were indeed striking with their most prominent feature being a pair of extra-large areolas his eyes were drawn to with helpless adoration.
"My dearest princess, your breasts are breathtakingly divine and for me, your king, your daddy, to be the first to lay their eyes upon them makes my impending death of little consequence. Indeed, I would die a thousand painful deaths if only to witness such beauty as you have now revealed to me."
"Oh Daddy, your kind words do enflame my heart so," she sighed while bringing her hands back down to his crotch. Using one hand, she cupped his testicles in her velvety gloved hand while using the other to stroke his now much more noticeably firm cock.
Soon it was big enough for her to wrap her hand around.
Dropping her voice to a sultry whisper she told him, "Hmm, that's it my king, get nice and big for your little girl. She wants to see how... how big and hard she can make the king."
The king mumbled something unintelligible as his daughter was now working her hand up and down the full length of his growing manhood. He never felt anything quite as wonderful as the way the smooth satin felt on his hard cock. The feeling was such -- as she started to stroke him faster --where he knew if she kept things up he would soon explode.
Between staring at his daughter's lovely, naked breasts and the feeling of those satin gloved hands of hers paying such tender attentions to his cock, the poor goblin's poison inside of him stood little chance and as it waned in strength the elves magical potion inside of him began to assert itself.
The king was memorized by the sight of his innocent young daughter so intensely staring at his manhood as she used both hands to stroke him to greater heights of hardness. Best of all maybe was the way those big tits of hers jiggled up and down as she gave him the best of her pleasurable attentions.
In the end, it was those big tits of hers, jiggling up and down, which sent him careening toward the edge.
"Oh baby... that's it, your king is... close."
Kimberly slowed up while asking, in perfect innocence, "Close to what, Daddy?"
"Watch baby... you shall see. Lean down a bit closer to me... down there. Daddy has a surprise for his little princess."
Kimberly leaned down, closer to his raging monster of an erection. She was now transfixed by the transformation her daddy. Gone was the former small, limp, pale skinned worm she observed earlier replaced by this big raging hard monster!
To her untrained eye her daddy's manhood had easily doubled in size, looking to be an impressive, to her anyways, seven or maybe even eight inches, in length. Just staring at it caused an unbidden stirring of excitement deep in her very soul.
"Lean down, just a bit closer hon, and don't stop," the king instructed her.
Kimberly obeyed, tilting her body down further so her face was mere inches from the tip of his raging hardon.
"Faster baby, stroke it faster," he pleaded desperately to the princess.
"Like this," she breathed as her hand flew up and down the full length of his rock hard shaft.
"Mmmmm," the king moaned before...
She watched as first his whole body seemed to tremble before the head of his cock exploded like a geyser. The gullible young princess was caught totally off guard when her daddy's warm cum exploded out of the head of his cock, splattering her pretty young face with a warm semen.
"Oh my God," the princess yelped as the hot cum dripped from her cheek and nose. "What... what was that?"
"It was your surprise baby girl. You like it? Use your glove to clean it up hon before it sticks."
Kimberly looked at her daddy sheepishly as she wiped the cum from her face. "You knew that was going to happen... bad Daddy."
"Guilty as charged sweetheart."
After getting herself cleaned up, Kimberly snuggled down under the blanket next to her daddy. "You feel better now Daddy that, you know, you did that showing me you can still do what a man does."
"Hmm, a bit but I fear once is not enough to satisfy me that I'm still capable of being the man I once was."
"Oh really. You... you want me to do it again for you, Daddy."
"While that would be nice I think maybe we could try something else... something different honey."
"Anything my king. I am your humble servant. What do you require of me?"
"Remember earlier how you were pampering your king honey with your soft gloved hands?"
"Yes, of course. That was nice for you huh?"
"It was and the king could use some more pampering but this time maybe you could use those big, beautiful breasts of your honey to do the pampering instead of your hands."
"Anything the king desires. Where should I pamper you at first?"
After the king pointed to his face, the princess rose up, before carefully lowering her chest to give him the pampering he wanted.
The king closed his eyes as he felt his face being enveloped by his daughter's firm, young breasts. They bounced along his face briefly before he felt the caress of one of her nipples brushing along his lips. The opportunity was just too good to pass up.
He opened his mouth, his tongue flickering out to taste the forbidden fruit of the princess' ripe nipple.
Kimberly let out a subdued moan as she felt her daddy's tongue slither across her virgin nipple, sending a virtual explosion of shivers throughout her entire body.
"Oh Daddy, that feels so good," she hissed quietly.
Urged on the elf's potent elixir flowing in his veins, the king whispered, "So the pretty princess doesn't mind if the king feasts upon his daughter's virgin breasts?"
"They are yours my king... feast as you want," Kimberly told him.
The full on assault happened so quickly as to catch the princess wholly off guard. One minute she was on top of her daddy tenderly rubbing her tits in his face and then the next she found herself suddenly flat on her back staring up at him.
She was secretly delighted at this new found vigor and actually liked the way he just man handled her. Taking a minute to stare down at her beautiful breasts, the king allowed his passion to build as she stared wide eyed up at him while he carefully ran his fingers through her hair.
Then, using his final reserves of strength, the king fell upon his daughter's breasts like some kind of crazed wild animal. He sucked on them wildly, his mouth flying from one heaving mound to the next and then back again.
Kimberly closed her eyes while arching her back allowing her daddy full access to her young uncorrupted boobs. His untamed feasting continued unabated as he mixed dozens of tender kisses alongside his wild suckling before falling back with a heavy sigh.
"Daddy... are you alright," Kimberly asked alarmed, and more than a little disappointed, by the abrupt way he just stopped lavishing his wanton attentions on her breasts.
"Yes, yes, but I need to rest and while I do maybe you can pamper me with some more of your delectable kisses, hon."
Kimberly brought her lips up to his where they shared a plethora of several tender kisses.
"Let your kisses fall down further hon," he told her.
Just so she would understand what he meant, the king slowly peeled the blanket down revealing his bare chest to her.
Kimberly sprayed the entirety of his powerful chest with a light smattering of kisses while her daddy carefully continued to pull the blanket down further and further.
Her muted kisses, oh so tender, followed the blanket downward, falling now upon his naked tummy. She kissed his stomach, up and down, in a jagged zig zag pattern that continued to ever slip downward.
Finally, the king pulled the blanket down just enough to reveal how once again his cock, more or less, was resembling that small, spineless, pale skinned worm the princess observed earlier.
"Please honey, can you try and make it big and hard again but this time use your magical kisses along with your hands."
"OK, Daddy," Kimberly replied with a smile.
Doing what worked before, she used both hands, one cupping his testicles while using one finger to softly pet his small cock.
Inexorably, the king's cock began to grow from limp to firm under his daughter's soft attentions. Once she was satisfied he was well on his way to getting both big and hard again, Kimberly slowly lowered her mouth to his manhood.
Still using one hand to cup his balls, she sprayed his cock with a light smattering of kisses up and down the entirety of his ever lengthening shaft causing a series of small moans to escape from the king.
Looking up at her daddy, she gave him a coy smile before whispering, "Is your little girl doing good Daddy. Are you going to get big and strong for her down there?"
His only response was a restrained moan as his head lolled back.
As his cock continued to grow both bigger and harder, Kimberly suddenly had the idea maybe he would like it if she did more than apply some simple kisses to his growing manhood.
Her tongue flickered out and by luck more than by design, it found the sensitive underside of his cock just below the bulbous head. She smiled inwardly at the result: his loudest moan yet as his cock jerked to new heights of firmness.
Suspecting this was his weak spot, the princess set about attacking it with unrestrained vigor. She lashed her tongue up and down, and then around and around in a soft circle, concentrating all her efforts on that one exact spot causing the king to squirm and moan something awful.
"Hmm, you like that maybe," she mouthed to him quietly.
Raising up, the princess admired her handiwork. His cock was once again fully erect.
"Honey, please... can... can you put it in your mouth... and suck on it."
Kimberly sighed as she said nothing while staring intently at his cock. Was it his desperate plea for her to put in in her mouth or was it something deeper but suddenly her daddy's cock struck her as looking exceedingly suckable.
"Please baby," he whispered once again as he reached out and tangled one hand in her blond hair.
She allowed him to push her down towards his towering erection which she was holding so it stood straight up. Her tongue slipped out, first wrapping itself around the tip of his penis before slipping down.
After a few teasing licks which made the king shudder, the princess opened her mouth wide and took his enormous erection into her mouth.
While naturally lacking experience in sucking a man's cock, the princess made up for this little shortcoming with sheer enthusiasm. She greedily sucked him inch by careful inch deep into her mouth before hitting her limit and letting it slip back out. Again she attacked the underside with a series of tender little licks as she used one hand in conjunction, stroking his hardness up and down.



Taking a deep breath, Kimberly once again swallowed his cock. Sucking on it with youthful vigor, her mouth constantly twisting and turning, she soon had the king whimpering like a little schoolboy begging his mommy for a cookie.
"Please honey, don't stop," he voiced loudly as a tremendous orgasm was now threatening to make its presence known. "Please make you daddy come."
Up and down her mouth flew as she dropped her hand to jiggle his testicles once more like she knew he liked. After about three more bobs up and down Kimberly heard him grunt softly before her mouth was filled with her daddy's hot cum. Not knowing what else to do with it she simply swallowed it before raising up.
Looking at him sweetly, she hooked one finger in her mouth as she tilted her head seductively. "Did I do it right, Daddy," she whispered to him.
Reaching up, he touched the side of her pretty face. "You did it perfect baby. Now come snuggle next to your king as he is tired and wants to take a short nap."
"You are not ready to..." Her voice trailed off as she simply could not finish the thought.
The king, knowing what she was thinking, quickly reassured her. "No, no, no baby. I am not ready. I still feel the poison won't take me until first light and look..." He pointed across the room toward the cabin's only window. "It's still full dark outside."
"OK," she said while slipping under the blanket with him. "Should I pamper you some more."
"Hmm not quite yet. Let me take a short nap... maybe I could suckle on your boobies though as I think that would provide me some measure of comfort as I rest."
"Of course, you can suckle on your little girl's boobies, Daddy," she softly stated to him as she maneuvered herself so to position his handsome face against her chest.
The king closed his eyes before opening his mouth wide. Latching onto one of those beautifully large areolas of hers the king began to suckle on it joyfully as they both slipped into a quiet slumber.
Sometime later the king awoke with a start. He had a tremendous and overpowering case of morning wood which was both good and bad. Good because it meant he would be able to commit the final forbidden act with his daughter like he so urgently wanted but bad because it meant it was near morning and he was maybe mere minutes away from death.
Unfortunately, being so near death meant he lacked the necessary energy to properly make love to his daughter without a whole lot of help from her.
"Honey, wake up," he whispered in her ear while gently shaking her.
"Yes, Daddy," Kimberly replied sleepily.
"It's almost morning and I was wondering if you could give me one last present of sorts before I pass."
"Of course, Daddy. Anything. What do you want me to give you?"
"First some kisses and then something deeper and more meaningful."
"Like my virginity, Daddy. I sense you wanna make love to your little girl."
"I do," he whispered as their lips came together.
They exchanged a long series of unhurried kisses as his hands fondled her breasts before slipping down between her legs.
He stroked her down there a few times before slipping one finger up and inside of her growing wetness. Kimberly let out a small hiss as she felt her tight little virgin pussy being invaded for the first time.
The king carefully worked his daughter up into an excited state of affairs with his soft kisses and gentle probing of her nether regions before using the last of his strength to lift her up and onto his midsection. While sitting nimbly on top of him, Kimberly could feel his hardness poking at her as she rose up.
"Use your hand baby to put it inside of you. Be careful, as it might hurt just a little until you get used to my size though."
"OK, Daddy," she whispered as she reached behind her and found his erection. She carefully guided it to the very edge of her pussy as she rose up a bit more as a prelude to sinking slowly down allowing his manhood to push up and inside of her.
"Hmm, that... feels... yeah..." Kimberly faintly articulated as she was overcome with a wonderful mix of both pain and pleasure.
The king rocked his body gently once or twice upwards causing his daughter to moan louder before he lost all his strength. "You have to do the rest baby."
She started slowly, bouncing up and down on his cock while adjusting her body and her mind to having a man inside of her for the first time. Soon, with the help of the elves potion still inside of her Kimberly began to lose any and all inhibitions she might have possessed in regards to making love for the first time.
Lustful intentions now replaced all other concerns as Kimberly began to ride her daddy's large cock with greater urgency. Watching his lovely daughter and those beautiful big tits of hers bouncing up and down as she rode his cock did something to the king, giving him one last burst of energy.
Gripping her by the hips, he slammed his cock harder upwards into the princess making her shudder. "Oh daddy... that's it... fuck your little girl. Show me how hard you can fuck me."
The formerly pristine and chaste princess had no idea where the words she just uttered came from as they simply just poured out of her but the effect on her daddy, the king, was like that of a lightning bolt making the simple burst of energy he was feeling blossom into something a bit more serious.
Just as before when the king lost control and attacked her tits with his hungry mouth, the princess found her world suddenly tipped upside down. One minute her eyes was shut as she bounced happily up and down on her king, but no sooner had she uttered those naughty words, "fuck your little girl" followed by the more serious, "show me how hard you can fuck me" than she found herself forcefully being flipped onto her hands and knees.
The king was behind her, breathing heavily, as Kimberly glanced backwards. His cock looked like a tremendously large and long spear pointed directly at her. The look on his face was one of utter debauchery as he drove his hips forward impaling his little girl on his hard seven inches.
Kimberly let out a sharp gasp as he entered her with, once again, the feeling of pain and pleasure washing over her. Knowing what her king wanted, what her daddy needed, Kimberly ignored the pain as she happily urged him on. "OH GOD DADDY FUCK ME HARDER... I... I NEED IT SO BAD."
The king, urged on still by the potent elves potion, wantonly slammed his cock into her over and over again while ignoring any sense of fatherly decorum toward his innocent young daughter.
He had one overriding need, one that trumped all others, and that was to shoot a tremendous load of cum inside his baby girl. With this in mind, urged on by her words and wicked moaning, the king rushed headlong toward his pending orgasm.
Closing his eyes, he urged himself on toward the finish line. It only took several more deep and hard thrusts before his pending orgasm came rushing home. Letting out a deep animal like grunt, the king drove his cock deeper and harder into the princess one last time before collapsing against her.
As he laid there panting still, the princess cuddled up next to him. "You planted your seed inside of me, Daddy."
"I did baby... I hope... I mean do you..." He was finding the exact words he needed to speak difficult.
His energy was waning as the first rays of a new day began to break over the cabin. Death was near, knocking on the door now.
Kimberly finished for him. "No I don't mind Daddy. I would be proud to bear your child... remember that. Concentrate on that."
"But to do so, Kimberly... if that be your fate you must escape these woods. Listen carefully before I become too tired to talk. In the bag where you got the gifts is a map. It will guide you out of these woods, but you must leave soon as it's a long journey and you mustn't be caught here as the sun begins to set. Find the map, go now."
"But Daddy, you are still alive and I don't want to leave you yet."
"Nonsense. You go now. Remember what you carry honey. My seed."
"Yes, but..." Her voice trailed off. He was right. She needed to go now while the day was young still.
Sadly, they said their goodbyes after Kimberly gathered everything she would need for her journey out of these wicked woods.
The king watched as his daughter slipped out the door, pausing one last time, she turned and said, "I love you Daddy and will be the best mother to your child ever."
"I love you too Kimberly and I know you will. Now go... make haste and arrive home safely."
A single tear escaped from the proud king as he watched her turn and leave.
Sighing, the king closed his eyes briefly to await his pending death before deciding if he was to expire let it be in the first rays of a new day's sunlight. It took a tremendous effort but the king managed to rise to his feet and stagger outside where he collapsed in a heap just outside the cabin.
King John the Brave, laid there under a glorious morning sun in a soft bed of grass still damp with the morning dew, looking around at the woods and its innate beauty for what he was sure would be one last time before his eyes became heavy.
He was just about to close them when he spied some movement in the grass to his left. Raising his head up, he peered around searching for the source of the movement.
He caught flash of pure black slithering through the wet grass toward him.
"A snake... just grand," he managed to muttered to himself as the snake raised up in preparation of issuing what normally would be a lethal strike.
Before closing his eyes for what he was sure would be the last time, the king just had time to notice the snake possessed a large interlocking M and D emblazed in pure white on its black underbelly.
He felt the sharp fangs of the snake sink into his lower leg and then... it was like falling into a deep dark hole.
The princess, following the map, hurried down one path and then another before finally, around midafternoon, she emerged from the woods. Sighing, she struck off for home.
Her adventure, contrary to what she might have thought at the moment, was not at an end, but instead, was just beginning.
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The Letter Part II--More fun & games
After breakfast the next morning, Benny and her daddy listened to Maria's second tape.
Much like her first tape, this second tape too contained a naughty surprise of a most delicious sort.
So guys I have this wicked idea of what you two can do for an encore. Honey, do you remember that summer, my last one, the one after Benny graduated from high school and near the end of it I told you I knew a big secret about our darling little eighteen year old daughter. As you may recall, I told you I would spill her secret to you one day, when the time was right, but... well thanks to my little bout with cancer the time never was right for me to tell you... until now.
John looked at Benny who, although she was smiling, still looked a bit uncomfortable as she sat across the small table from him sipping on a glass of grapefruit juice.
John, you can pause the tape now to see if Benny wants to spill her secret or should I be the one. Just so we are clear Benny, darling, your secret involves that sweet little cousin of yours Peggy and what happened between you two that summer before you went off to college.
Looking at his daughter, she was clearly appeared anxious now, John gave her a smile. "So you wanna spill your secret to your daddy, honey or should we let your mom tell it."
After a brief pause, Benny answered quietly, "Let Mom tell it."
John hit the play button on the recorder again, yearning to hear about his daughter's secret.
If she told you John then hearing my version will only confirm what you already know, but you need to listen anyways because I have a secret of my own to spill to the both of you. So here is Benny's secret, mine will come later. One night during that summer when Peggy was coming over nearly every day, I woke up feeling thirsty and went downstairs to get myself a glass of water. As I passed our daughter's bedroom, it was real late, maybe one in the morning, I could hear the two of them giggling like a pair of school girls. Curious what was making them giggle so I crept up to her door and carefully, ever so carefully, pushed it open just wide enough to see inside the bedroom.
What I saw John was more than a little titillating. The girls were facing each other on the bed and Peggy and Bennie were exchanging some rather hot little kisses. I only stayed long enough to watch Peggy, quite eagerly I might add, tell our daughter how nice her kisses were. I... ahh... didn't want to stop watching as honestly the whole scene was, as I said earlier, quite salacious.
When his wife paused in her narrative, John glanced across the table at Benny, who looked at him with a sheepish little grin, before shrugging her shoulders and saying, "So we both had a few wine coolers that night and were feeling... curious I guess you might say."
Anyways I stole downstairs and got my glass of water but the truth is watching my darling daughter with my sweet little niece brought back some fond memories of when I was younger and used to play naughty with my best friend Lisa. This was before me and you started actually dating honey, but the honest truth was, considering how much me and Lisa used to play around and flirt around with each other so much, I thought for a minute back then I might actually had been a lesbian.
Giving her daddy a wide grin Benny said, "Wow, Mom a lesbian? I can't really imagine that... but I bet you can Daddy."
John said nothing in his defense, probably because it was deliciously true.
Now are you ready to hear my secret guys because here it is. I spent the rest of that summer flirting with my niece. Flirting and plotting that is. I just couldn't get the image of her and Benny kissing out of my head so yeah, I started flirting with my young niece and well, I must say, Peggy was rather... hmm receptive to my flirtations. In fact, I do believe the poor girl was in the process of developing a bit of a crush on her Aunt Maria and I did everything in my power to encourage said crush. Now let me say right here and now, nothing ever really transpired between me and Peggy but given enough time I do believe my plans would have borne some rather delicious fruit. Instead, she went off to college up north at Ferris State and then the stupid cancer hit me and well you know the rest but what you don't know is this... John, at some point, I was planning on fulfilling every man's fantasy... by allowing you to have a hot little threesome between me, you and your adorable niece. My plan was simple at this point... I would invite her up to the cabin here on some pretense, maybe even a surprise birthday party and then I would have thought up of some excuse why she was the only one that showed up. Basically then the three of us would have gotten a little tipsy and well, together we would have led Peggy down a much forbidden path, but only if she seemed willing to travel it. After all she was only a few months younger than Benny and a consenting adult so... Now for the best part, I would have considered it not cheating on your part if you fucked your niece, with my help, of course, and with me fully participating. In fact, I do believe it would have served the purpose of fulfilling two fantasies at once, yours of being with two women at once, I mean what guy doesn't have that fantasy, and mine of being with a woman and going all the way. So I am wondering if I could still make it possible would the two of you be interested in pursuing that same little fantasy of mine here and now.
"Wow is about all I can say," John said as he reached over and hit the pause button.
"Yeah, me too. So... ahh daddy would you have done it, you know, if Peggy was willing... fucked her with mom's help?"
"What do you think, sweetheart?"
"Well, Peggy is adorable and she has a great body, nice full sized tits... just a bit smaller than mine maybe and so I would say yeah, you would have fucked the shit out of her
"I plead the fifth," John said after a brief pause.
"So does that mean you don't want to pursue what mom was suggesting?"
"I didn't say that. Hit the play button. I mean, I'm game if you are."
Biannca hit the play button. Yeah, she was definitely game.
So obviously if you guys are still listening to this you must be interested so Benny, sweetheart, I still want to give your daddy that fantasy of being with two girls at once and since I am not here, well, guess what... once again you must serve as my proxy. I don't think it should be too difficult for you considering what I witnessed in your bedroom that summer before you went off to college. Now as far as Peggy is concerned, well I already took the liberty of speaking to her seriously a few weeks before I passed and was completely honest with her. She was a bit shocked at first, what I had been planning before the cancer screwed everything up, but as I explained things to her she eventually came around to the idea what I had been planning might have been fun. So with that in mind, I invited Peggy, on our very last phone call, to come up to the cabin the day after your 50th birthday today at around noon.
She said she would think about it, but I sensed in her heart she had already agreed... unless she changed her mind between now and then as it has been a few years. If she does show, she will be very much, just as you two were last night, under my control and the fun and games will begin. Just before dark, after you guys have had a nice bit of time for small talk and to enjoy a comfortable meal one of you go fetch the recorder and turn it back on, allowing me to be back in charge as I have a real exciting adventure for the three of you to embark upon.
The tape went silent again indicating Maria was done for the moment.
Benny reached over and clicked the stop button on the tape. After a brief pause, she asked her daddy, "So what do you really think?"
"I don't know. Your mother, Jesus, she and that wicked imagination of hers."
"Yeah, I always sensed she had a dark side."
"Do you think Peggy will show up? Have you two stayed in contact since your naughty little summer adventure all those years ago?"
"On and off, more off though with me going to Michigan State while she went up north to Ferris State."
"Yeah, I remember your mom staying in touch with her right up until the time she died. It seemed they talked at least weekly anyways but it's too bad you didn't stay so much in touch with your cousin as it sounds like you two had a real... hmm, close relationship. Oh and your mom hinted that Peggy made her a very serious promise right before she passed. She won't say what it was but she kept hinting that I would like it someday. You have any idea what that is about?"
"Maybe it was a promise that someday you would get to see me and my pretty cousin kiss, like mom did, and I'm sure if mom has her way, you'll probably get to see that tonight and a whole lot more."
"Yeah, yeah," John said half-heartedly. God knows he wanted to see his beautiful Benny with his niece but still, no use getting one's hopes up for something that might not happen at all.
"Don't worry," Benny said smiling. "I have a feeling Peggy will show up."
"Well I guess we'll know soon enough. It's already, what, eleven?"
Benny glanced at her phone sitting on the table. "Yeah, a bit past actually."
They spent the next few minutes finishing up their breakfast in relative silence before John, beside himself with anticipation, asked his daughter, "Do you really think she will show up?"
"Of course."
"How can you be so sure?"
"I just remember how Peggy always had a sweet spot in her heart for her Aunt Maria. I mean she would go on and on how lucky I was to have such a cool and pretty mom and if Mom suggested she should come up here then... she will be here."
"But, I mean, a few years has passed. Maybe she has a boyfriend or something."
"She doesn't."
"How do you know?"
Benny sighed. "Because I just talked to her like a month or so ago. She misses me and really wanted us to make plans to get together."
A simple "Oh" was all John could think to say as his cock started to twitch just thinking of being with Peggy and Benny at the same time.
By 12:15 pm, and with still no sign of Peggy, John began to think maybe his wife's ploy to bring his adorable niece to the cabin was not going to bear fruit, but then there came a quiet knocking on the front door, causing John's heart to jump. Benny smiled at her daddy as she bounced across the room to answer the door.
John watched as Benny and Peggy shared a warm embrace before Peggy came rushing over to him. "Uncle John, happy birthday... a day late."
Dressed in a pair of jeans and loose fitting tee shirt, it was a warm Indian summer day, Peggy gave her favorite uncle a nice hug and kiss on his cheek before stepping back and announcing loudly, "I will give you your birthday present later tonight Uncle John... courtesy of Aunt Maria. I am not sure what it is... she told me Benny would fill me in as the day went on."
After her warm greeting, John stepped back, appraising his young niece, and liking what he saw. Peggy's straight, golden blonde hair fell barely to her shoulders, serving to accent an impish face that wholly defined the word cute.
Although she just turned twenty-two, she could easily have passed for much younger as her unblemished face possessed an entirely youthful and innocence quality to it making her appear much younger than her actual age.
From what he could tell of her body, the loose fitting tee shirt she was wearing did not give much away, his niece was both lean and fit, and more than likely had a lethal amount of curves hidden away under her casual attire.
"So who is going to give me the grand tour of your cabin?" Peggy asked.
"It will have to be Benny as I am going to take a quick shower," John told them before disappearing into the bathroom.
After John got out of the shower and dressed he came out into the living room to find his daughter and niece huddled on the sofa close together discussing something in hushed whispers.
"Hey what are you two whispering about so frantically over there huh?"
"Nothing much... just discussing what possible plans mom might have in store for us for later on tonight," Benny told him.
"Yeah Uncle John, I bet Aunt Maria has some real nice plans for us," Peggy said.
The three of them spent the balance of the afternoon relaxing and playing catch up with Peggy while sipping on some beers. Around three, they enjoyed an early supper of hamburgers off the grill and French fries.
Finally, John felt sufficiently relaxed to broach the subject of what exactly might happen later.
"So... ahh, Peggy I am guessing your Aunt Maria kind of talked to you before she passed about coming up to the cabin. I am wondering, what did she say exactly?"
Peggy first glanced at Benny before looking at her uncle. It appeared she was about to answer his question, but before she said anything both her and Benny started giggling.
"Go on tell him, Peggy," Benny said.
"OK well let's just say I promised my Aunt Maria I would come up here for a bit of fun and games... anymore I cannot say."
"Why not," John asked innocently.
The girls looked at each other, both smiling before announcing in unison, "Secret."
"Come on guys. Don't be like that," John whined as he watched them both move closer to him.
They snuggled up to him, one on the right, one on the left, as Benny whispered, "Don't worry Daddy, before the day is done I have a feeling Mommy will be directing both me and Peggy to share all our secrets with you."
"Yeah, all our secrets Uncle John and maybe if you are lucky... a whole lot more," Peggy whispered as she teasingly stroked the side of his face with one finger.
Benny, smiling at the both of them slyly, reached over and turned the recorder on as she said, "So let's find out."
Ahh, there you three are. It's about time huh? Are all three of you ready for a bit of fun and games? I sure hope so. Anyways without further ado this is what I have in mind for tonight. John, honey, if only you could have witnessed what I did that night when I saw our darling daughter kissing her pretty little cousin. Hmm, I am sure it would have excited you to no end. Well I am thinking you deserve a second chance to witness such an epic event... don't you agree girls?
The tape fell silent, apparently allowing a moment to see if the girls did, in fact, agree with Maria.
Benny and Peggy looked at each other for a long moment before Benny spoke up first. "I agree, she said before reaching over and grabbing her cousin's hand. "Don't you, Peggy."
"Oh for sure," Peggy happily proclaimed.
Good. I know you would. Now I have something a little more exciting in mind other than a simple repeat of what I saw those many long years ago. I spent some time devising a wicked little plan for the three of you. I hope you will go along. First I need to speak to my husband by himself, and then it will be you girls turn to listen to me in private.
"Let's go, Peggy," Benny said jumping to her feet. "We'll go hang out in the bedroom. Just call us when mom is ready to speak to us, Daddy."
John watched Benny led Peggy into the bedroom. She had not questioned anything so far so, had not so much as raised an eyebrow, so yeah, she must be fully prepared to go along with whatever wicked games Maria had planned for them.
He turned back to the tape as his wife began to speak to him.
First of all, John in order for my little game to be taken seriously as possible you, along with your daughter and your niece, must play your parts to utmost perfection. And what exactly is your part in tonight's little drama? Why you will be the villain, of course. So this is what I have in mind...
John spent the next minute or two listening intently to Maria's wicked plan. Truthfully, he probably should have been shocked at her bold and audacious plan, but then again no, as his wife had always been the daring one with an over the top, wicked imagination.
Her plan was as follows: He was to play the part of a villain alright, but not just any villain. Yeah, he was going to play Jason from Friday the 13th fame. It was actually, as Maria so patiently explained on the tape just a minute ago, a tribute to them, him playing Jason. Their first stay at home date, when they were both still in high school, consisted of them watching the second installment of the Friday 13th series in his parents living room.
Afterwards, he recalled how they discussed why Jason never was distracted by the hot girls he killed and what that discussion led to.
Yeah, John still remembered, to this day, the basic premise of their conversation, if not the exact words. "If I was Jason," John had told her, "and I came across you alone in the woods, in a cabin maybe, I think, just maybe I might be distracted enough by your hotness to, at the very least, have a little fun with you, before, you know, I offed you."
Again, those may not have been his exact words but the point was the same. Maria's reply, true to her wild nature, was a teasing one. "Hmm, maybe you would be distracted enough to have fun with me? Really, just maybe? Well, what if I had a hot little friend with me and you caught us screwing around a little. What then? Do you think we could get you to join in and then show little Jason such a good time that he might not want to kill us?"
Tonight, thanks to Maria's wicked imagination, and the bit of advanced planning she did before her untimely death, this exact scenario would play out among the three of them.
Following Maria's instructions on the tape, John found stowed away in the front closet, a cardboard box containing a red plaid button up shirt, gray jeans, and black worker-style boots. Placed neatly under the clothes were the two items to complete his very realistic "costume": the iconic white hockey mask introduced in the second movie and a Fiskars machete with a curved, stainless steel fifteen inch blade. Also, hanging from a hook in the closet was a workman's utility belt. Attached to the belt dangled two pairs of hand cuffs and a flashlight. Taped to the cuffs was the small key.
John picked up the machete, letting out a low whistle before whispering to himself, "Nope, no fake looking plastic weapons for Maria. Yeah, she really wants this little game of ours to be realistic."
Knowing he would have to be extra careful when he wielded the sharp machete, John slowly got dressed, while considered just how to play his character. Above all else, he would have to be threatening to the girls or it would not be realistic like Maria wanted. She stressed that point several times... "be real, don't hold back on them." Of course, considering he would be using a real weapon, he would have to hold back some anyways, just in the name of caution.
Thinking ahead, he determined if a struggle ensued over the weapon, he would simply drop it. After getting dressed, except for the hockey mask, he would don that only at the last moment, he went and rapped on the door. "It's your turn girls but give me a minute to ahh, disappear, or you will ruin your surprise."
"OK, Daddy," Benny called out from behind the bedroom door.
John slipped out of the cabin's back door and slowly trudged the thirty or so feet to the small grove of pine trees behind the cabin to wait for the fun and games to begin.
The girls gathered around the tape recorder, excited to hear what Maria was going to tell them.
Well girls what I have in mind for you might be at first shocking but listen with an open mind, while keeping remembering I only expect you two to play this wicked game if you are both totally comfortable with it. First, a bit of background information before I give you the details of what I expect if you guys decide to play along.



Maria went on to patiently explain what she wanted to happen based on her first in home date with John when they watched Friday 13th Part 2. She paraphrased for them the discussion afterwards and how they joked if John had been Jason would Maria and a hot friend been able to seduce him into fucking them, instead of killing them.
After Maria was finally done explaining what she wanted, and what was expected of the girls if they were to play this wicked little game, she informed them if they agreed there was one final part of the tape to listen to but it would be for Benny's ears only.
Looking at her cousin, Benny smiled before whispering, "Wow."
"Wow is right, Benny. Your mom has some wicked imagination."
"Yeah, but you knew that right Peggy and that is why you came up here... for a bit of wild fun."
"Yeah, I actually did, but you know this sounds like it might be a little scary. I mean, your Mom told us several times, you heard her on the tape, how she implored your dad to take his role seriously and to basically try and scare the hell out of us."
"Yeah, well, getting scared before we have our fun will only add to how intense it will be."
"So I can tell... You really want to do this huh, Benny?" Even though she was hesitating, deep down inside the idea thrilled Peggy, but yet she was not so brave and adventuresome as her cousin. The bottom line was simple: she would have to be talked into it.
"Afraid so. I guess I have a bit of my mom in me when it comes to being adventurous. What about you?"
"I don't know. You know those stupid Friday 13th movies always scared the hell out of me."
"Oh Peggy, I am here," Benny said, slipping an arm around her cousin. "I will protect my timid little cousin from the big bad Jason. Come on please... it will be fun."
"Promise it will be fun and promise you will protect me?"
"Yes, I promise and come on it's your uncle John out there. You know even though your Aunt Maria said he is supposed to scare the hell out of us, and maybe even rough one, or both of us up a bit, he would never go too far. You gotta know that."
"I do," Peggy said quietly. "OK... I agree. Let's play."
Benny clapped her hands together as she squealed, "Great. Let's go find something sexy to wear for Act I of tonight's drama but first I gotta listen to the last part of the tape by myself."
Peggy gave her a pouty look, but said nothing as Benny disappeared into the bedroom carrying the small tape recorder.
John hunkered down, hidden from view from the cabin among the pine trees, waiting for the sign Maria told them the girls would give him when they were ready. After roughly ten minutes, he was started to get impatient. Fortunately, the night, just like the day, was unseasonably warm so at least he wasn't cold.
Finally, there it was, the sign he had been waiting for: all the lights in the cabin, one by one, started blinking out, until the cabin was completely dark, and then after a minute or two there came from the bedroom a dim
glow. They had turned on the small table lamp on the nightstand indicating they were in the bedroom--ready to play.
John carefully made his way across the grassy open area behind the cabin. At first, he moved slowly, but when the night's full moon broke from its cloud cover, bathing the backyard in luminous moon light, he picked up his pace. Breaking into a trot, John keep reminding himself he was the mad, homicidal killer Jason Voorhees, and was about to wreak his havoc upon a pair of unsuspecting coed beauties.
Trying to be as quiet as possible, he slowed his pace down as he approached the bedroom window. The window was a bit high, too high for him to peer through without a little help. He looked around and quickly spotted, just to his left a large wooden crate pushed up against the cabin. Was it put there years ago by Maria, with this exact scenario in mind?
He picked up the crate. The wood felt solid enough, making it a nice platform for him to stand upon so he could peer inside the bedroom window.
He smiled at the thought of his wife leaving the crate--just for him, just for this purpose-- as he carefully maneuvered the crate under the bedroom window. Per Maria's instructions for him on the tape, first he would be Jason the Voyeur, before he broke into the house and became Jason the Deranged Killer.
Once under the window, Jason could just make out the sound of the girls giggling. Glancing up, he observed the bedroom window was partially open. As he crawled up onto the crate, he also observed how the faded yellow window curtains were drawn shut, but had a slight part in the center of them, which, if he was lucky, should afford him a nice view inside the bedroom.
Inside the cabin, Benny took control of the situation, leading the extremely shy and innocent Peggy--this was how Maria's instructed for them to play things, one girl to be shy and innocent, the other to be bold and aggressive-- --over to the bed.
Settling down on the bed across from each other, they made small talk for a minute, allowing their secret admirer to get in place.
Jason indeed was in place and hearing every word as he peeped inside the bedroom. He very much liked the way the two girls were dressed with the beautiful brunette one dressed sexy, and the cute blonde one rather conservative. He found himself being drawn to each of them equally as his eyes flitted from one to the other.
Benny looked simply delicious, wearing nothing more than a pair of sexy thong panties, matched with a snug, short sleeved, blue and gray U of M crop top tee shirt, which reached down just far enough to cover her prodigious tits, while her sexy thong underwear allowed her super nice ass to be amply shown off.
The sweet and innocent Peggy, on the other hand, was wearing a pair of simple faded Levi's and a white blouse. He cocked his head lower to the open window, wanting to hear what kind of "girl" talk the two of them might have been engaging in and was just in time to hear his daughter tell his niece, "Hey, what size bra do you wear, like a 36C maybe?"
"Yeah, but I wear a D, not a C," Peggy replied.
Benny gave a slight nudge to her cousin as they both noticed the dark shadow looming just outside the bedroom window. Assuming it must be their "deranged attacker", both peeping and listening, they decided to tease him a bit.
Raising her voice, Benny replied happily, "Hmm, well if you ever add an inch or two and graduate to a DD cup just let me know and you could borrow some of my bras maybe. I got a whole bunch of sexy new ones my daddy bought for me. You know, sometimes he likes me to model them for him. I think he likes checking out my tits."
"Oh really, that is kind of naughty huh?" Peggy said trying not to smile as she imagined how the casual way they were talking about this subject must sound to her Uncle John.
"I kind of noticed him this afternoon, trying to check out your body Peggy. I think he liked what little you were showing off."
"So really, your daddy was checking me out huh?" Peggy remarked as if it was no big deal.
"Yeah, well, he especially likes boobs you know... I mean that is what mom always told me. You know what else she told me?"
"Unh-uh, Peggy replied as he cousin leaned closer to her.
"Mom told me my daddy has a real nice size?"
John heard this and felt himself blushing from pride knowing Benny did not hear that pertinent little fact from her mother but knew it from personal experience.
"Really?" Peggy exclaimed.
"Yeah, real nice," Benny said before both girls broke out into giggles.
"Oh you know what?" Benny said as she bounced off the bed and onto her feet. "I bought something at the mall the other day."
"What?" Peggy said.
"Here let me grab them. It's just in the closet."
John watched carefully from his hiding spot just outside the window, the parted curtain allowing him a nice view of the center part of the bedroom, including the bed.
Benny came bounding back into his line of sight carrying a pair of shoe boxes. She tossed one on the bed in front of Peggy as she sat down on the edge of the bed.
"You bought me a pair of shoes?" Peggy exclaimed.
"Yes, but I just hope I remembered your shoe size correctly. I think we wear the same huh as I recall."
"Oh yeah, we do," Peggy replied as she pried off the lid on the shoebox.
"I hope you like them. Let's try them on huh."
A minute later the two of them were sitting side by side on the edge of the bed, holding their feet out, admiring the sexy high heel shoes Benny bought for them.
Peggy's was a nice light blue pair of Rianne pumps with pretty twisted tubular straps and a half block two and half inch heels. Benny's new shoes, of course, were a bit sexier. Illuminated by tiny, crystals her three inch block heeled black sandals shimmered with dazzling beauty.
Benny stood up from the edge of the bed. "Here stand up Peggy and walk across the room. I wanna check out how they look on you."
Peggy obliged her by sashaying across the bedroom once, knowing it was not only her cousin staring at her, but also their not so secret stalker from outside the window. The thought sent chills running up and down her spine.
"They look delicious on you, Peggy. You think you can dance in them because I'm in a mood to dance."
"I don't wear heels much so I'm not really sure. I could probably dance just nothing extreme though... could we... like slow dance."
"That's what I had in mind."
"OK, I'll try," Peggy said.
John watched the two girls come together, their arms going around each other, as they started to sway to some mellow music from Benny's phone on the nightstand.
He watched them dance for about a minute in silence before they began whispering to each other. Although, he could not quite make out what they were saying to each other, watching them dance was quite a bit of eye candy in of itself.
Benny snuggled Peggy closer to her. It was time. Time to show off for their intruder. "Peggy do you remember that night years ago in my bedroom when we sort of kissed... before you got cold feet."
"Yes," Peggy replied.
"Do you ever think about that night and maybe wish you would not have been so shy?"
"Honestly, Benny, I think about it all the time and you're right I wish I wouldn't have been so shy but I was just so young then and totally inexperienced with the... you know... sexy stuff. In fact you know I'm a virgin still. I have never really been with a man."
"No way! As pretty as you are. How is that possible?"
"Well, first of all, you know how strict my parents are when it comes to me dating boys, but more importantly I sort of made a promise to someone that I would remain a virgin, a purely wholly untouched virgin that is... until this night."
They stopped dancing and then Benny let out a small gasp. "Wait," she almost squealed, "that must be it. My dad just told me this morning how you made some serious promise to my mom but he didn't know what it was. My mom only teased him a bit hinting at how he would like it one day. That must be it! You promised my mom to remain a virgin... for my daddy."
Peggy looked at her sheepishly. "Are you... I mean are you like really OK with that, Benny, because it wasn't just for your daddy you mom wanted me to remain pure for... it was for you too."
"Now that you said that I am more than OK with that Pegs," Benny eagerly answered. She was absolutely blown away Peggy would make this promise to her mother, and keep it, but then again, her mom always possessed a keenly unique ability to talk people into doing her biding.
Touching her face lightly, Benny whispered, "So anyways back to our kiss, yes we were young then but we aren't now. It's been a couple years."
"Yes it has," Peggy replied.
Benny broke away from Peggy, heading over to the nightstand.
"Where are you going?"
"Just hold on a minute. I'm going to replace the light from the lamp with some candles. I like candle light... its romantic and makes me feel sexy."
A minute later the bedroom was awash in diffused candle light as John climbed down from the crate. The candles being lit was his signal to break into the house. Benny would turn up the music just enough to cover the sound of him using the flashlight to break one of the small window panes in the back door in order to let himself in the cabin.
He wondered why Maria did not just ask Benny to leave the backdoor unlocked but, of course, that would have negated the one thing Maria was striving for in her little drama-- a total sense of realism as their dangerous and sexy drama unfolded.
After sneaking up to the back door, he used the blunt end of the flashlight to break one of the window panes on the back door allowing him just enough room to reach his hand inside and turn the knob lock. He slipped into the dark cabin, making his way noiselessly across the kitchen and toward the back bedroom.
The bedroom door was open a crack as he slowly crept down the short hallway to the door. He could hear the sound of music coming from the candle lit room. Taking a deep breath, he peered through the crack in the door.
The girls, snuggled deep in each other's arms, were still slow dancing. As they swayed softly to the romantic music, thanks to Benny purposefully steering their slow dance closer to the partially open doorway, he could now hear them whispering to one another.
"So really you think about that night we kissed all the time, Peggy?"
"I do... I just wish I would not have gotten cold feet but... well honestly..."
Peggy fell silent, playing her role perfectly as the innocent cousin, which, truth be told, was not too far off the mark to the way she really was.
"Tell me Pegs."
"I was kind of hoping I would, you know, someday, get another chance."
"Me too," Benny whispered, "The truth is when it comes to the sexy stuff I have always wanted to... you know... experiment."
"What do you mean experiment?" Peggy shyly asked.
"You know experiment... with other girls and stuff... like this."
John, fully immersing himself in his role of Jason, reminded himself he did not know these girls at all, but instead would think of them in strictly physically terms. Henceforth, one would simply be a hot brunette with big tits and a slutty personality and the other would be a cute blond with a nice ass and an innocent personality. He would refuse to use their names just to increase the sense of realism or think of either of them being related to him--just as Maria stressed he should do. In short, John was dead, replaced by the deranged Jason.
He could just hear the sound of their smacking lips coming together, over and over again as it floated across the bedroom to his ears when the cute blonde accepted the aggressive brunette's kiss willing.
Both hearing and watching them kiss, caused his sizable cock to come alive inside his tight gray jeans. It began to twitch even more as the hot brunette took the cute blonde's hand whispering, "Come on. Let's go over to the bed."
Benny sat down on the edge of the bed with Peggy standing before her. Patiently she reached out and began undoing her blouse. After letting her cousin undo her blouse, Peggy took a step back before stripping it off.
"Hmm, pretty bra. I like it," Benny said as she reached out, stroking the hot pink smooth satin push up bra Peggy was wearing with one finger.
Dropping her hands to the front of Peggy's jeans she whispered, "Can we get these off you too?"
"OK," Peggy replied nervously.
Benny, picking up on Peggy being a bit uneasy told her, "Relax Peggy. There is no need to be nervous. Close your eyes. Come on... you can do this for me... for your favorite cousin and best friend."
Peggy followed her cousin's instructions, closing her eyes as she felt her jeans come undone before Benny carefully pulled them down, and then off of her.
"Wow sexy lace hot pink panties to match your bra. Nice."
"Yeah it's about the only sexy underwear I own," Peggy whispered as she took a small step forward. Her eyes were still closed, as she waited, knowing what was coming next did little to quell her excitement. Maria made it a point, stressed it several times as a matter of fact, to the girls how John would not be holding back on them at all, and if they wanted to survive his "attack" they must use all of their sexy charms.
Jason took another shaky breath. He was close to losing control.
Deciding to maintain his role as Jason the Voyeur for just a bit longer he continued to watch the girls. He was simply curious to see what kind of show they would put on for him.
Benny sat down on the edge of the bed. Reaching out, she pulled Peggy into her embrace. "You can kiss me again if you want, Benny."
"I want," Benny breathed just before their mouths came together. Expertly swirling her tongue in the inexperienced Peggy's mouth, nearly caused her knees to buckle. Benny, pushing more chips in the pot, slipped her hands around to her cousin's back side, feeling her nice, firm ass through her little lace panties.
For both of them, knowing they had an audience only turned them on all the more.
Watching the beautiful, dark haired, brunette pawing so eagerly at the innocent young blonde's ass pushed Jason over the edge. He simply could not take it anymore. Banging the door open loudly he strode into the bedroom.
Peggy turned to face the intruder letting out a surprised squeal. She was not acting at all. Maria did not bother to tell the girls, purposefully for dramatic effect, John would be in a full Jason Voorhees costume while wielding a very real and a very dangerous machete. She had only told them John would be some kind of intruder who would try to force himself on them.
Peggy, not understanding Maria's wicked personality like her daughter did, was, understandably more caught off guard, and thus scared, than her cousin. In other words, exactly the way Maria planned things from the start.
Taking a step forward, Jason stood staring at the girls for a brief moment, wondering what exactly they would do. Benny, playing the role of protector to the hilt, jumped up from the bad quickly. Pushing her cousin behind her she whispered, "I will distract him... you make a run for it."
Jason advanced upon the girls as Peggy cowered behind her braver cousin. Raising the machete in a menacing manner, Jason took another step forward, bringing him within arm's length of the girls.
Benny bravely took a step forward, wanting to physically test their attacker's resolve as she barked at him, "What do you want! Leave us alone."
She found out rather quickly their attacker was, yeah, quite resolved, as Jason grabbed her arm and flung her aside. Benny, engaging in a bit of play acting, exaggerated the force he used in flinging her aside as she fell sideways with a small squeal onto the floor.
Now nothing stood between Jason and his prey--the innocent little blonde girl in her sexy little pink bra and panties. Using his free hand, Jason reached out for her, snatching her upper arm.
Peggy reacted violently as she twisted out of his grip before falling backwards onto the bed, landing on her butt.
Jason took two quick steps forward and once again raised the machete... as if he was going to actually use it to hack at the poor girl. Bringing the machete down quickly, he purposely missed Peggy by a wide margin as it slammed harmlessly down onto the bed to the left of her.
Benny jumped to her feet, thinking quickly, she yelled at their attacker, "Hey Mister look!"
Jason was in the process of raising the machete again for yet another attack on the cowering Peggy, when he paused. Turning to the dark haired one he stared--hard--as the girl started to slowly pull her tee shirt up.
"Here... I'll take it off for you," Benny whispered as she slowly peeled the tee shirt off before tossing it casually to the side. Underneath, she was wearing a sexy looking purple bra, which just happened to be her daddy's favorite color.



Awe struck by the dark one's beauty, and her sexy purple bra, Jason turned and started to advance toward her as she backed herself into the corner away from the door.
Motioning to Peggy, she half whispered, as she pointed at door. "Go... go... Get out of here."
When Benny saw their crazy attacker start to turn back to Peggy-- as she slowly scooted sideways and off the bed-- she cried out, "Hey mister, you like my bra. I bet you do. But I bet you will like what's underneath better. You wanna me to take it off?"
Jason, distracted once again, turned his attention back toward Benny.
Reaching behind her she started to unhook her bra as Peggy crossed the bedroom toward the door. She was almost as the door, when she got moving too fast in her high heels and stumbled, loudly, smacking against the doorframe.
Jason grunted as he turned back toward the blonde one. He was just starting after her when Benny bravely reached out, snatching his arm as she yelled, "Run, Peggy, run."
Peggy propelled herself through the doorway as Jason struggled, not very hard though as he didn't want to hurt the pretty brunette, to extract himself from her grip.
Finally, he managed to wrench himself free, before pushing her gently away and heading toward the door.
After reaching the great room, Jason experienced a brief moment of panic, not knowing if the girl escaped through the front door, or the back door, before he felt a draft of air coming from the kitchen. Heading for the kitchen, he saw the back door was still partially open.
Racing across the kitchen, he dashed outside just in time to see his prey reach the edge of a small grouping of trees. Luckily for his half naked prey, the night air was unseasonably warm.
Setting off at a hurried gallop, he gave chase knowing he would be easily able to catch up to her in a less than a minute, considering how slowly the blonde girl was now stumbling through the sparse forested area in her high heels.
The chase, text book grade B horror movie stuff with the pretty young girl wearing nothing but her bra and panties and high heels, stumbling through the woods while being chased by a deranged killer, was all going down exactly the way the clever Maria designed it.
Maria assured the girls, although it was Peggy who really was the only one who needed reassuring since Benny already knew this, the land behind the cabin for quite a ways back was their private property, and with no close neighbors to speak of their privacy was ensured.
Of course, she told them the chase scene outside would only be done weather permitting. She had a backup plan, just in case of inclement weather, but the girls were able to fast forward through that part of the tape since it was a warm night.
Peggy lurched ahead, clumsily, in her high heels, heading for a stand of trees to her left. Hearing her "attacker" coming up behind her, she decided to do things by the classic horror movie text book: she stumbled and fell, allowing her attacker to catch her.
He stood looking down at her for a long moment, allowing the tension to build as Peggy sat there, looking up at her masked attacker, helplessly.
Finally, Jason reached down snatching his helpless prey up by her arm.
"Please, mister, don't hurt me," Peggy cried as her attacker half pushed, half pulled her to a nearby large red oak tree.
Peggy glanced back, wondering if Benny was coming to save her. She could just make out the cabin, thanks to the light on in the bedroom, through the stand of trees, but there was no sign of Benny coming to her rescue. Far from intending on rescuing her cousin, Benny instead was inside the cabin's bedroom, humming softly while preparing things for Act II of the night's drama.
She was rudely shoved back up against the trunk of the large tree as once more she plead for mercy. "Please mister, you can do anything you want to me... just don't hurt me."
His only response was a low grunt as he grabbed one of the two sets of handcuffs dangling from his utility belt. Wasting no time, he cuffed the blonde girl's hands up and over her head, behind the thick trunk of the tree.
Jason took a deep breath as he stared at the helpless blonde girl, allowing his desire to build.
"Please mister..." Peggy whispered as she watched him raise the threatening machete. She then flinched when he violently threw the machete, sharp end first, down toward the ground, just to the left of the tree. The machete easily stuck in the soft ground as he reached out and kindly stroked the young blonde's pretty face.
"Please... what is your name?" Peggy whispered while the stranger used one finger to trace small circles across first one cheek, then another before he whispered, just loud enough for her to hear, "Cute girl."
"Yes, yes. I am a cute girl and the cute girl wants kisses. Do you wanna kiss me, Mister?"
Her attacker did not respond for a long moment as he continued to stroke her cheek, before he spoke, again in a deep throaty whisper just barely loud enough for her to hear. "Ja-son."
Peggy smiled inwardly at the way her uncle was so cleverly disguising his voice by using such a deep, throaty whisper.
"Good, good, my name is Peggy. Do you wanna kiss me... Jason? You can if you want but you'll have to take off your mask. I bet you are handsome."
Jason slowly pulled a black bandana out of his pocket. He shook it out, revealing a Jolly Roger with red glowing eyes imprinted in the middle. Carefully, he wrapped the bandana around Peggy's head before adjusting it just right to completely cut off her vision.
"Good, good," she whispered. "This way I can't see you. Better that way huh but you are still going to kiss me right?"
There was no answer. Peggy could hear his heavy breathing, could feel her uncle's eyes crawling all over her nearly naked body, and despite her helpless circumstances, or maybe because of them, this excited her immensely. Her singular thought at this point was how absolutely, devilishly, brilliant her Aunt Maria truly was, considering how the naughty little game they were playing was turning out.
Bending over, he picked up the machete. He brought it slowly up to the blonde's mid-section, allowing the sharp point of it to rest delicately just above the blonde's cute little belly button.
Ever so slowly, ever so lightly, as to not cut her, he scrapped the sharp edge up and across the flat plain of her perfectly toned tummy. Peggy let out a long shuddering breath as the point played delicately along her skin causing her to break out in goosebumps.
He toyed with her boobs momentarily, scrapping the flat edge of the machete along the smooth satin material of her bra, before he withdrew it. Next, she heard the soft thud of the machete being buried in the ground when he threw it down again.
Peggy held her breath waiting for what he would do next. She felt his hot breath tickling her neck, his hands around her belly and rising, causing a stirring of excitement in between her legs.
He kissed her. Hot and passionately, yet with a tenderness utterly turning her on. When he slipped his tongue into her mouth, she found herself responding by allowing her own tongue to go exploring. His mouth tasted like cinnamon gum as she punched her tongue into it, swirling it around to good effect --she assumed-- when she felt him stiffen.
His hands were pawing gently at her tits now through her pretty pink satin bra causing the previously gentle stirring between her legs to become more pronounced.
Jason's kisses slid off her lips, slipping down to her neck and throat, attacking it with such lustfulness as to cause the stirrings between her legs to explode into shameless desire.
"Take my bra off, Jason," she hissed at him.
He responded by pulling back. She could feel his eyes upon her once more as he bent over to pick up the machete. Once again, she felt the sharp point resting just above her belly button, and then it being ever so carefully dragged upwards.
When it reached the lower edge of her bra, he paused, letting the tension build. "Do it," she whispered at him harshly.
After another brief pause, he neatly sliced open her bra in the middle. The cool night air assaulted her bare boobs making her large nipples snap to attention.
She could sense him staring at her tits, could hear his breath, ragged and heavy, could feel the cold steel of the flat side of his machete toying with her boobs briefly before she heard the machete fall and hit the ground.
He cupped her tits delicately. His hands were a bit coarse but warm, and felt entirely delicious as he gently fondled her tits. Once more they kissed, rough and passionate. Pressing his lower body against her, she felt his immense hardness as he started to lose control.
Fondling her tits with a greater urgency, he propelled his tongue deep in her mouth, giving her a passionate series of kisses such as she never experienced before in her young life.
Again, she felt his kisses slipping down off of her mouth. This time they didn't stop until they reached the twin peaks of her gloriously naked tits.
Peggy let out a long moan as his tongue delicately flickered across first one, and then the other of her fully erect nipples.
"Oh God suck on them please," she moaned as the incessant teasing continued.
Obliging his captive, Jason began slurping loudly on her tits, causing her to squirm wildly against the trunk of the tree. She allowed him to feast on her virgin boobs for some time before she whispered, "Please... it's... it's my turn... to suck on something."
Jason pulled back, staring at the young blonde thoughtfully.
"Please... you want me to put it in my mouth. I will."
He reached out, using both hands on her shoulders to push her gently down to her knees. Peggy could feel the dirt staining her knees even as she heard him unzipping his dark jeans.
Peggy's heart rate nearly trebled when she felt his hardness pushing against her mouth. She had never had a cock in her mouth before, but felt she knew what to do from the way her friends described, in graphic detail, what they did to their boyfriend's when they gave them blowjobs.
Taking a deep breath, Peggy told him, "Wow you're... you're so big and hard, Jason."
Reaching down, Jason tangled one hand deep in her luscious blonde hair before pulling her face forward just as she whispered again, "This will be my first time you know."
Jason wondered if that could be true just as he let out a shuddering breath when he felt his rigid cock slide into her mouth.
Peggy slurped, if not expertly but eagerly on, her uncle's cock before pulling back. Twisting her mouth around, she attacked his manhood with a gentle series of kisses all up and down his immense, hard shaft. Upon reaching the tip of his penis again, she opened wide taking as much as she could deep in her mouth.
Peggy began to suck on it with joyous enthusiasm, egged on by the way she could hear him moaning ever louder and louder.
She slowed her pace as she felt his fingers twisting into her hair tightly, forcing more of him deeper in her mouth. She pulled back, letting it almost slip from her mouth as she twisted her tongue around the bulbous head of his cock. She heard him let out another low moan allowing her to believe she was doing a really good job.
Benny was close now. Her mind was wholly focused, just as her mother insisted it must be, in this being not her father, but some highly disturbed stranger.
Peering around the trunk of the tree she was hiding behind, she saw their attacker getting a blow job from her best friend.
Fighting the jealous feeling washing over her from seeing his cock in another woman's mouth, Benny gripped the thick piece of firewood tighter in her hand.
Creeping out from behind the tree, she cinched her robe around her body as she slowly approached the stranger getting pleasured by her friend. Resisting the urge to smile, she raised the piece of firewood over her head before plucking the "stranger" on top of the head with it.
Jason was about to squirt a huge load in the young blonde's virgin mouth when he was rudely smacked by the firewood on top of his head. Although she only hit him lightly, still it was enough to ruin his pending orgasm, while hurting just enough to get his attention. Pulling back, he turned and found himself face to face with the gorgeous brunette.
"Hey," she hissed quietly at him, "You are supposed to fall over and play dead so we can escape."
After a brief pause, Jason fell over, playing dead... just like the brunette wanted. Of course, he would do anything for her as she was the love of his life.
Leaning down, she whispered in his ear. "Now remember wait there until we disappear deeper in the woods and then head back to the cabin and hide in the bedroom closet... just as planned."
Jason only grunted in response as he closed his eyes, eager to play along with whatever the dreamy brunette girl told him.
Producing the spare key from her robe pocket, her mother told her on the tape where it was hidden in the kitchen, Benny, after tearing the bandana off of Peggy, quickly unlocked the hand cuffs securing her cousin to the tree.
"Wow... you were just in time," Peggy cried. "I think he was about to... you know... in my mouth."
"Shhh, we can talk about that later. Let's go... Here I brought you a tee shirt and a pair of shorts. Put them on," Benny told her as she thrust a gray tee shirt and a pair of navy blue U of M gym shorts in her hands.
"Hurry," Benny admonished her cousin as she got dressed. Once she had the shorts and tee shirt on Benny grabbed her hand and dragged her, purposefully, deeper into the woods.
Just before disappearing in the wrong direction though, Benny tossed the handcuffs down on the ground next to the prone Jason, along with Peggy's ruined pink bra, and the Jolly Roger bandana. "Here... a couple souvenirs from the bit of fun you just had with my innocent little cousin you asshole," she said with a giggle.
Maria's plan was simple after Benny's hit and pretend knock out of Jason/her daddy in the dramatic rescue scene. Benny was to lead Peggy away from the cabin for a short distance, allowing him time to recover from the dramatic death blow he just received. Once he recovered, which would take all of twenty seconds or so, he was to quickly make his way back to the cabin where he would hide and wait for the girls to return.
The plan went accordingly as when the girls circled back around from being lost, they passed by the spot where they had left the allegedly unconscious Jason. Both he and the machete were gone... along with the handcuffs and bra.
They both smiled at each other before hurrying back to the cabin, although Peggy's smile was a bit more worrisome. Rushing inside, they quickly made a beeline for the perceived safety of the bedroom where they closed and locked the door.
Benny hustled about the room, pulling the curtains shut before turning off the light. "I think we are safe now."
"Please I don't like the dark," Peggy whined.
"Fine, fine, I will light a couple of the candles on the nightstands."
After lighting a sole candle on each of the nightstands, Benny turned to her cousin. "Better?"
"A little, but I'm still scared."
Benny smiled sympathetically at her lil cousin, knowing her mother had chosen their roles perfectly. She was the brave, strong one, and Peggy the shy, sweet, innocent one, scared of her own shadow. If her cousin was indeed acting, Benny thought she should earn an academy award for the role she was playing.
Benny moved closer to her. "Oh Pegs, you are shaking."
"I know... just what happened out there was so real." Dropping her voice to a low whisper, she added, "I mean your daddy was real creepy."
Benny glanced at the closet, hoping her daddy had not heard what she said. Probably not, she had whispered it, but still... such talk would ruin their game. Moving her mouth to Peggy's ear she whispered, "Shhh, we can't talk about that. Remember what your Aunt Maria said to us, 'guys he is not your daddy, he is not your uncle, but a wild sex crazed maniac.' You promised you would play your role and not chicken out. Please keep playing... for me. I'm having fun."
Peggy took a deep breath. "OK, I don't wanna ruin your fun but promise me... you won't let anything happen to me, Benny. Promise."
"I promise, Peggy. Now you are still shaking. We need to do something to calm your nerves. I will be right back."
"Please don't leave me--" Peggy's voice trailed off to nothing as Benny was already out the door.
She moved over to the bed and sat down, trying to get her nerves under control.
Benny came bouncing back into the bedroom, holding a bottle of wine in one hand and a large carving knife in the other.
"What is the knife for," Peggy asked as Benny hurried over to her. "For our protection?"
"Protection from what. We are all alone, of course," Benny announced loudly before casting a sly glance toward the closet. The door previously only slightly ajar now appeared to be opened a bit wider.
"Take a couple big swigs of the wine, quickly and it will help relax you and then I will show you what the knife is for."
Peggy, with Benny prodding her along, quickly tipped the bottle to her mouth, taking a pair of hearty swigs.
"Now..." Benny smiled brightly at her cousin, hoping between the wine and her own relaxed attitude, it would help to calm her friend down. "Is that better?"
"Hmm, a bit," Peggy replied. "I feel a bit dizzy. I don't drink wine that much."
"Well you better get un-dizzy cousin because we are about to do something fun to help relax you even more and you are going to need to be on point... unless you want me to kick your ass."
"W-hat are you talking about, Benny," Peggy asked.
"Like I said, we need to do something fun to help relax you and what could be more fun than a good old fashioned girl on girl pillow fight."
"A pillow fight. Are you serious?" Peggy said.
"Absolutely. It will be fun... and physical. Trust me."
"Actually it does sound fun... especially the physical part," Peggy replied.
"But, of course, in order for it to be an authentic girly pillow fight we both need to be scantily dressed... which neither one of us are."
"It will be easier for me," Benny said with a smile as she quickly stripped off her robe revealing an ultra-sexy matching lace black bra and panties combination underneath.
"You changed out of your purple bra. I liked that. It was pretty," Peggy told her.
"Yeah, well I am in a... hmm darker mood now so I thought something sexy and black would be more fitting. What? You don't like it."
"No it looks super sexy on you Benny."
"Thanks. Now for you... your innocent but sexy pink bra would have been nice attire for the pillow fight but since a certain someone, who we won't talk about, sort of ruined it, I had to go to plan B."
Benny picked up the carving knife, moving closer to Peggy.
"What exactly is plan B?"
"First hurry go into the bathroom and strip off those shorts and tee shirt and then hand me back out the tee shirt only.
"What--"
"Go, no questions you shall see," Benny said as she steered her cousin to the bathroom.
A minute later Peggy was facing off on the bed opposite her cousin. Her plan B pillow fight attire, thanks to a bit of handy knife work by her resourceful cousin, now consisted of her pink panties and her gray tee shirt, but this time there was much less of the gray tee shirt to speak of as Benny had turned it into a homemade crop top by neatly using the knife to cut off a good portion of the lower part of the shirt.
The jagged lower edge of the homemade crop top now, just by the narrowest of margins, covered Peggy's ample tits in a most alluring manner.
Benny took one quick glance over at the closet. The door, if anything was open even a bit wider now. If her cousin noticed she was not saying anything, but then again, this was by design considering her mom's instructions to them on the tape were specific: when you get back to the safety of the bedroom and are about to embark on your epic pillow fight do it without giving any thought to your watcher in the closet.



Peggy was playing along perfectly while Benny was finding it hard not to be mindful of the watcher in the closet considering her mom's secret instructions to her.
The pillow fight was every bit a classic, featuring some hair pulling, a whole lot of girlish giggling, a bit of tickling as they rolled around the bed, and most delightfully, a whole lot of bouncing breasts.
The fight ended with the ultra-aggressive Benny on top of her meeker cousin demanding her surrender. "Surrender bitch," Benny whispered to her harshly as she used her hands to pin her weaker cousin's arms to the bed.
"Never," Peggy cried out between giggles.
"Then I will be forced to smother you to death with my mighty breasts."
"I dare you, bitch," Peggy happily retorted. "But if you are going to smother me with those big fucking tits of yours hadn't you better take your stupid bra off."
Benny tilted her head seductively at her cousin before whispering, "You really wanna me to take my bra off, Peggy?"
Peggy stifled another giggle as she nodded her head yes.
"OK, but you have to promise to be good if I take my hands away and not move."
Peggy, staring intently at Benny's heaving chest as she sat on top of her, paused for a brief moment before whispering, "I promise."
Benny pulled her hands up slowly, not fully trusting Peggy not to use her newly freed hands to fight back. When she did nothing more than continue to stare so very intently at her chest, Benny started to move her hands toward the front of her bra before she paused.
"Maybe I should let you do it... you know, since you wanna see my tits so badly."
"Will you?"
Benny stared at her cousin seriously for a brief moment before whispering, "Go ahead... it unhooks in the front."
Benny gave her cousin an impish smile before tucking her hands behind her back, while thrusting her chest out seductively.
Jason's desire, already more than a little great from watching the pillow fight, now was growing in leaps and bounds as he watched the blonde girl bring her hands up before patiently undoing her friend's bra, allowing the brunette's gorgeous set of tits to come spilling out.
He pushed the closet door open just a bit wider, leaning forward, hoping to catch what they were whispering to each other.
"Oh wow Benny, your tits are so beautiful. Can I... can I touch them, please."
"Sure if you want. Here I know you are shy so let me help you."
Benny grabbed both of Peggy's hands, guiding them up to her prodigious tits, allowing her cousin to deftly fondle them for a quick minute before pulling back.
"So are you going to surrender now that you have had your fun little girl?" Benny snapped at her.
"No, never," Peggy yapped back defiantly.
Benny aggressively grabbed Peggy's hands, pinning them over her head as she leaned down whispering, "Brat... I ought to smother you... for real."
"Go ahead... I dare you," Peggy said between giggles. She simply loved the way her pretty cousin was so easily overpowering her.
"Oh you dare me huh. Well then, close your eyes and lay your head back little girl," Benny said sharply to her. "Do it now."
The docile Peggy quickly obeyed.
Leaning further forward, Benny propelled her tits downward and into Peggy's face. Peggy's giggles were stifled in a mass of lovely tit flesh as Benny shook her breasts to and fro, bouncing them merrily across her cousin's face.
Distracted by her cousin's immense tits in her face, the still giggling and intoxicated Peggy did not notice as Benny patiently stretched her right hand up toward the upper bed post... and the waiting fur lined handcuff.
Part of Maria's secret instructions to her daughter included pulling the dual pair of fur lined handcuffs from their hiding spot in the nightstand and attaching a pair each to both of the upper bedposts. The lower bedposts were adorned with a pair of scarfs which would, of course, be used to bind poor little Peggy's ankles when the time came.
Way too late Peggy realized what was happening. Only when she felt the cuff being secured around her wrist did it actually dawn on her what was happening. Peggy reacted violently when Benny tried to secure her other wrist. Squirming mightily all over the bed, while using her remaining free hand to swat at her cousin, Peggy did her best to avoid having her other wrist handcuffed.
"Hold still," Benny yelled at her, "or I will leave you alone here in the bedroom and in the dark little girl. You are already hopeless bound by one wrist so..."
The threat did the trick, frightening Peggy into staying still and allowing her cousin to attach her other wrist to the bed post. Moving quickly, Benny tied the scarves around her cousin's ankles securing her helplessly to the bed.
Jason's cock was twitching, his heart racing, his eyes wide and staring, as he watched the beautiful brunette secure the cute little blond by all four of her limbs to the bed.
After tucking her tits back inside her bra and doing it up again, Benny pulled a sheet up over her cousin's lithe body as she snuggled up next to her.
Whispering in her ear, Benny told her cousin, "Now I want you to act really scared for this next part in your Aunt Maria's forbidden drama. Understand?"
Peggy shook her head yes indicated she understood.
Raising up on her knees, Benny turned toward the closet, announcing loudly, "The little bitch is ready for you, Jason."
Jason pushed open the closet door slowly before shuffling over to the bed. He held the menacing machete in his right hand while from his left hand dangled the black bandana. Nodding at Benny, he tossed the bandana on the bed before pointing at Peggy.
"Oh you want me to put it on her again so she can't see and will be truly helpless."
Jason nodded his head yes as Benny hurriedly wrapped the bandanna around Peggy's head, cutting off her vision. "Remember your promise to protect me," Peggy whispered to her cousin just before she pulled away.
Leaning down, Benny gave her a quick peck on the cheek as she whispered, "I remember. You will be safe. Promise. Just be good and do whatever he wants."
Benny stood up, moving closer to him, she whispered, "She is ready for you, Jason. I have her all secured to the bed as you can see. She is entirely helpless. Don't you wanna--?"
Jason wheeled on her, his left hand reaching out, quick as a whip, snagging Benny's hand. Before Benny even knew what was happening he was twisting her around. "Hey," she cried out, "I thought you... wanted her."
When his only response was a grunt as she felt a pair of handcuffs being slipped around her right wrist, Benny decided it would be better not to struggle too much and went limp, allowing him finish the job easily of securing her hands behind her back.
Hearing the struggle, Peggy cried out herself, "Hey what is happening."
"Shhh, Pegs, just relax. Jason is just doing a little something to make himself feel a bit safer. He is not planning on hurting us right, Jason. I mean you only wanna have a little fun with us. Isn't that right?"
After a long pause, Jason finally nodded his head yes before he roughly twisted her around so her back was to him. Clapping one hand around her eyes so she couldn't see, he lifted up his mask and began assaulting her neck with a series of passionate kisses causing Benny's legs to buckle.
Finally, he pulled back before lowering his hockey mask once more.
"Pretty," he whispered in her ear so quietly she could barely hear him.
"Yes, you think I am pretty. You wanna kiss me some more but it's awkward if you gotta keep one hand around my eyes so I can't see. There is another dark scarve in the nightstand drawer on the left side of the bed. It's the same as the one I used to tie Peggy's ankles to the bed. You could use it to blindfold me... if you want then you would have both hands free to... you know... do whatever you want to me."
She watched Jason cross the room and fairly rip open the nightstand drawer. A few seconds later, just like her cousin, she too was blind.
"Now that you have both hands free Jason, why don't you take me over to the bed? You can sit on the edge of it and I will snuggle up real close and you can use both hands to play with my boobies."
Jason's only reply was another low grunt as he took her hand. Sitting down on the edge of the bed, Jason pulled Benny close to him.
Despite having the blindfold on, Benny closed her eyes while thrusting out her chest, hoping her daddy liked her new lace black bra. She was quite sure he would as she could literally feel his gaze crawling all over her chest.
She felt his hands grip her down around the waist before they started to ever so slowly slide north to her beckoning tits.
His extreme patience with her only served to turn her on all the more as she squirmed in anticipation. Finally, she felt his hands begin to gently fondle her boobs. She thought he might have murmured something that sounded like the word "nice" but wasn't wholly sure.
Going with it anyways, Benny spoke up. "I bet you would find them even nicer if my bra wasn't in the way, Jason. It unhooks in the front if you wanna take it off me."
A mere second later she felt her bra coming undone but not via his fingers. Instead, he brought his machete up and used it to neatly slice open her bra.
"Hmm, yeah, I suppose that works too," Benny said as she felt her life-sized boobs fall out of the ruined bra.
Benny felt herself relaxing when she heard him set the machete down on the nightstand next to the carving knife with an audible clunk.
She relaxed even more when he brought his hands up and begin to ever so tenderly, just the way she loved, fondle her boobies.
"Oh God, that feels nice," she whispered.
"What feels nice? I think you guys forgot about me," Peggy whined.
"Hey, stop your whining bitch and wait your turn."
"But I thought I was going to be first. I mean that is why I am all... like... shackled to the bed. Right?"
Benny leaned forward, whispering to Jason. He had stopped, much against her desires, fondling her breasts when Peggy started to complain. "There is another scarve in the drawer you know. You could use it to stop her complaining."
Benny smiled as she sensed Jason pulling away and then smiled even more when she heard the nightstand drawer sliding open.
"Hey, aren't you going to answer me, Benny. I thought I was going to be fir--"
Her whiny complaint was cut off when Jason stuffed the scarf in her mouth before taking a quick minute to adjust it a bit more comfortably for her.
Leaning down, Jason whispered in her ear, just loud enough for Benny to hear, "Pretty... Peggy... next."
"Yeah, pretty Peggy, you heard him. You're next. Now shut up and don't ruin things for me." Properly cowed, Peggy decided it would probably be best not to waste her energy mumbling into the scarf now secured tightly around her mouth.
Jason, finished for Peggy for the moment, turned his attention back to Benny.
She could feel him, standing there in front of her, could imagine the way he was staring at her tits.
"Do you like them Jason?" she asked quietly. "You gonna fondle them some more... maybe suck on them."
"Bea-uti-ful," he whispered before raising his mask. Using one finger he gently turned her face up to him. Benny felt his lips brush hers as his hands, once again, began to tenderly fondle her now bare boobs.
After several gentle, tender kisses, he suddenly punched his tongue deep in her mouth as his gentle caressing of her boobs turned more serious.
She could hear his breathing become ragged as he aggressively kneaded her boobs just as his tongue swirled around inside her mouth.
Benny, caught off guard by the sudden change of seasons, found herself pulling back from him. He reacted by snaking his arms around her back as his hands found her nice firm ass. She was yanked forward, flush against him, when his hands clawed enthusiastically at her butt.
"Oh God," Benny whispered to herself when she felt how big and hard he was when he pressed her body fully against his for a brief moment, just before sinking down to sit on the edge of the bed.
The violent summer storm seemed to pass when he stopped pawing at her ass and instead started to caress it ever so sweetly. She felt his hot breath on her bare tummy before feeling his lips showering it with dozens of tender kisses. The seductive kisses patiently were working their way north towards her prodigious breasts. Again, she felt his warm breath, this time on one of her fully erect nipples. She arched her back, inviting him to feast on her tits and was rewarded when his tongue slipped out, licking at her distended nipple.
Benny let out a quiet moan as she felt her boobs being kindly assaulted-all over-- with a plethora of tender licks and soothing kisses.
Then, as before, the tenderness abruptly ended as he began to suck, almost savagely on her tits with his hungry mouth flying from one breast to the other. His animalistic passion, literally rocked Benny back on her heels as his hands were once again clawing madly at her ass.
The storm lasted a good minute or two before Benny felt herself being shoved rudely down onto her knees.
She took a deep breath, pretty sure of what was expected of her next. Honestly, she could hardly wait.
His hardness was jabbing at her closed mouth as his hand found the tight bun of her hair in the back. Using it as a handle of sorts, Jason slowly pushed her head forward, allowing his cock to slip inside the warm recesses of her open mouth.
She sucked on it eagerly for a few seconds, before drawing back. Looking up at him, she quietly whispered, "God you are so big and hard mister."
He half grunted before mumbling, "Again."
Wanting to please him, Benny lashed her tongue out, licking at the bulbous head of his cock. She knew her tongue found the mark when he let out a loud moan as his whole body began to shudder.
Opening her wide, Benny took him into her mouth completely. She found it to be wholly exhilarating sucking the "deranged stranger's" cock with her hands tightly cuffed behind her back. Working fast, wanting to make him come, she sucked on his cock with a passionate enthusiasm that soon had him moaning louder than ever.
Then, in the best porn video fashion, Jason pulled his cock out mere moments before he was ready to burst. Using one hand to stroke his cock, and the other to tilt her face upward toward his pulsating hardness, Jason came hard.
Benny had to stifle a girlish giggle as she felt the hot cum squirt out in two separate jets. The first landed squarely on her right cheek, while the second squirted out, landing on her lips and chin.
She felt herself being yanked roughly to her feet and then turned around. He released her from the handcuffs before turning her around to face him.
He yanked his mask back into place before tearing the scarf from around her eyes.
Benny blinked her eyes. He was staring at her.
Benny touched her face, feeling his warm cum before she whispered, "Can I go clean myself up... please, Jason." There was something slightly unsettling about the way he was being so rough with her, but Benny simply chalked it up to him following her mother's instructions to fully immerse himself in the role of Jason and gave it no further thought.
Instead of answering, he merely grunted and pushed her onto the bed while pointing at Peggy.
"Hmm, you want her to clean me off. Good idea."
After removing the scarf from her cousin's mouth, Benny used her hand to guide their lips together, "Kiss me on the lips, Pegs. I got a special treat for you but please no protesting or the scarf goes back in."
This time the stubborn Peggy decided to stay silent.
Peggy gave her cousin a nice kiss, on the lips as directed, and was rewarded with the slightly meaty taste, similar to uncooked mushrooms maybe, of the cum still coating Benny's lips.
Caught off guard, Peggy at first tried to pull back. "No, no sweetie, you gotta clean up his mess. He came all over my face... hmm if only you could have seen it. He is watching and wants to see you eagerly clean his cum off me."
Steeling herself to the taste once more, Peggy went to work cleaning up her cousin. Her tongue slid out licking at Benny's lips, before Benny pulled back. Turning and giving Jason, he was standing there just staring, an impish grin she used one finger to clean the gooey cum stuck to the side of her face off before sucking her finger clean.
Peggy felt him settle down on the edge of the bed next them. Reaching out, he pushed Benny's face toward Peggy's.
"You want us to kiss some more?"
He nodded his head yes slowly.
Benny leaned closer to her cousin. Stroking her face softly with one finger she lowered her face down. Their lips came together as their tongues flickered out, tasting each other and liking what they found. Benny was in no hurry as her tongue patiently explored the inner depths of her cousin's mouth. Her daddy would need time to recover after blowing such a big load on her face considering he was no longer a young man.
After several breathless moments that left Peggy almost panting, Benny broke off their kiss before raising up on her knees. Patiently she reached down, hooking a pair of fingers under the lower edge of her cousin's homemade crop top, Benny looked to Jason for approval. "You wanna me to lift it up so you can see those nice tits of hers again."
He eagerly nodded his head yes.
Benny slowly peeled Peggy's tee shirt back revealing her bare breasts to the both of them. Her tits, only small maybe when compared to Benny's full sized ones, seemed to almost glow with unearthly beauty from the faint candle light cast over the bed.
Peggy's heart was thundering in her chest when she felt her little crop top being lifted up to expose her bare naked tits. She could sense the both of them staring at them for several long anxious moments allowing the tension to grow.
Her nipples, assaulted now by the cool night air of the bedroom, were already fully erect.
"Nice huh," Benny whispered to Jason with an impish smile. "You wanna see me play with them a bit."
Again, without hesitation, Jason eagerly nodded his head yes.
"Here you wanna play with them too Jason," Benny whispered as she reached out boldly grabbing his hands. Guiding them to Peggy's tits, Benny gave him a sly smile as both of their hands converged on her breasts.
Peggy let out a sigh as felt his rough hands being so gentle while Benny's softer hands were kneading her tits more aggressively. The contrast was delightful and unexpected to the bound and blindfolded Peggy.
"Would you like to see her maybe suck on my tits, Jason honey?" Benny asked while maneuvering herself around into the proper position as if she knew the answer already.
As expected, he eagerly nodded his head yes as he leaned back to enjoy the show.
Already in position, Benny leaned her chest down a bit allowing her big tits to fall into Peggy's face.
Shaking her chest a bit, Benny bounced her tits up and down teasingly against her cousin's face. Peggy, remembering her instructions from her Aunt Maria on the tape to not give in so easily since she was such a shy, sweet little virgin, resisted her cousin's efforts to get her to suck on her tits by whipping her head back and forth, successfully resisting all efforts from Benny to get her to suck on her tits.
"Hold still bitch," Benny hissed at her.
Jason let out a small grunt as he sat there on his knees, just to the left of them watching... and getting frustrated at the blonde girl's insolence. Reaching down with one hand, he slid it under Peggy's head while twisting his hand in her hair.
Jason held the blonde's girl head tight, allowing Benny to shove her tits fully in her cousin's face as she whispered, "Go on Pegs suck on them. You put up the good fight and lost."



Peggy hesitated still, wanting to hold out to the very end... if only to see what they would do.
Jason reached over, grabbing the knife this time off the nightstand. He slowly lowered it to her throat as he whispered one word, "Suck."
Peggy's closed her eyes and opened her mouth as she felt the sharp carving knife tickling her throat. Of course, her uncle would never hurt her, but still the sense of danger she felt was palpable.
Benny let out a sharp hiss as she felt Peggy's warm mouth engulf her taunt nipple. Then she let out an even more pronounced sigh when her cousin's tongue twisted and turned its way all over her fully erect and highly sensitive nipple.
After allowing her cousin a few glorious minutes to suckle on each of her tits, one after the other, while Jason held her head in place, Benny pulled back.
She leaned over to Jason whispering something in his ear that Peggy couldn't quite make out. After a brief pause, Jason gave his assent with an enthusiastic nod of his head.
Peggy felt her crop top being pulled back down making her wonder: was the fun and games over with? The thought left her feeling more than a little disappointed.
Any disappointment about things being over was quickly replaced with another heavy dose of sexual tension, mixed with an acute sense of danger, when she felt the cold steel of the knife being slowly scrapped across her belly traveling north until it finally stopped just below the lower edge of her top.
As Benny held the crop top in place, Jason quickly brought the knife up. The sharp knife easily sawed through the thin material of the top making quick work of it.
Benny pulled the now utterly ruined top out from under her cousin before tossing it on the floor. "Now let's do the same to those panties," she whispered to Jason in his ear.
Jason trailed the sharp point of the knife down across Peggy's tummy just light enough to cause her to break out in goose bumps. Upon reaching down past her belly button the knife suddenly veered off to the left. Working as a team, Benny pulled the material of her cousin's panties away from her body allowing Jason to neatly slice it. Just like the top, the ruined panties were tossed casually to the side, leaving Peggy totally naked.
They both stared at Peggy's naked body as she squirmed shyly against her restraints. Making her voice purposefully small and shy, knowing it would turn both of them on, Peggy whispered, "Please... I am a virgin. Be gentle with me."
Biannca leaned down close to her whispering, "Oh we are going to be gentle with you sweetie, so gentle you will be begging for more and more. Trust me."
Turning to Jason, Biannca whispered, "Would you mind very much Jason if I got my toys out to play with little Ms. Peggie here."
Jason eagerly shook his head yes as Biannca hopped up from the bed.
"What kind of toys you got, Benny?" Peggy asked excitedly.
"Just a little something to get you nice and warmed up Pegs... before you lose that fucking virginity of yours to Jason here."
Peggy let out a nervous shuddering breath, as did Jason, when he saw the hot brunette produce a vibrating wand with a pink head, from the bottom drawer of the nightstand, along with a black vibrating butt plug, featuring a big widespread base studded through with a sizable glittery gemstone which acted as a control button for its ten speeds of vibration. Reaching into the nightstand again, she pulled out a flesh colored eight inch dildo, followed by a bottle of lube.
After Benny lined all her toys up near the head of the bed within handy reach, the fun and games were set to begin.
What happened next was not exactly a blur for the virginal Peggy as Benny keep things moving at a wonderfully slow and measure paced for the sole purpose of giving Jason time to recover --so he could fuck her innocent little cousin senseless when the time came.
Biannca, fully taking charge, directed Jason to stretch out next to Peggy on her left side while she flanked her cousin on the right side.
"Here play with her tits Jason while I work on making the little bitch squirm with my magic wand."
Biannca, before bringing her wand into play, first lowered her mouth to her cousin's where they-- once again-- engaged in a series of hot kisses as she slowly dragged the wand down across Peggy's bare tummy.
Using the wand--expertly--Benny assaulted her cousin's pussy with its vibrating magic before bumping the speed up a notch or two and attacking her clit with the wand's pulsating head.
Combined with the way Jason was tenderly tweaking her nipples, the wand soon had poor Peggy squirming mightily against her restraints.
Pulling back to watch the action and liking the way Peggy was whimpering as the toy worked its magic on her clit, Benny mouthed to Jason, "Watch this."
With a wicked smile, Benny slowly poured a generous amount of lube on the butt plug end before ever so slowly pushing it up and inside of her cousin--just as she turned the speed up on the pulsating wand up from low to high.
The effect on Peggy was instantaneous. She started whimpering louder than ever as she squirmed about the bed, thrashing around as if she had been hotwired.
Like a master chef bringing her masterpiece dish to life slowly, Peggy switched speeds on both the wand and the butt plug in such a manner as to bring her cousin the utmost teasing pleasure.
By now, Jason was stretched out next to her, doing nothing more than watching the action as his cock grew from soft to firm.
After pulling the wand back and tossing it aside, in a voice trembling with excitement, Benny whispered to Jason, "Hey I have an idea... why don't we fill all three of the virgin's bitch holes at once."
Jason, of course, only nodded yes eagerly as he waited for further instructions from the wicked brunette.
Benny first directed Jason to raise up on his knees before directing him to turn and face Peggy so his semi erection was dangling mere inches from Peggy's mouth.
"Stick it in her mouth when I tell you to, Jason," Benny ordered as she picked up the bottle of lube and the large dildo.
Peggy wriggled with nervous anticipation when she heard how, once more, her uncle's large cock would be invading her mouth.
Bringing the dildo down, Benny carefully pushed it up and inside of Peggy's tight little virgin cunt as she turned up the speed on the butt plug a couple of notches.
Nodding at Jason, Benny whispered, "Put it in... fill that third hole."
Jason tenderly turned Peggy's face toward his semi erection before pushing it up and inside of her mouth.
In a mere matter of seconds, Peggy was sucking on his cock eagerly while Benny was enthusiastically working the dildo in and out of her cousin's twat at a faster pace--just as she turned the vibrating butt plug up all the way.
Watching the way the beautiful brunette was expertly working both toys in and out, and all around, the blonde's pussy combined with the way she was slurping on his cock had Jason quickly going from semi- erect to fully fucking hard.
He pulled his cock out of her mouth, allowing her a chance to both catch her breath and let out a loud whimpering cry of, "Oh God... what... what are you guys doing to me."
"We are going to make you cum sweetheart... that is what we are going to do to you."
"I... I already came like... three times I think, Benny," Peggy whispered before her mouth was filled with cock once more.
Benny allowed the three way action to go on for another couple minutes until she felt Peggy was wholly ready to have her virginity taken from her by the masked intruder.
After pulling her toys out of Peggy's tight little cunt and anal cavity, she tapped Jason on the shoulder.
"The little bitch is ready to be de-flowered."
Moving slowly, Jason carefully mounted the cute blond missionary style as the gorgeous brunette snuggled up next to her. Just as the two girls begin to kiss, he pushed his sizable cock very slowly, and very carefully, up and into the blonde's maiden cunt.
Peggy let out a pronounced gasp as she felt her pussy being invaded by a man's hardness for the first time. "Oh God... it feels so... good."
Jason went nice and gentle with the blonde making sure not to push up inside of her tight hole too hard. After a good minute or so of his tenderness the brunette--still seemingly fully in charge--put a halt to things.
Raising up on her knees she whispered, "She is broke in now... I think it's time to change things up."
Working quickly, she released her friend from the handcuffs before directing her to turn around and get on her hands and knees. "He is going to fuck you doggy style, Pegs," Biannca told her cousin as she helped maneuver her into the proper position.
Gripping the head board with both hands, Peggy thrust her shapely ass out toward the masked intruder. Reaching out, Biannca guided Jason's hardness into her cousin's wet opening.
Jason went slow and gentle--at first--giving the blonde time, once again, to adjust to his size. Benny rose up onto her knees, maneuvering herself around so Peggy's face would be smothered in between her majestic tits.
Growing more excited by the minute, Jason started pushing his cock harder inside of the blonde's tight little hole, making her moan louder.
"That's it honey... fuck her harder. She can take it."
Jason looked down at the blonde and when she nodded her ascent he let go.
Gripping her tightly around the hips, he started slamming his cock into her at a hard measured pace, delighting on how it made her sizable tits. Even more exciting might have been the way the brunette was cradling her friend's head against her chest while cooing to her softly, "Oh he is fucking you so good huh sweetie."
Peggy only answer was a series of increasingly louder moans as she felt his hardness being slammed repeatedly into her.
Benny stroked her hair as she whispered, "Keeping moaning louder baby... men like that. It's going to make him cum and this might help you too."
Reaching over, Benny grabbed the wand. Bringing it up and under her cousin, she pushed the pulsating head against Peggy's clit making her squirm just as the fucking she was receiving from the intruder was reaching its climax.
"Oh God..." Peggy managed to moan once before being swept away by a tremendous orgasm. Mere seconds later Jason, with a loud grunt, shot a load of cum deep inside of the pretty blonde's cunt.
All three of them then collapsed onto the bed in a heap. Jason, tired of the stupid mask, ripped it off and flung it into a far corner of the bedroom.
Benny smiled. "Look Pegs, our intruder... now unmasked... looks somewhat familiar huh?"
Reaching up, she stroked the side of her smiling uncle's face. "He does... and... and that was everything Aunt Marie promised me it would be... and then some."
Benny smiled at her best friend as they slipped under the sheets, snuggling like three fat contented cats before slipping off to sleep.
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Hello kiddies this is your Closet Keeper with a naughty tale from, you guessed it, the closet. This naughty little yarn is called:
Love, Death & Happy Endings
Matthew was in the closet when it happened. He experienced chest pains before while jerking off, but at the age of eighteen he thought nothing of it. Now the pain in his chest was intense. He dropped his erection, staggering silently toward the back of the closet. He could have called out for help, his mom was right outside in the bedroom, but was simply too embarrassed.
He knew cardiac arrest in someone as young as him was very rare but not impossible. In this case the "not impossible" happened. Sinking back against the wall, his last conscious thought was how he never got to see "them", leaving him to die a very unhappy death.
15 minutes earlier . . .
Matthew walked casually into his parent's bedroom around three in the afternoon. His mom, Paula, was at work, and not due home for several hours while his dad, no worries there, he moved out roughly a week and half ago thanks to the trial separation his parents were trying on for size.
Horny and a little bored, Matthew decided to revisit his dad's porn collection. Thanks to a bit of prior sleuthing, Matthew knew his father kept his skin magazines buried deep on what was his former side of the closet in his mom and dad's bedroom.
Matthew entered his parent's room before ducking quickly inside the closet. Worried maybe his father took the skin magazines with him when he moved, he let out a small sigh of relief when he found the small stash, maybe a dozen or so magazines in all, of old Playboys and Penthouses.
After a quick search, he found a suitable partner in one of the Penthouses. She was a nice looking brunette, both buxom and mature, which just happened to be qualities Matthew found most irresistible in women.
Although he might have been loath to admit such a thing he tended to be attracted to women reminding him of his mother.
Paula was the epitome of mature motherly beauty with locks of chestnut-brown hair swooping down past her shoulders in a perfect wave of teased curls curtaining her lovely face.
Her lips were pouty and inviting, her complexion nearly flawless with a beauty which brought more than her fair share of long looks from the male of the species.
At 5' 8" and 131 pounds she possessed a body demanding even longer looks. The highlights of her heavenly body were a pair of long, muscular legs, along with a well sculptured ass. Her nearly flat washboard stomach contained only hints of fat on it thanks to a strict adherence to diet and exercise.
Paula's outer beauty was matched by an inner beauty reflecting itself in her warm and bubbly personality with a dazzling smile which would light up any room when she was happy.
In short, Paula had the personality of an angel, but the body of a devil, accented by her 36D inch bust.
It was this devilishly body of the Penthouse centerfold, so similar in many aspects to his mom's except her breasts were much larger than his mom's, which now had his cock at full mast while he stroked his way to jerk off heaven. And then disaster!
Just when he was maybe a good three or four strokes away from exploding, he heard someone enter the bedroom.
Dropping the Penthouse on the closet floor, he hurriedly stuffed his cock back inside his jeans--when he heard his mother start to hum.
Moving soundlessly to the front of the closet, he peeked out. His mother was sitting on the bed looking at her phone. She tended bar at one of the local watering holes and was dressed casually in a pair of snug jeans and tight purple top showing off all of her delicious curves in a most enticing manner.
"Christ," he muttered to himself, "of all days to knock off work early, you had to pick today."
He stared at her, it was almost thrilling watching her like this secretly while hoping and praying she would head into the master bedroom's attached bathroom to go potty, or change, or whatever, giving him a chance to sneak out of the bedroom undetected. One thing was for sure, he didn't want to have to explain what he was doing in her closet.
She sighed before tossing her phone aside and then--his heart started to race--she was tugging on the edge of her tight purple top, pulling it up.
"Holy shit," he whispered to himself. "She is getting undressed." He tried to look away but simply lacked the willpower, especially after being on the verge of a mighty orgasm just a minute or two ago.
Matthew's mouth went dry as his mother pulled the top up, revealing a sexy light pink lace bra underneath causing Matthew's heart to accelerate into the red zone.
The acceleration continued when he watched her start to undo her jeans after tossing the top causally aside.
Then yet another disaster. Matthew carelessly shifted his weight. The sound was just loud enough to give him away in the quiet afternoon stillness of the house or maybe it was just Paula's uncanny sixth sense of knowing when she was being looked at which sealed his fate.
She knew someone was in the closet. Was it her son? She had not seen him anywhere downstairs when she first entered the house, nor did he greet her, like he normally would have, when she got home from work, leading her to believe he was probably in his room taking an afternoon nap.
Paula suppressed a smile. Just the other day, shortly after her husband moved out of the house, Paula discovered his small stash of skin magazines. She thought of tossing them, but not wanting to be petty, she kept them, figuring she would wait to see how things turned out between them.
It was a day or two later when she noticed, she keep her closet ultra-neat while possessing an uncanny ability of knowing when something was disturbed in the slightest, the small stack of her husband's porn magazines sitting on the upper shelf on his side of the closet had been slightly moved.
After a moment of quiet reflection, it came to her--Matthew. Yes, he went snooping in her closet-- most likely when she was working one of her ten to six day shifts at the bar-- and discovered his father's porn collection.
And now he was in her closet, again, peeping at her as she undressed. She knew this as her highly attuned "Mom Rader" was virtually screaming it at her. Her first inclination, as she paused while undoing her jeans, was to make a scene but then again . . . why embarrass the poor boy. He was only doing what came natural to any eighteen year old red blooded American male.
Besides, she reasoned, it might be kind of fun to tease him a bit, especially since she knew he was quite naïve sexually thanks to an overabundance of shyness around girls.
Helping her decision to tease him a bit were the two cocktails she enjoyed at the bar during an impromptu birthday party for the manager that afternoon.
Feeling his eyes glued to her, Paula stood up and turned around, making a show of wriggling out of her tight jeans for his viewing pleasure.
Once she had the jeans off, she turned towards the closet. Giving her "not so secret" watcher a coy look, she reached around and started to undo her bra. She fully intended on just undoing it before striding off to the bathroom, but fate intervened in the form of her having a very naughty thought.
Hmm, maybe I should do a bit more than simply undoing my bra for him. Maybe I should start to slip it down and off my shoulders and then just before it would slip free exposing my breasts to him I'll turn around and then head off to the safety of the bathroom.
He watched as his mom undid her bra and then slowly, ever so slowly, she hooked a pair of fingers under the twin bra straps. Showing the patience of a saint, she then started to slide the straps off her shoulders.
Matthew yanked his cock free and was stroking it furiously while watching his mother carefully pull the straps across her shoulders and then down.
Just a few bare seconds before what he supposed would have been an absolutely gorgeous set of tits being revealed to his wide, staring eyes, the heart attack came. The intense shooting pain staggered him backwards before causing him to crumple to his knees.
He could have called for help, maybe, but his cock was out and he was watching her get undressed. Not a desirable option. His last conscious thought was one of bitter disappointment at not getting a chance to see his mom's bare breasts.
As he fell to the closet floor he still expected the pain would pass and everything would be OK, but the pain didn't pass and nothing was OK.
Paula turned, starting to walk away, an impish smile on her face when she heard a loud thump. It came from the closet and she knew, just knew, something was wrong. She hurriedly did up her bra as she fairly dashed across the bedroom.
She found him prone on the floor, passed out, with his jeans undone and the still open Penthouse magazine at his side on the floor. Dashing out of the closet, she called 9-1-1, but it was too late. He passed in route to the hospital.
Matthew was an only child and without him around anymore, Paula's trial separation quickly evolved into a divorce where she was granted her only real wish: the house.
The strange happenings started occurring within a few weeks of Matthew's death. At first, Paula tried to write it off as nerves, but as the weird occurrences continued past the first two months, and into a third month, Paula began to suspect maybe she was not alone.
The sort of things she was experiencing such as footsteps tromping around upstairs, knocks and other various noises coming from her closet, sounds of things being dropped, cabinets and cupboards opening and closing by themselves, did not actually feel threatening to her, but in reality were welcome. She missed her Matthew desperately and wanted to believe he was still there trying to interact with her.
After doing a bit of research, Paula came to believe she was the recipient of an "intelligent style haunting".
According to the book the spirit in these type of haunting can appear in human form, just as they were right before their death, and were responsive to the environment and any changes within. The book went on to say, much to Paula's excitement, the entities involved in an intelligent haunting were usually attached to a particular residence or building, or at times, even a certain person, although they are free to move around. They may have once lived in the residence and were now tied to the place because it's where they met with an unfortunate or traumatic death, such as a suicide, murder or accident.
Armed with what she learned so far, Paula decided to take the short trip to Wilksbury, where a certain old witch of some reputation throughout the tri county area was known to be the proprietor of a bookstore.
After walking into the dusty old bookstore and enjoying a pleasant conversation with a pretty young clerk, the proprietor's great, great granddaughter as it turned out, she was able to arrange a luncheon with Olga, the old witch herself, later on in the afternoon at a small café across the street.
Watching the old woman, she didn't look a day under ninety-nine, shuffle into the café, hunched over and leaning heavily on a cane, gave Paula hope.
Dressed in all black, with her snow white hair pulled back in a tight bun over a positively ancient and weathered face, complete with crooked nose and a cackle for a laugh which Paula found slightly amusing, Olga certainly looked the part of your textbook witch.
By the end of their meeting Paula was convinced the old woman was not just playing the role of a witch, but was a woman with great powers and a keen understanding of all things supernatural.
Over cups of tea, Olga reached, grasping Paula's hands, inviting her to tell her story. "Leave nothings out my dear, tell all to the Madame as she needs full, complete confession to all tings. Be brief but precise in details you tell Olga."
Paula cleared her throat. "Let's see, I came home from work, I was a bit tipsy, and went straight to my bedroom. I did not see my son--"
"Matthew that would be, hmm?"
"Yes, but wait, how do you know his name? I didn't tell you," a startled Paula responded.
"I glean much from yous when I grasped your hands my dear, including much guilt. Do tell all now."
By her sharp look, Paula understood she was not to question things further.
Sighing, she continued her story. "I was getting undressed when I suspected he was in my closet watching me. I think he was there looking for his dad's . . . ahh . . . porn magazines."
"As any eighteen year old boy worth a salt would be doing eh?" Olga said before cackling softly.
"Yes, I suppose," Paula replied, amazed Olga even knew her son's age. "So as I was getting undressed I had a feeling . . . A mother's intuition I guess . . ." Her voice trailed off as she paused once more. The confession she was about to make would be the first time she spoke aloud about the situation.
"Let me helps, Paula. I help story out for you when things get tough by asking pointed questions. You simply answer, truthfully, minds you, with a simple yes or no while remembering . . ." She raised her hand, waving a crooked finger in the air, "Olga always knows the stench of lies."
Paula nodded her head OK to the witch's proposal.
"Your mother's intuition told you he be watching?"
"Yes."
"Did you calls him out on it?"
"No . . . I wanted to teach him a lesson I guess about peeping so I continued to get undressed."
"Maybe wanted more than lesson Paula. Maybe you wanna tease the boy?"
Paula felt her face flushing red from the witch's wholly truthful accusation.
"Yes, I suppose. I had a couple drinks that afternoon. We had a birthday celebration at work. I work at a bar and when I came home I was feeling . . . hmm, frisky I guess."
"Tell more. Tell how it made you feel knowing he was watching."
"Confident . . . turned on. I'm not so young anymore. His father, God it is such a cliché, was having an affair at work with his young secretary."
"OK you be doing good but let Olga finish up for you. Easier that way I thinks. Tell me if I get it rights or not."
Before Paula could respond one way or the other, Olga was telling the rest of the story to an amazed Paula with uncanny accuracy.
"Boy watched mother, pretty mother, get undressed, likes her shape, naughty magazines had 'im already excited . . . maybe even quite hard."
The old lady paused to take a sip of her tea before continuing. "I sense your guilt, you spoke of mother's intuition. You knew, as you undressed for 'im he be watching. Thought of it excited you somes."
The old lady, the old witch that is, paused again, staring at Paula.
Paula, sensing she wanted confirmation, whispered, "I did."
"Ahh there be the guilt then. The rest be tragic. Boy got overexcited inside of closet and passed. Heart attack maybe. Guessing yous found out later his heart . . . no good."
"Yes the doctor's told me. Hypertrophic cardiomyopathy I think is what they called it along with some other medical jargon. I barely heard them truthfully."
"So now we up to the present, where your Matthew being trying to contact you . . . or so you hopes."
"Yes. Can you help? I wanna . . . I don't know . . . apologize maybe. I need closure I guess."
"You free tonight. Olga come by just before dusk. Do séance. Talk to boy, see what he wants, what he needs, why he no move on."
Paula, leaping at the opportunity for contact with her son, scribbled her address down for Olga before leaving both excited and scared all at once about what might come of the séance.
The séance, held in her living room as they sat on the floor across from each other, holding hands, surrounded by dozens of flickering candles, was short and informative.
Although all Paula could see was a slight shimmering in the air next to the old lady, apparently Matthew came to Olga, where they shared a short, whispered conversation held too low for Paula to hear what they were saying.
When the séance was over they moved to the kitchen to discuss what Olga learned from her son.
"He be restless to see his mommy looking her best again. Much complaints he has about you letting yourself go after his death. No makeup you wear, lots of added weight, eating to allay your grief my dear. Quite common."
"Yes, I have been I suppose," Paula mumbled.
"One ting to remember. The dead is drawn to the beauty of the living my dear, so if you want to encourage more contact . . . hmm, you must work to get looking better and quickly as I sense his time on dis plane be growing short."
"By this plane what do you mean? So after death you--"
Olga interrupted with a wave of her hand. "No time for questions dear. Death be complicated much like life be. There be levels, or planes of existence past death. Too much to explain for this tired old woman . . . just trust Olga. His time be short here. So if you truly want your closure and give him peace we must act quickly."
"OK well, I can start wearing makeup again and start to diet and exercise more if you think it will help."
"Yes, please do, but diet and exercise take time your boy doesn't have. I have solution for dat but before I offer must see a few tings. Must see what the boy likes maybe. Please can you show Olga the closet where he passed?"
Paula took Olga upstairs to her bedroom, and after entering the closet together, pointed to the floor where she found him prone and dying.
"Was the magazine he looking at be out?" the witch inquired.
"Yes, I recall, it was laying on the floor next to him."
"Was magazine open to nice picture?"
Paula nodded her head yes.
"And you looked at picture? It's important . . . goes to what the boy likes."
"Yes I remember glancing at it. I threw it out but . . . I remember."
"Jealous? The truth Paula?"
"Honestly, I was."
"The woman in picture, if I was to guess, be mature, dark brunette hair like mommy, nice tan, shapely body . . . hmm maybe large, quite large even, breasts . . . bigger than yours."
"Yes, hers were a bit bigger, maybe quite a bit bigger, I don't know for sure. Like I said, I just glanced at the picture."
They headed out of the closet still talking.
"Hmm, I see . . . Husband had many magazines to choose from, many pictures for boy to choose but he takes that one . . . tells me what he like."
After they got settled back downstairs at the kitchen table, Olga pulled a pair of small vials out of a small burlap bag slung over her shoulder. One was blue and one was red.
"This help. Apply at night. The potion in the blue bottle apply to anywheres you put on extra weight last few months, thighs, stomach, butt . . . and da potion in the red bottle apply to your breasts."
"What will it do?" Paula asked.
"Make them bigger and firmer, like you so young again. Bigger even than the woman in girlie magazine so Mother needs not to be so jealous. And . . ." Instead of speaking, the witch held her crooked finger up for a long second.
"And what?" Paula asked finally.
"And son be drawn to mother's beauty like moth to flame. Remember what I say to be true. The dead are always drawn to the beauty of the living . . . especially if that beauty comes from a soft, loving mommy."
Paula looked at the bottles doubtfully. "This will really work."
"Hmm, Olga's magic potions powerful my dear. Aye they will work. We hold séance three days hence. Apply tonight, you see results in a day."
Paula followed the witch's instructions and found her magic to be all powerful. The extra twenty two pounds she added going back the last few months melted away -- like magic. Her measurements after taking the blue potion now were a mouthwatering 37-24-35 and her weight was down to 130 pounds. Her tummy, her thighs, and her ass were all nice and firm now, but that was actually nothing compared to the magic the potion in the red bottle did on her breasts.



Prior to her son's death, her breasts were big enough to require her wearing a D cup sized bra. Now, after the magic potion worked its wonders on her tits, Paula found all of her old bras were way, way too small. Thanks to the added inch on her bust, and the upgrade from a D to F cup, Paula needed to go out and purchase, from a specialty lingerie shop in the mall, all new bras.
Needlessly to say, she was quite impressed with the old witch's magic potions, but more importantly, she could not imagine how her son wouldn't be equally impressed . . . if somehow it came to that.
The night of séance, within bare minutes of it starting, the shimmering air formed into a wavering, indistinct figure floating right next to Olga.
Paula took the figure to be her son and could just barely make out his voice speaking to Olga before the witch spoke back. Whatever they were urgently whispering to each other about, it was much too low for Paula to pick up on. Their hurried, whispered communication ended with Olga chanting something in a foreign language to him before bringing her hand up.
After leaning in close to the wavering figure, she opened her hand. Pursing her lips, she blew something out of her palm, it looked like sparkling dust particles, directly at her son.
After the dust cleared, Olga clapped her hands together as the figure disappeared. "It be done."
"What was that . . . there at the end? It looked like you blew something from your hand in his face."
Olga slowly climbed to her feet before grabbing Paula's hand. "Come, come, we talk in bright kitchen of dark tings."
In the kitchen, Paula pressed Olga about what that was she blew in her son's face. "Just a bit of magic A bit of someting to help 'im out later. No concern of yours, until laters when you two alone, then you find out I gave the boy a bit of power to perform magic . . . as he might sees fit."
The witch cackled quietly to herself before adding, "Oh yes, you find out alright den about Olga's spell she done cast for da boy . . . but not good to question Olga too deeply about 'er spells eh."
"Fine, fine," Paula muttered. "So you spoke to him. What did he say back?"
"He be ready, Paula. What about you?"
"Ready to communicate?"
The old lady cackled loudly before whispering, "Communicate and much, much more me thinks. He be waiting for you . . . in the closet. Upstairs."
"W-what is going to happen? I mean will I be able to see him? Talk to him?"
"Hmm, that be up to him. His time is short but he be a mighty powerful spirit. Lots, lots of energy. Now too many questions spoil things, so listen, but no questions, and Olga give small bits of advice, but only if you feeling brave. You feeling brave, Paula?"
"Yes. I need this."
"You also might need this . . ." Olga reached into the folds of the dress she was wearing and produced a small vial, holding it out to Paula in her ancient crooked hand. "If only to give the boy what I suspect he truly wants."
"What is it?" Paula asked, taking the vial.
"Nothing much. Just a little somethings to help one overcome . . . hmm, how you say . . . your motherly inhibitions against doing what needs to be done. Make things seems like maybe you be dreaming, and no rights or wrongs in dreams eh. The more wine you drinks with it the more . . . heavy . . . its effects upon you. Olga suggest you go heavy, dear as da contents of the vial will give everything you do for 'im an easy, dreamlike quality while leaving your thoughts warm and fuzzy and open to naughty suggestions."
Paula frowned at the contents of the vial. It was obviously some kind of drug but did she dare take it, with the wine no less, leaving her in what sounded like would be a rather vulnerable state of both mind and body.
"All in or nots in at all is what I suggest Ms. Paula."
Paula sighed. "I agree . . . all in. So how do I take it and when. Now?"
"Here witch give specific advice . . . for once. Listen then I go, before boy grows too restless upstairs by 'imself. Add my potion to a glass of wine you drinks before going upstairs. If only one glass of wine, fine, but two be better, and three be best. The wine will . . . how do you say? . . . Exaggerate the effects of my potion. After you had your wine, with Olga's helpful elixir, go upstairs, act as if everything be normal, get undressed in the bathroom, away from his watchful eye. Get dressed for bed . . . but wear something be enticing but not too much. Then yous come out of bathroom, hmm, maybe light a bunch of candles. You have candles Paula . . . lots, dozen maybe?"
"Yes, I got plenty of candles."
"Anyways, candles be good, don't forget them, give bedroom a warm inviting glow for 'im. After candles all lit, go to pretty full length mirror I seen that day in bedroom, maybe fiddle with your hair a bits, while watching for signs in the closet he be watching and very interested in his mommy."
"What then? Do I talk to him just like normal?"
"Nothing be normal about what might happen Paula. And even Olga with all her insight into tings, can't say for certain what might happen. Too many unknowns. Too many to say for certain anyway. Indulge him Paula, but do so with extreme sweetness and innocence . . . that be the key for yous. Remind him you are his Mommy and he be your little boy. If you wanna communicate, keeps it simple. Ask simple questions, tell hims one knock for yes, two for no. He be shy, at first anyways, to where you both wants to go so you must lead 'im with your questions, Paula. Remember, again you be his Mommy, you be the most powerful force in the boys world, but don't be in such a hurries to get there, dear. Draw tings out a bit . . . let the tension build between yous . . . and remember above all else, death be cold and lonely, your warmth, your touch is what he needs and will make 'im real . . . More I cannot say."
Paula was left with no choice but to accept what the witch told her. Just as they were saying their goodbyes Olga stopped, "Hmm, must be getting old . . ." She cackled at her little joke, before whispering, "Almost forgot something important to give yous. You being needing this if all goes well."
Reaching one more into the folds of her dress one more, Olga pulled out a small bottle, thrusting into Paula's hand.
Paula glanced at the small bottle. The label said, Frutopia Natural Raspberry Flavored Lube and Body Lotion.
"He told me the raspberry be both your favorite. Keep it near and handy. On nightstand I would think along with this . . ." She again reached into the folds of her dress where she produced, quite ominously, two sets of hand cuffs. Both were lined with thick, fuzzy bright purple fur.
"What on earth of those for . . . the handcuffs and lube?" Paula asked while knowing in the back of her mind exactly what they were for.
The old woman raised one gnarled finger, shaking it at Paula in a disapprovingly manner. "Remember what the witch say to you earlier dear . . . Too many questions spoil tings, but I will tell you one small ting if it helps ease your mind."
"Please."
"Olga has always had a knack for knowings what people need and you be needing dis tings later on Ms. Paula . . . I just sense as much."
Paula was about to ask a question before she remembered the witch's warning and snapped her mouth shut. After they said their goodbyes, Paula followed the witch's instructions, gulping down the three suggested glasses of wine with the first having the magic elixir in it.
At first anyways, the elixir seemed to have no telling effect on her, but then again after her three quick glasses of wine she was definitely more than a little buzzed so maybe the wine was masking the effect for now.
After entering the bedroom, she crossed the room, to the nightstand flanking the right side of her bed, where she deposited both sets of handcuffs and the lube, while making it a point not to pay attention to the half open closet door and what might be lurking inside. She took a minute rummaging through her dresser to pick out something to wear, something enticing that is, before heading off to the bathroom.
Inside the bathroom, she changed into her new frilly light tan sleepshirt which she made more appealing by tying it off just below those now super prodigious breasts of hers thus showing off her perfectly flat and toned tummy.
She paired this with a matching tan colored lace thong and a pair of gold sandals with two and half inch heels. Emboldened by the three glasses of wine, Paula came sashaying out of the bedroom, spending the next few minutes lighting a plethora of small tea light candles on both of her nightstands and dresser.
Once all the candles were lit, giving her bedroom the warm, romantic glow the witch suggested, Paula swaggered over to her beautiful, oak trimmed swinging full length mirror.
She maneuvered it a few feet to her left, so she could perfectly see the closet in the reflection of the mirror. She took a deep breath. The bedroom was still and quiet; the air filled with raw sexual tension. Smiling coyly in the mirror, Paula announced loudly, "Are you there honey? Give me a sign . . . please baby. Mommy has made herself all pretty for you."
After a long quiet moment, seemingly stretching out forever, there came a muted creaking sound from the closet. The door was swinging open wider.
Paula's heartbeat trebled in that instant. He was there.
Deciding to try the witch's suggested method of communication Paula raised her voice saying, "You like what Mommy is wearing baby? Can you knock once for yes, two for no."
To accent her question she fiddled with the tie of the frilly sleepshirt like she might be getting ready to undo it.
After a brief pause there came a single quiet knock from the closet.
"Good, I'm glad," Paula whispered as much to herself as to him.
She could scarcely believe this was happening but yet it was. Determined to not let the unbelievably of the situation deter her, she asked her next question.
"Do you want Mommy to show off a bit for you? Maybe put on a little show?"
Again came a single knock, a bit firmer this time.
Paula started swaying back and forth, swinging her hips to the left, and then to the right. It was easy; she was drunk. Lifting her hands up, she ran them through her long, gorgeous mane of brunette locks, lifting them up before letting them fall back in place as she shook her head. Closing her eyes, she twirled around slowly once, and then a second time to show off her body from every angle. Giving the mirror a coquettish smile, Paula whispered, "Should I stop teasing you now honey?"
After a brief pause their came two sharp knocks.
He wanted more. Deciding to indulge him fully, Paula whispered, "Maybe my little boy wants to see his Mommy get undressed huh?"
She closed her eyes, her hands floating up to the middle of her chest. Ever so slowly, she began to undo the tie on her frilly nightshirt. Drawing the undoing of the tie out to maddening infinite proportions, Paula carefully unknotted the sleep shirt before patiently slipping it off her body and letting it fall casually to the floor.
Next she slid her hands slowly down her hips. Hooking a single finger under the waistband of her thong, she gradually pulled them down and then off.
Now completely naked she stood, studying the reflection of her body, much as she suspected he was doing, in the mirror. Again, she was amazed at the magic Olga potions performed on her already decent body. Paula was generally not a vain person, but even she had to admit, as her eyes fell on those mighty F cup sized breasts of hers, her tits were now super nice.
"F for your tits are fucking big!" Paula thought to herself as she tried and failed to suppress a giggle.
"I . . . I hope you're not disappointed, Matthew. I know you have been dreaming of watching Mommy get undressed for a long time."
There came an immediate single sharp knock causing Paula to smile.
Her mind floated back to that fateful day. It was painful to think about, but she needed the feeling of jealousy to wash over her again. The jealously she felt over that stupid woman in the Penthouse magazine having bigger boobies than her . . . and her son liking them more as he jerked off looking at them.
Raising her voice slightly while adding a sharp edge to it, Paula began to speak, "You made Mommy jealous that day Matthew. Looking at that woman in the magazine of your dad's with her big boobs. I am thinking maybe you find her more attractive than me."
After a brief second there came a pair of loud thumps from the closet. The loudest yet, which she took as not only a no, but an emphatic no.
"Does Mommy have bigger and nicer boobies than the stupid girl in the magazine?"
Her question was met almost immediately with a loud ringing knock from the closet.
Paula smiled. Mindful of the witch's advice to "draw things out a bit" Paula leaned back from the mirror as a naughty idea floated into her head.
"You wanna see Mommy play with herself baby? Would you like that? I bet you would?"
After a brief pause there came a single soft knock.
Closing her eyes, Paula dragged her fingernails lightly across her belly before allowing them to dip down into the lush valley between her legs. She dipped one finger briefly inside; God she was wet, before letting her hands float back up to her breasts.
Her hands glided all over her tits as she gyrated her hips back and forth. Using both of her hands, she lightly cupped her immense breasts, bouncing them up and down as she let out a pronounced moan.
Paula could only imagine what her little show must be doing to her son as she let her fingers slip over her ripe nipples one by one.
Turning around to face the closet, Paula took turns licking both of her index fingers before dropping them to play with her nipples in tandem.
After letting her head loll back and adding a few more explicit moans to the mix, Paula sensed she must have been driving her watcher in the closet wild with pent up forbidden desire.
Letting her hands slip off her tits, Paula straightened up. "Mommy is getting tired baby. I think I need to go over to the bed and relax. Would you care to join me over on her bed?"
After a long pause, there came, much to her surprise, a pair of tentative knocks.
Before she could get upset by his refusing her invitation to join her on the bed, Paula remembered what the witch said, "Lead him, he be shy."
"Hmm, maybe later then," she asked quietly as she strutted over toward the bed, making sure to put some extra wiggle in her steps to make those full-sized tits of hers bounce up and down.
Once she got settled on the bed facing the closet, she gave him a crafty look. "You sure you don't wanna join Mommy on her bed honey. C'mon now . . . she is getting lonely all by herself."
In response came a pair of almost hesitant knocks from the closet.
"Well no rush. We have all night you know. Mommy is all yours. Your dad, you don't have to worry about him . . . we are divorced now. Did you know that?"
There was two sharp knocks on the closet door.
"Anyways you know what that means hon . . . it means Mommy needs someone to take care of her needs, baby and right now what she needs more than anything is for you to be both big and brave for her and come out of the closet. Can you do that for her? Please, pretty please, sweetheart."
What came next was more than the anticipated, and hoped for, single knock. First, there was a slight stirring in the air, just enough to make all the candles on the dresser wink out simultaneously. Next, another stirring in the air caused all the candles, except for one a piece, on both of the nightstands flanking her king sized bed, to go out.
Paula held her breath. The closet door was opening wider. Slowly, a shadowy figure emerged from the closet. The figure, just barely out of the closet now, hesitated.
Paula strained her eyes, but in the near darkness of the bedroom, she could not make out any of the specifics of the dark figure looming just outside her closet.
It took Paula a minute to realize--as the figure stood there motionless--just like she had to coax him out of the closet, she would have to coax him over to her bed.
"Come over honey. Don't be shy. I know you liked what you saw from the closet so just imagine how much more you will like it up close if you are next to me."
He started to cross the room toward the bed. As he drew closer she could see he possessed all the trappings of your conventional ghost: he floated just above the floor while lacking a firmness in outline. As he drew closer Paula stared, wide eyed, frightened, just a little anyways-- but more than anything-- she was becoming immensely turned on in hot anticipation of what might happen when he drew near enough to reach out and touch her.
He was still a good ten to twelve feet away when she closed her eyes for a quick moment in an attempt to dispel the fear crawling up her spine.
When she opened them again, mere seconds later, he was there, standing directly in front of her. His image was wavering slightly, and seemed to almost glow. Focusing her eyes on his face, despite the diaphanous nature of his being, she knew it was him. A honeyed innocence simply radiated from his whole being; it was an innocence full of love for his Mommy.
His hazel eyes seemed to twinkle in the faint glow of the two remaining candles and were flickering back and forth between her face . . . and her breasts.
He was dressed the same as the day he died: pair of old Levi's and a simple dark tee shirt. The expression on his cute, boyish face was one of infinite sadness, causing her heart to wretch just before it hit her.
Up until now, in Paula's mind, the effects of the witch's magic elixir had been negligible at best. Despite being fully naked and sitting on the bed before him, she was still not sure she could go through with things. There was this constant nagging doubt flitting around the perimeter of her mind saying, you can't allow this Paula, you are his mother. It's wrong.
Now it was as if a large curtain, a heavy curtain, was drawn down and around her, blocking that nagging morally conservative inner voice of hers out completely. Instead, things now took on a surreal dreamlike quality; the elixir had found its way to her heart and was weaving its magic wicked spell around it.
Released from her morals, Paula found her voice. "Can you speak hon? Can you talk to your Mommy at all?"
She reached out to stroke his face. His face felt soft, and pliable and oh so cold. I was like touching jello maybe . . . cold, freezing jello.
It came back to her then what the witch had told her. Death be cold and lonely.
Then he spoke in a voice barely loud enough to be called a whisper.
"It hurts, Mommy."
"Oh baby, I'm sorry. Tell your mom where it hurts?"
He dropped his head before whispering, just barely loud enough for her to hear, "Ashamed to say."
Paula looked at him. He was looking down. Her eyes followed his and then she spied it--an incredibly large bulge inside his jeans--and knew what he was talking about.
"Honey, now come on . . . that is nothing to be ashamed of. Can mommy help?"
"Please . . . It hurts still . . . and cold, always cold . . ." He looked at her. Tears stained his anguished face. He looked down his voice dropping to the lowest of whispers. "Didn't . . . get a chance . . . to finish . . . before . . ." His voice trailed off then, but she knew exactly what he was talking about and exactly what was expected of her.
"You wanna lay down baby or maybe sit. Mommy will take care of you."
"Yes . . . please, I need your warm and loving touch."
"OK, but first let me grab something real quick." Paula hustled over to her nightstand and grabbed the bottle of lube. After settling back down on the bed, she grabbed his hands, pulling him closer to the edge of the bed where she was sitting.



His hands were cold and squishy feeling, indistinct almost, as she gave them each a gentle kiss before looking up at him as he stood there in front of her. His eyes shone, seemingly the only thing warm and totally alive for him, while they remained glued to her chest.
"You like them baby."
His response, whispered in five words, sent them careening down a forbidden path. "They look warm and beautiful."
"They are warm baby . . . see . . . you can feel them . . . feel their warmth." She pressed his hands to her chest.
Resisting the urge to pull away from their coldness, Paula allowed his icy hands to explore the warmth of her naked breasts for a few quiet moments before her own hands went to the front of his jeans. She clawed desperately at first the button, ripping it open, before yanking the zipper down.
He wasn't wearing any underwear and he was massively hard already. She estimated he must have been a good eight or even eight and half inches.
"Jesus, I can't believe I am doing this," she muttered under her breath as she dumped a generous amount of lube on her right hand.
After wrapping her well-oiled hand around his throbbing cold member, she ran one hand up the length of it slowly while bringing the other hand around to cup his testicles.
Using both hands in perfect tandem, Paula massaged his thick pole with one hand while using the other to gentle jiggle his balls making him moan with quiet pleasure.
"Does Mommy's warm hands feel good baby?"
His only response was another low moan as she gave him a pleasant smile. Unlike the two previous parts of his body she felt, his hands and his face, there was nothing soft or malleable about this hard cock of his.
Again, the feeling of this being a dream washed over her while she stroked his manhood, making him moan ever louder with each caressing wave of her hand up and down.
His hands were all over her tits, both rough and gentle all at once, fondling them with increasingly urgency as she started to stroke his cock faster with her experienced hand.
"Hmm, feels good right honey."
"Oh God . . . Mommy . . ." His voice trailed off as he leaned against her. His hands fell from her breasts, going around her back as he hugged her tightly just as his whole body began to shudder.
Paula was using both of her hands to stroke that massive pole of his and when he came-- with a loud grunt-- both her hands and wrists were the recipients of a substantial amount of warm sperm.
Wanting to clean the sperm off of her hands, she started to get up, but he reached out snagging her by the arm. "Please don't go. I'm still cold and in pain . . . down there."
Paula sat back down. "Really . . . that . . . I mean what I just did . . . it didn't bring some relief to you baby."
"Some . . . a little," he whispered, "but the witch's spell it makes things different."
It took Paula in her dreamlike state a quick moment to recall what happened earlier during the séance when Olga blew the sparkling dust at her son before rambling on about it being some sort of spell.
"Different how honey?"
"I'm hmm, bigger because of the spell . . . you know . . . down there and I can recover, afterwards, much, much faster.
"Yeah, I'd say, you are bigger honey and just really how fast can you, hmm . . . recover?"
"I am ready now . . . for more of your relief."
Paula took a shuddering breath. "Now . . . already . . . but we . . . I mean." Her voice trailed off as she began to understand the implications of what she needed to do . . . again already.
"Please Mommy it still hurts . . . not as much but still a lot."
"OK baby, relax Mommy can take care of you again." She started to reach out meaning to give him yet another hand job when he shook his head no.
"It can't be the same. I can't explain but it will ruin everything. We really must do something different this time to bring me some relief and comfort."
"Oh . . . well . . . I suppose. What do you wanna do this time?" she asked cautiously.
"I am wondering if maybe we could play a little game of sorts before you please me."
"A game honey? What kind of game?" she asked curiously. Somewhere in the back of her mind she was curious as to why he said "us" but decided, just like with Olga, it probably wasn't very prudent to ask questions.
"A game of hide and seek."
"Hmm, hide and seek. That sounds like fun. Can you tell me the details?"
Leaning closer to her, he whispered the details of his game to her.
"Wait, I don't understand honey." Now, prudent or not, she would ask him. "You keep saying "us". I thought we were alone. Is there someone else here with us?"
"We are alone . . . for now, but in just in a minute or so I am going to split myself."
"Split yourself I don't understand, honey. Please explain."
"Remember the witch gave me powers to perform a bit of magic. So, basically, I'm going to conjure up a pair of twins of myself so . . . you will have triplets."
"Wait . . . so . . ." Paula was almost dumbstruck by this fantastic revelation. "So you are going to make two more . . . of yourself?"
"Exactly."
"Really, Jesus that is incredible," Paula mumbled to herself while not really believing what he was saying was possible, but then again what was possible, and not possible, was being rather stretched to the limits of her imagination . . . considering she was interacting with the spirit of her deceased son--and her new best friend was a real dyed in the wool witch.
"Triplets . . . I don't know what to say," Paula told him truthfully.
"You don't have to say anything, but please tell me you are going to play hide and seek with us. Pretty please."
"OK honey, I'll play."
"Good. So you remember what I told you about what you must do? I wanna hear you say aloud with the details, so I can be sure you understand."
"Fine. One of you will be sweet and innocent and when I find him I will seduce him by being overly aggressive with him while still maintaining a good bit of wholesome innocence. As for the other two . . . Hmm, they won't be so innocent and finding them will, most likely, prompt an all-out assault which I must do my best to fend off before finally submitting and giving in to their wanton desires. Is that enough details for you?"
"That is perfect, Mother. I think you understand the game well but one last thing . . . if you can't find us at first maybe you could offer a bribe of sorts to entice at least one of use to come out and play."
"I'll keep that in mind."
"So are you ready to play?"
"Yes, but I have one simple question I hope you will answer. Will I be able to recognize you from the other two honey?"
"You will, for sure, as not only will I be the sweet and pure, but the one big thing which will help you know it's me is owing to the splitting up process, I will lose both some height and weight. Yeah, I will look smaller making me appear more sweet and innocent . . . just like you like, Mommy. Oh and one more thing, once I split myself in three, it will be like I'm new and fresh, like a virgin. I won't remember any of the naughty stuff we did earlier."
"Really?"
"Yes. The first time is always the funnest right and besides I . . . well I figure older women prefer to be a guy's first . . . right?"
"I guess being someone's first can be exciting I imagine," Paula replied. The truth is she never deflowered a virgin before so she could only imagine. "Anyways that is interesting and good to know."
Resisting the urge to bother him with more questions about this whole mysterious splitting up process, Paula, the witch's potion was fully in control now, contented herself with just accepting things as they came.
To start the game, she went into the bathroom, where she would slowly count to thirty, giving him time to perform both the splitting operation while also giving all three of them time to hide.
When she came out of the bathroom her bedroom was totally dark except for a trio of flickering candles on each of her nightstands. Her instructions from him were specific on this point, "You are not allowed to turn on any lights or light anymore more candles than the six already lit.
Although, she could not see them, still, she sensed their presence lingering . . . watching . . . waiting. The entire atmosphere of the bedroom felt soaked with pent up sexual tension.
Paula crossed the room to her dresser. Her instructions included putting on something "nice" before she began hunting for them.
Of course, when he said "nice" he meant sexy, of this she was certain. Pawing through the bottom drawer of her dresser where she keep all her real sexy bras and panties, Paula quickly settled on something before heading back to the bathroom to put it on.
A quick minute later, she came swaggering out of the bathroom clad in a lace rose colored bra with matching panties. The bra's immense cups were adorned with a soft scrolling of pretty little flowers giving the bra a sexy innocence appearance she was sure they would like.
Paula strutted about her spacious bedroom, searching every nook and cranny of her bedroom, all to no avail.
Sighing, she headed over to the large walk in closet hoping to find them in there.
She slowly opened the closet door, holding a single candle aloft she grabbed from the night stand, but the puny light did little to reveal whatever might me hiding in the dark corners of the large closet.
Just as she thought she spied a moving dark shadow deep in the closet there came an indistinct noise from out in the bedroom.
Paula quickly turned around. The bedroom was quiet again. She shut the closet door, determined to find the source of the noise.
She once again took a quick minute to strut around the bedroom, her heels clicking audibly on the hard wood flooring of the bedroom, checking everywhere and again finding nothing. Maybe it was time to bribe them as he suggested.
Clearing her throat she announced loudly, "Listen sweethearts, Mommy knows all three of her naughty little boys are in her bedroom . . . hiding and watching her. Now because I am feeling generous tonight I will cut one, and only one, of you a deal, and play a game, a very fun game with whoever decides to step forward first and give their mommy a hint as to where they might be hiding."
When this was met with total silence, Paula decided she maybe had to make her offer more enticing by giving some details of the naughty game she was planning on playing.
Making her voice nice and firm once more, she called out loudly, "OK so the game I wanna play with one of you lucky little boys is called spank and tickle. Basically it involves wresting around on your mommy's large comfortable bed while we both try to overpower each other with a whole lot of spanking and tickling. Hmm, does that sound like fun huh?"
Paula waited with bated breath to see if any of them would take the bait.
A good ten seconds or so passed with the room remaining deathly quiet, leaving Paula to wonder if her bribe of playing a game of spank and tickle simply wasn't enticing enough before she felt something, a finger maybe, slithering along her ankle.
Paula smiled to herself, knowing at least one of them was hiding under the bed. Making an assumption this was the sweet and pure one, Paula took a deep breath as she started to form an aggressive plan of action in her mind.
Raising her voice once more, she said, "Hmm, I wonder if that is some nasty spider under the bed crawling up my ankle or maybe it's some little boy's hand playing tickle with his mommy."
A childish giggle floated out from under the bed, reaffirming her belief she found the original Matthew, aka, the sweet and naive one of the bunch.
Remembering his advice to be aggressive with the innocent one, Paula quickly reached down and snatched what was now a very solid hand.
"Gotcha," she cried out as more giggling ensued from under the bed.
"Gotcha back," he exclaimed as Paula felt his other hand wrapping itself around her ankle.
While maintaining a death like grip on his one wrist, Paula reached down with her other hand, seizing the hand grasping her ankle around its wrist.
Using all of her strength, she yanked hard.
Surprisingly, although both his hands felt wholly solid, when she yanked on them, he felt incredibly light, and came sliding out along the hardwood floor from under the bed easily.
Paula, amped up by situation, her adrenaline flowing, easily manhandled her son, and just like she had been told earlier, he was much smaller and lighter than before.
Prior to his death, Matthew stood about five foot eight and weighed roughly a hundred and sixty pounds. He was certainly not five eight anymore, nor was he weighing anymore close to a hundred and sixty pounds.
He was wearing a pair of dark briefs and a white tee shirt as Paula easily swung him around. Assessing things quickly, Paula determined he might have been just barely over five feet tall now and couldn't have weighed much more than a mere hundred or hundred and ten pounds.
As she spun him around and around, he cried out, "Mommy stop . . . you are making me dizzy."
"Fine, I'll stop then," Paula called out without really meaning it. Continuing with her ultra-aggressiveness, she easily spun him around one last time before attacking his cute little butt with a series of opened handed slaps making him giggle all the more.
After a good half dozen or so of these slaps, she violently flung him face forward onto the bed.
Matthew quickly flipped himself around as Paula stood there gazing down at him. They stared at each other for a quick moment before Matthew whispered, "Oh my God, I am being attacked by the beautiful Boobie Monster."
Thus, with that mere little comment, their game changed from naughty to extra naughty.
Paula smiled as this was exactly the opening she needed to seduce him. Dropping her voice to a sultry whisper, Paula said, "Yes you are and I do think you are utterly powerless to stop her attack little boy, but maybe if you tell me your name the wicked Boobie Monster might go easy on you."
"My name is Matty."
Paula smiled: he was using the old nickname from years gone by. "Well that is an adorably cute name but not quite cute enough to keep the wicked and powerful Boobie Monster from attacking you once more."
Paula took a small step forward, preparing to launch herself onto the bed for a full on attack before she hesitated. "But before I attack I need you to reassure me of something, Matthew."
"What?"
"If we are really going to play this game I want it to be . . . ahh real and fair."
"What do you mean?"
"I mean you can't cheat by doing any of your tricks. I want it to be as if . . . you know . . . we were doing this little game when you were still . . ." Her voice trailed off as she was simply unable to say it.
"Still alive is what you were going to say, Mom?"
"Yes."
"I agree. No tricks, I will be perfectly normal . . . like before. . . . Except for you know smaller like you already see I am."
"Great that is what I was hoping to hear."
"So is there anything else we need to add to our game before we get started?" Matthew asked anxiously, obviously ready to play.
Paula thought for a quiet moment before saying, "Well I am thinking it might be fun if we sort of pretended the young victim was all alone in the house, his mom was away and would be away for the entire night, and he decided to sleep in her bed for the night . . . and then as he is sleeping peacefully the wicked Boobie Monster sneaks into the mother's bedroom to attack her victim in his mommy's bed."
"Yes, I like that," he replied eagerly as she retreated to the bathroom with her phone where she would wait for five minutes, giving her "victim" time to fall asleep before entering the bedroom to attack him.
Paula paced excitedly in the bathroom while she waited the allotted time. She knew this little game of theirs was--unquestionably--going to have a wicked ending, especially as she set her mind to being the wicked, and quite naughty, Boobie Monster.
The Boobie Monster noiselessly stole out of the bathroom and into the bedroom; it was completely dark, except for a pair of flickering candles across the room on her vanity table.
In the dim light of the room, the wicked monster could just make her victim's prone form under the covers of the bed.
She waited, letting the already super charged sexual tension build to a nearly unbearable level. Listening intently, the Boobie Monster noted her victim seemed to be sound asleep.
She briefly considered stripping off her panties and bra before rejecting the idea. It would be better she thought to not let him see her naked . . . at least not right away.
Deciding she would use a stealthily, seductive form of an attack the Boobie Monster crept up quietly to the bed, before slipping soundlessly under the covers.
He was sleeping on his side, his back to her as the wicked monster nestled up against the sleeping boy. The monster was disappointed to find her victim was not naked under the covers, but instead was wearing a pair of briefs.
His only response, as she pressed her body up against his, was a soft whisper. "Is that you Mommy?"
Bringing her mouth to his ear, she whispered, "Yes, it's Mommy, honey. I was able to come home early, now roll over and give me a kiss before I let you go back to sleep."
"OK," he responded lowly.
After pulling back slightly, allowing him room to roll over onto his back, the monster noticed something which made her heart race. Attached to each of the two upper posts of the four poster bed were the purple fur lined handcuffs.
The monster smiled. Maybe her victim was not so chaste after all as he must have attached the cuffs to the bed while she was in the bathroom waiting for him to pretend to fall asleep. It was also obvious he attached them for one reason and one reason only--he wanted them to be used. But on him or her: that was the million dollar question.
"Hey," he cried out after rolling over to face her, "you . . . you are not my Mommy."
"No, I'm not! I'm the wicked and most evil Boobie Monster and I wanna play with you tonight. Will you let me? I promise I'll play nice if you just relax and let me have my way with you."
"No never . . ." Matty cried out in mock horror.
"Then you'll force me to attack you using my major weapons."
Not giving him time to respond, Paula aggressively flung herself onto him. Leaning down, she shoved her tits in his face as the much smaller Matty struggled-- to no avail-- to free himself from her aggressive attack.
She was simply too big and too strong for his reduced size as the monster began to smother her young victim with her mighty boobs. Actually, her victim was really not struggling too terribly much to free himself from her attack as he loved the feel of the monster's bra clad tits in his face.
As they thrashed around on the bed, she grabbed his hands forcing them upwards toward the waiting handcuffs. The handcuffs were already open and just waiting for some poor innocent victim's wrist to be thrust inside.
Before Matty even realized what was happening, he found one of the fur lined handcuffs being secured around his wrist.
"Gotcha you now," the monster cried our triumphantly. "Relax now and let me secure your other wrist and I will be nice and give you some real friendly kisses if you do."
"Promise" he whispered.
"Yes, yes, I promise," she said happily as she felt him relax.
She quickly secured his other wrist to the opposite bed post leaving him utterly under her control.
Raising up now that her victim was wholly secured, the Bobbie Monster smiled sweetly at him.
"You promised me kisses," he whined.
'Yes I did, and kisses you shall have, sweetie."
Reaching out, she carefully pulled the blanket down and off the bed, leaving just a single sheet to cover his nearly naked body.



She snuggled up against him, stroking his hair softly before bringing her mouth to his. They kissed, sweet at first, before she flickered her tongue out, letting it slip inside his mouth to do some exploring.
She felt him tense up as her tongue worked its magic around before she let her mouth slip down.
Moving slowly, patiently, she pulled the sheet down uncovering his bare chest and tummy.
Her kisses floated down, pausing to flicker delicately across his nipples, making him squirm, before dropping down further.
After her kisses reached the edge of the sheet covering his manhood, she paused. Extending a single finger, she carefully hooked it around the edge of the sheet as she whispered to herself, "Let's see, what we can see, shall we."
Ever so slowly she pulled the sheet down before letting out a pronounced gasp as she pulled the sheet clear. While he may have been small in stature, he certainly was not small down there with his simple dark briefs hiding what appeared to be a simply massive bulge.
Paula looked up at him, shooting him a sly smile. Playing the role of victim perfectly, Matty, with a perfect look of abject terror on his face, whispered, "Please, don't hurt me down there. I heard Boobie Monster's like to hurt their victims . . . down there . . . especially when they are virgins, like me."
Reaching up, she stroked the side of his face tenderly. "You don't need to be scared hon. I am a nice Boobie Monster and I don't like to hurt my victims, especially when they are innocent young virgins, but instead I only like to tease them a bit . . . you know play with them a bit . . . down there."
"Really you are not going to hurt me Mrs. Boobie Monster?" he asked as he seemed to relax.
"Yes, really. Here let me show you but before I do I wish you wouldn't call me that."
"What . . . Boobie Monster?"
"Yes, I am really quite nice you know, maybe even nicer than your own mommy and it just hurts me the way you seem to be so afraid of me and it hurts you calling me that . . . calling me a monster."
"Maybe, if you don't mind, can . . . can I call you Mommy. We could, you know, pretend you are my mom and then I wouldn't be so afraid of you."
"Hmm, that is a very good idea I think sweetie so yes, please do call me that while imagining I really am your mother."
"OK," he said as their game came full circle.
Raising up, she threw one leg over him, straddling him as she lowered herself so she sat nimbly on his tummy. Staring at him seriously, she whispered, "Let's maybe see if your Mommy can do some more teasing now and can make you even bigger down there."
It was then she made the fateful decision she would do everything in her power to tease the hell out of him--without going too far . . . just to see how he might react.
Paula had always been secretly curious about the whole S&M genre and bondage thing, but never tried it. Now, finally, she was having her chance and found the whole thing to be quite titillating.
Staring at him seriously, she whispered, "Are you really a virgin hon or are you just saying that to get your mom all excited."
"I am, Mommy. I swear. I . . . I have never been with a girl. Never even seen a pair of tits . . . except you know . . . in porn magazines."
"Really . . . so maybe you wanna see your mommy's tits baby boy. See if they are as nice as the ones you are so fond of looking at in those stupid magazines."
"Yes. Please Mommy, let me see yours."
"Tell me first, honestly, have you been dreaming about seeing your mom's tits honey? Fantasying maybe about them?" She tilted her head seductively while thrusting her chest out at him.
"Yes," he answered in a small voice.
"Really . . . so how bad do you wanna see them, hon?"
"Really, really bad, Mommy," he replied.
She could feel him squirming under her as his eyes remained focused on her chest.
"Hmm, while it's a mommy's job to make their little boys dreams come true so . . ."
Ever so slowly she reached behind her to undo her bra.
After getting it unhooked, she slowly brought her hands up to the twin bra straps.
She paused, letting the tension build, before ever so slowly pulling the straps down and off her shoulders.
Her large bra hung precariously on those giant tits of hers for a brief second or two before she shook her chest slightly allowing the bra to fall down.
"Oh my God," she heard him whisper as a woman's tits were, thanks to him washing his memory clean-- revealed to his innocent eyes for the very first time
"You like them, sweetheart?" she whispered.
"Oh God Mommy they are so big . . . and beautiful. I . . . I have never seen anything so beautiful in my life . . . ever."
"I'm glad you like them, baby. I would let you play with them a bit . . . like I'm sure you want to do, but hmm . . ." Reaching out, she stroked the side of his face kindly before adding with a low chuckle, "It seems some little boy has lost the use of his hands."
She leaned over toward the nightstand, grabbing the bottle of lube. "I guess you will just have to watch your Mommy play with her own titties a bit instead."
Paula dumped a good portion of the raspberry lube onto her hands before bringing them to her chest. Her poor victim watched helplessly as the Boobie Monster, AKA his Mommy, teased the hell out of him by slowly rubbing the lube all over her tits in soft circles.
Watching him squirm noticeably gave her the idea her exaggerated teasing was getting to him--just as she hoped for.
Taking one finger she ran it slowly along the vast expanse of one of her majestic boobs before bringing it to her mouth. Giving him a coy smile, she dipped her finger in her mouth. "Hmm raspberry that tastes good. I bet you wish you could taste it with that little virgin mouth of yours."
He nodded his head eagerly as she continued to smile coyly at him.
After placing a pillow behind his head, she told him, "OK then, lean your head back on the pillow and close your eyes but don't you dare get over anxious and try to kiss or suck on your mommy's boobies . . . until she gives her permission."
Paula watched him settle his head back against the pillow and after he closed his eyes she carefully leaned forward, pushing her large breasts flush against his dimpled cheeks.
Jiggling her chest up and down allowed her breasts to bounce merrily against his face as his breathing became labored. Glancing behind her, she spied the bulge inside his briefs looked to be bigger than ever and knew her overstated teasing was truly getting to him.
She continued to rub her tits in his face for another good minute or two before she pulled back. "I don't think it's fair that your mommy has been nice enough to show you her tits but you haven't shown her anything."
Turning, she climbed off of him before settling herself down on her knees directly across from his midsection. Reaching out with a pair of fingers, she patiently hooked them under the waistband of his briefs.
"Do you mind sweetie if your mommy takes a look down there?"
"I guess not . . . but no one has ever seen it before."
"Oh really," she said pausing.
"Unh-uh," he told her. "Remember . . . I'm a perfectly pure virgin, Mommy."
"So you are," she whispered as she started to carefully pull his briefs down.
"Oh my God," Paula whispered under her breath as she finally pulled the briefs down far enough to allow his cock to spring out of its cage like a hungry tiger.
His small stature had most definitely not followed suit down there as he was truly blessed with the biggest fucking cock she had ever laid eyes upon. The small of stature, and sweet of disposition, Matty must have been a good ten-- or maybe-- even eleven inches down there.
Paula's heart raced with both fear and excitement as she briefly imagined what it might be like to be impaled on that massive pole of his. Doubtlessly his larger than life size was done very much on purpose during the splitting up process.
She stared at it, lost in thought, forbidden desire swelling in her heart, as she imagined just how much of that massive cock she could stuff in her mouth . . . if it came to that.
"Mommy," he whispered, interrupting her reverie, "Am I a nice size?"
"Oh Christ baby you are . . . very much so," she whispered back.
"Really . . . are . . . are you going to maybe touch it. I've never been touched there before." Looking away he dropped his voice before adding sadly, "The guys, you know, my friends were always teasing me about that you know."
"Is that really true . . . I mean, everything you have told me now about being a virgin and all that . . . even when you were . . . alive?"
He stared at her with a seriously sad expression on his cute face before he answered softly, "Yes."
Paula sighed as she stretched one finger out to his cock. "Well it will be my supreme honor I guess to go where no girl has gone before then."
Using one finger, she deftly slid it along the entire length of his penis, marveling both its enormous size and its concrete like hardness.
A good two or three strokes up and down of her finger made him both tremble and moan before she boldly wrapped her hand around its considerable girth.
Her hand, still well-oiled from earlier, slid easily up and down his shaft several times as his moans grew louder.
Warming to the task at hand, Paula started to move her hand up and down faster as she slipped her other hand under his balls. She suspected after all her teasing he wouldn't last long. Just as she was beginning to jiggle them he let out a sharp cry, "Mommy . . . Oh God . . . I'm . . . I'm going to . . ."
Paula yanked her hand away as she suddenly remembered what he told her earlier. It can't be the same or it will ruin everything.
"Don't come baby . . . don't," she nearly screamed. "You can't . . . not yet. It will ruin everything!"
She watched as his face contorted into a serious grimace as he bit his lip. Glancing down, she stared at his cock, praying a geyser of cum would not shoot out of it.
It twitched once, twice, and then a third time, before he let out a shaky breath.
"I didn't mommy . . . I almost did . . . I was ready . . . but . . ."
"But you stopped which was really good. I'm sorry baby but I have to make you come a different way. You just gotta trust me on that."
"Oh . . . well then, maybe you could . . . ahh . . . put it in your mouth, Mommy?"
"Oh Jesus," Paula whispered under her breath at the thought of having his huge monster stuffed in her mouth.
"Please Mommy, pretty please," he whined as she continued to hesitate.
Paula took a deep breath before leaning down, the surreal nature of what was happening increasing tenfold, as she prepared to take him in her mouth.
"It's just a dream, girl," Paula whispered to herself just before she lashed her tongue out. His hardness tasted slightly of the raspberry lube as her tongue flickered up and down his immense rod several times.
Closing her eyes, she opened her mouth wide allowing his cock to invade the warm recesses of her mouth.
She took as much as she could in into her mouth, barely half or maybe even less, if she had been bothering to estimate, before letting it slip out. Holding it upright with one hand, she stroked it up and down, before wrapping her tongue around the bulbous head and letting it slither, snake like, all the way to the base of his cock.
This elicited a small moan from him giving her the desire, the absolute and wanton desire, to want to make him moan all the more. With this goal in mind, she slurped on his cock like the cheapest of harlots in a back alley, her head bobbing up and down, up and down, as she held her hair up with one hand to keep it out of the way.
"Oh Mommy, that feels sooo goood," he whispered as she sucked on his cock now as if her very life depended on it.
Twisting and turning her mouth all around, she vigorously lathered his cock up and down with her tongue slowly, and then faster, before deep throating it several times.
Bringing one hand up, she began to stroke him up and down as she worked her mouth in unison with her hand, his big cock slipping in and out of her eager and experienced mouth in glorious fashion.
He was young so she was not wholly surprised when less than ten seconds later, after this double teaming of his cock with her mouth and hand, he whispered, "Mommy I . . . I'm going to come."
She had just let his cock slip out of her mouth, while still working on the shaft furiously with her hand, when an indescribably large geyser of cum jetted out of the tip of his penis, coating her right cheek and hair with it sticky whiteness.
"Mommy has a mess all over her face and hair," he said with a giggle.
"Hmm, she does, baby . . . thanks to you."
After a brief pause he whispered, "I have to leave. It's their turn, Mommy. Don't give in . . . too easily . . . to them."
"I . . . I won't," Paula replied as she made her way to the bathroom.
"They will be waiting for you when you get out," Matthew told her. "One will be shy and sweet, that will be Matty and the other will be rough and aggressive, that will be Mark."
Paula murmured her ascent before stepping inside the bathroom while Matthew disappeared.
Five minutes later, after getting herself cleaned up and slipping on a robe, she came back out to the bedroom to a pair of shocking surprises.
The bedroom was totally dark except for the warm glow cast by a roaring fire inside the huge wood burning fireplace taking up nearly the entirety of one wall--it was a wood burning fireplace that was never there before.
She couldn't help but to smile to herself. She always craved having a real fireplace in her bedroom, and now here it was. He must have simply conjured it up, using the magical abilities bestowed upon him by the resourceful Olga.
And then she spied yet another surprise. Sitting on the luxurious square white rug spread invitingly out in front of the fireplace, nestled among several large black pillows, was a medium size white gift box. The box was obviously a present for her as it had a large red ribbon stuck on it.
Doubtlessly, this was yet another gift from her doting boys. Strutting over to the fireplace, she settled down on the rug. Opening the box, she smiled. The little devil-- it was a present all right but maybe more for him than her.
Inside the box was a sheer purple baby doll and a pair of matching G-string panties. He certainly conjured up something ultra-sexy for me, Paula mused to herself while hurriedly slipped on her new gifts.
After donning this new sexy outfit, she tossed the robe to one side before searching the room for any sign of them.
When she could neither see, nor hear anything she sighed, waiting for something to happen.
She didn't have to wait long before something happened. Slowly the closet door creaked open before something sizable and flesh colored came flying out of it.
The dildo hit the wooden floor with a loud thud, skidding across the wooden floor until it came to a rest right next to the rug.
Reaching out, Paula grabbed it. Taped to it was a small note printed in her son's neat handwriting. Play with me, Mommy.
Paula smiled as she spread her legs, preparing herself to put a show on for them. She started by lathering the large dildo deliciously with her tongue before sucking it deep in her mouth. Looking at the closet, the door was opened a bit wider now, she made small moaning noises as she continued to deep throat the fake cock while one of her hands slipped inside her panties and began to play with her clit.
Pulling it out of her mouth, she slide her tongue around its head several times before bringing it down and in between her legs.
She looked up at the closet, giving her audience a sly smile before slowly letting the dildo slip inside of her panties before pushing it up and deep inside of her. In and out, slowly, patiently even, she pushed the dildo while her moans became increasingly desperate.
She was not at all acting, but was really getting off on pleasuring herself while having an audience only made the act to be all the more intense. Working the dildo in and out, faster and faster, she was really starting to fuck herself--hard--and was just approaching an orgasm when the closet door creaked open audibly.
Both distracted and curious, Paula raised up, ruining her pending orgasm. When she didn't see anything, she reclined back against the pillows, closing her eyes.
After a quiet moment, she heard footsteps crossing the room toward her.
Re-opening her eyes, she looked up just in time to see a pair of shadowy figures moving slowly across the bedroom toward her.
They paused a few feet from the rug. They were both dressed the same way--jeans and no shirts--and looked fairly identical with the exception being the one on the right looked to be of a smaller stature as compared to his twin on the left.
It was this one, the smaller of the two that now whispered to her sweetly. "Do you like your gifts, Mommy?"
Taking note of his soft voice and his smaller stature, Paula rightly assumed this was Matty.
"Oh boys . . . Mommy loves her gifts, the fireplace is warm and romantic, her new rug is so plush and soft and Mommy's pajamas you picked out for her are so comfortable and sexy, don't you think? Oh and her new toy . . ." She brought the dildo to her mouth, and with a teasing smile, she gave it a small kiss. "Is so much fun to play with and she loves it."
Putting the large dildo aside, she figured she would not have much use for that any more, she patted the rug next to her. "Do you guys want to join Mommy on her new rug and help warm her up a bit? I mean, despite the nice fire, I'm still a bit cold."
"Yes, I would like that," Matty replied, eager to join his mommy by the fire.
He barely got a step forward though before all hell broke loose. First, Mark reached out, snagging his brother by the arm, rudely pulling him back.
He snapped at him, saying something in a harsh whisper she couldn't quite make out, just before giving him a hard shove.
Matty snapped back with a few harsh whispers of his own before the whispers turned to shouts; and then to pushing and shoving, and then to full-fledged combat as Mark wrestled his brother down to the ground.
Paula, at first, has no idea what they might be fighting about as it all happened so suddenly. She listened closely though when the shouting started and it appeared they were arguing about who was going to do something first--to her.
Thinking they would rather fight than pay attention to her, made Paula more than a little upset though.
Determined to put an end to their nonsensical fighting, she whistled loudly trying to get their combined attention.
When they took a break from rolling around on the floor and wrestling, she raised her voice, "Oh boys . . . stop your fighting as your Mommy has something to show you."
They both climbed to their feet simultaneously while staring at her intently. She stared back a moment before giving them a sly smile. Carefully, she tugged on the satin tie holding her pretty robe shut.
She stared at them for a brief moment before carefully undoing her robe and slipping it off.
Leaning back on the pair of large round pillows positioned in the center of the rug she smiled at them. "Now sweethearts . . . wouldn't you much rather play with these . . ." She shook her chest a bit making her huge tits jiggle under the baby doll. "Than fight each other."
They both continued to stare wide eyed while saying nothing. After a long pause, it was Matty who spoke first, "I . . . I know I would."
"Me too," Mark added before glaring at his brother. "But I am playing with them first."
"Oh so that is what this is all about huh. You guys are fighting which one of you is going to get to play with your mommy's big boobies first."



"Uh-huh," they both said in unison.
"Really?" she said seriously.
"Yes," Matty replied. "We both want to be the first . . . the first to you know . . . well . . ." He looked down embarrassed.
Mark broke in. "You're such a goddamn shy little sissy, Matty. I will tell her. We both want to be the first to play with those big fucking tits of yours . . ." He paused, giving his brother another hard shove that nearly knocked him to the floor. "And I am going to be the first after I finish kicking your ass."
"Now boys," Paula replied patiently, knowing she must be a good mother and take control of the situation before things really started to spin out of control. "Don't you think Mommy's tits are . . ." She shook her chest again for added emphasis. "Big enough for the both of you to play with at the same time."
She beckoned them over with her finger, saying pleasantly. "Please stop fighting and come over here next to your mother? I am getting cold and lonely over here all by myself."
Raising up a bit, she thrust her chest out for all its worth. "Mommy promises she will let both of her two little boys play with her boobies all they want . . . and for as long as they want."
After a brief pause where they stood glaring at each other they turned back to her and started to advance--like a pair of hungry wolves maybe.
When they got within arm's length, they both simultaneously dived on her. She rolled back against the pillows as they eagerly started to shower her with kisses while pawing aggressively at her boobs through the sheer thin purple material of her teddy.
She felt her face being twisted from one to the other as she exchanged a flurry of mad kisses with each; felt eager tongues being shoved into her mouth as equally eager hands fondled her tits with a wildness that almost bordered on rage.
Wanting to accommodate them fully, Paula reached down and yanked the sheer teddy up, baring her gorgeous breasts to their wild, clawing hands.
She arched her back, closing her eyes, offering her tits up as sacrificial lambs to their wicked desires.
They took full advantage with both dropping their mouths down to attack her bared breasts with youthful enthusiasm. Paula responded with a gentle sigh while cradling their heads in her hands.
"Oh that's it babies, suck on your mommy's titties, sweethearts," she cooed to them pleasantly before letting out a loud moan as they worshipped each of her fully erect nipples with a pair of fervent tongues before they began suckling on her boobs with a wholly animated passion which nearly took her breath away.
Paula moaned louder, never imaging her breasts could inspire such wicked passion. Never before had her tits been so thoroughly and lovingly worshiped. They both continued to kiss, lick, and suckle on her tits, over and over again, while in between their licks and kisses they took turns lifting their mouths up just long enough to tell her how big and beautiful their mommy's boobs were.
She sighed, enjoying their verbal compliments- almost as much as their physical attentions- to her tits.
First one hand, and then another, slipped down across her belly continuing on down to her thighs. Fingertips tickled her inner thighs, coming ever closer as she parted her legs for them.
A pair of playful curious fingers slithered under the thin protective covering of her G-string, dipping curiously into her wet pussy. After all their earlier fighting, the boys were now working in perfect tandem to please her as first one finger slipped inside of her, to be followed by another as the first finger slid out.
What started out as a slow and gentle finger fucking quickly picked up steam as they pushed their fingers in and out of her at a more frantic pace.
The flames of passion in her heart were spreading like an out of control wildfire having her tits being ravished by her "baby boys" while they fingered her pussy.
Tangling her fingers deep in their long, unkempt hair, she egged them on to suckle on her boobs with even greater urgency. "Oh God, boys you are doing so good sucking on your Mommies boobies . . . Please don't stop . . . Please . . . you are making me feel so good."
Her praise was met with unexpected results. Without a word, they both stopped at the exact same moment. Shaking her hands off from around their heads, they lifted themselves up into sitting positions.
"Do you think she is ready?" Matty whispered to his twin.
"Oh yes, look at her squirming and moaning . . . she is ready."
They stood up together as Mark barked at her. "Roll over and get on your hands and knees, Mother."
The harsh tone of his voice indicated it was not a request, but instead a command; one that should be obeyed without question.
After a brief hesitation, Paula complied with his demand as Matty helped her to get up and positioned on her hands and knees.
Paula faced the fire, staring deep into the dancing flames wondering what they had in store for her before shutting her eyes and deciding whatever it might be-- she would do her best to once again accommodate them.
"Now remember our plan Matty," Mark whispered to his brother before they took up their respective positions.
Paula opened her eyes just long enough to observe Matty moving around to the front of her while Mark went around to her backside. Shutting her eyes again, she steeled herself for whatever they might have in store for her.
"Open your eyes, Mommy . . . I have something to show you," Matty whispered to her pleasantly.
She opened her eyes only to find staring her in the face was a rather sizable bulge hidden inside his tight jeans.
Matty looked at her and smiled before Mark interceded with his usual biting comment. "Go on show her . . . don't be such a wimp."
Yet Matty, as shy as ever, paused, prompting Paula to whisper, "Go hon, show your mommy what you have for her . . . please, baby."
He slowly pulled down his jeans. He wasn't wearing any underwear allowing his absolutely huge erection to come bounding out.
Once again, she marveled at how very endowed he was for a young man of such small stature. He his erect cock pointed at her like a loaded gun, but before she could admire his great size for any length of time her attention was diverted.
"Mine is bigger . . ." Mark announced smugly while twisting a hand in her hair and turning her head around so she was facing him. She gasped as Mark stripped off his jeans, without the least bit of shyness like his twin. His fucking cock must have been a good two or three inches bigger than Matty's seven and a quarter inch monster.
And that smile, that wickedly delicious smile on his face, as he stood there showing off for her, sent chills up her spine. She wondered for a brief moment how the twin ghosts of her son- so small in stature- could be blessed with such magically large cocks and then she remembered the key word- magic. Was it really so surprising considering what the old witch had told her regarding how she had blessed Matthew with the ability to conjure things up--as he saw fit.
A deep seeded yearning coursed through Paula as she gazed longingly back at Mark's immense cock. Finally, the spell was broken when Matty gently turned her face back toward him.
"Close your eyes, Mommy. We are both going to give you a couple more little gifts."
She shut her eyes before feeling a brush of hardness against her lips, along with an urgent jabbing of hardness from behind her.
Remembering Matthew telling how, at some point, she should show some resistance to their desires, Paula decided to make a stand here and now.
She tried to squirm away, but Mark gripped her hips tightly from behind while Matty snaked a hand through her hair. She was going nowhere!!
Again, she felt the brush of Matty's hard cock against her lips.
Paula kept her mouth tightly shut, despite her craving to taste the forbidden fruit. To make matters worse, her passions were being enflamed by the maddening rubbing of Mark's hard member at her wet doorstep.
Up and down he carefully stroked her pussy lips gently with the head of his cock, while caressing her ass and thighs tenderly with the tips of his fingers causing her to squirm
She was getting so very wet from the dual attentions of their hard cocks when they started a kindly verbal assault on her.
"Oh Mommy, can't you feel how much Mark wants to be inside you . . . don't you want him inside you, Mommy?"
Without thinking, she opened her eyes and looked up at Matty before whispering back, "Yes . . . Oh God, yes I do."
"He wants to hear you beg for it. It's part of the game . . . the begging."
She looked back at Mark, catching sight of his cock which was again poking up between her thighs. A deep yearning pervaded her whole body, especially her pussy, to be filled to the brim by his huge cock.
Their eyes meet. She caught a boyish gleam in them as he started to pull back. Impulsively, she did exactly what he . . . what they wanted. "Mark, please put it in me. Please baby. I need you so bad. Mommy is begging you!! C'mon honey"
Matty stroked the side of her face. "Talk dirty to him," he told her quietly.
She never had talked "dirty" before but figured-- how hard could it be?
"Come on . . ." she said in a deep sultry voice, "Put that big cock of yours in me, honey. Please Mommy wants to feel you inside of her, fucking her like . . . like a dirty whore, making her feel like a woman. I need it sooo badly."
Her begging only got her more teasing. He smirked at her while stroking her wetness with the tip of his large cock before dipping it in slightly, only to pull it back out right away.
Paula squirmed, aching to have him inside of her, before arching her back while pushing backwards with her hips in a vain attempt to get him inside of her.
Reminding herself to resist the delicious cock mere inches from her hungry mouth, Paula kept her mouth tightly shut as she felt it would simply being going too far to have one cock in her pussy and one in her mouth.
Determined to hold her ground, she kept turning away from the hardness prodding at her lips.
Mark reached down with his hand and began to rub her clit. Paula was just about to let out a loud moan, but suspecting if she opened her mouth to do so, Matty would take the opportunity to shove his cock in her mouth, Paula bit her lip instead.
Unable to take too much more of this intense teasing, Paula needed to come up with a plan. Deciding to wait until once again she felt Mark teasingly dip the tip of his penis inside of her, she would then--suddenly--rock backwards as hard as she could with the hope of burying his cock deep inside of her.
Once inside of her, she counted on Mark not wanting to remove her cock from inside her, finally, giving her what she so badly needed--a good fucking.
Again and again, she felt the frustrating tingle of his massively hard cock being rubbed against her clit before he pulled back.
Finally!! He was again resting his manhood just above her opening. The moment seemed to stretch out forever as her muscles tensed. She sensed him starting to push it in ever so slowly, ever so carefully, just as he had done numerous times before, only to withdraw it.
"Oh honey don't stop again, put it in your mother . . . please baby. I am begging you," she whined giving him one last chance to comply. And when she felt him stop . . .
NOW!! She dropped her head, closing her eyes, she rocked her hips backwards with all her might hoping to force him deep inside of her.
Unknown to her, Mark, by now, had grown weary of teasing his mother. He simply decided the next time she begged for it he would give it to her. Hard.
So at the exact same time she rocked back forcefully, he propelled his hips forward, driving his cock into her. Their bodies slammed together as his cock buried itself deep into her wet pussy.
A wave of pleasure overtook Paula. Her head came up, her mouth flying open as she started to let out a loud cry of pleasure. "Ohhh my God--"
Finally, this was Matty's chance. Poised, waiting like a coiled snake for just this moment, he shoved his cock into her mouth, cutting off what would have been one long drawn out moan of sheer pleasure.
Paula was too caught off guard to resist. It was like being whisked away by a mighty wave and she simply went with it. Mark, after his initial hard thrust, pulled back for a brief second, making her fear he was going to take it back out.
Her fears proved to be short lived when he rammed his giant cock into her again, again, three more times in quick succession. She would have moaned loudly if only she could, but with Matty's hand securely wrapped around the back of her head, holding it in place, and a mouthful of cock, the best she can do was let out a muffled grunt.
Matty quietly urged his mother to suck on his cock. "Oh God, Mommy, that feels sooo good, suck on it more, please . . ." Urged on by her son's pleas, Paula gave in and began to suck on his cock with such zealous passion, allowing Matty to have enough confidence he no longer needed to have his hand tangled in her hair to keep her head in place.
Her only response to this new found freedom was to continue to bob her head up and down while swallowing as much as his cock as she could handle.
Mark continued to push hard and fast into her as the three of them fell into a comfortable tempo of sorts. The rhythm was simple: the force of Mark's jackhammer blows being slammed into her, forced Paula's whole body to be propelled forward thus forcing her to deep throat more of Matty's cock on the other end.
And then as Mark pulled his cock slowly back out of her, she let her mouth slide back out to the tip of Matty's cock--before it started all over again.
Mark increased, or decreased, the cadence as he saw fit between the three of them while all three of them were on a rocket ship to the planet Orgasm.
Mark, knowing he was near to coming, wanted both of them to topple over the edge with him so he really started to go to work on his mommy, thrusting harder and deeper with every hammer blow from his mighty cock. This prompted her, in turn, to deep throat more of Matty's cock. Up and down her head bobbled on his cock, while back and forth her hips swayed from the severe fucking she was getting from Mark.
"Mommy is ready to come, Mark," Matty cried between his moans of pleasure. "Do her harder . . . faster."
"Oh God, yes honey . . . do Mommy faster," Paula exclaimed as her mouth slipped off of Matty's cock just long enough for her to get those breathless words out of her mouth.
Taking him greedily back into her mouth, just as Mark was hammering away at her still sent the three of them hurtling over the edge. She felt him tighten up after a third hard thrust, just as Matty twisted his hand around the back of her head.
Both of the twins cried out-- as if they had only one mind, one being even-- with one shooting a huge load of cum in her mouth while the other shot an equally large load of cum in her pussy--bare moments before the most intense orgasm of her life swept her away.
The three of them collapsed against each other on the soft, thick fur rug in a heap of spent flesh. The fire was still blazing bright, much like their impassioned hearts, as they snuggled against each other, content as well fed kittens.
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Hello kiddies this is your Closet Keeper with yet another delicious and naughty tale from a bit of sexy drama that started in . . . you guessed it, the closet.
Jimmy, turned eighteen on October 5, 1999, and for his birthday his mom, Ellen Grant, wanting to give him something a bit different and unexpected, gifted him a cute, four month old midnight black kitten they named Boxer. Just six months earlier, the beloved family cat at age of fifteen finally passed away. Ellen knew Jimmy, like herself, really missed the cat so she thought a gift of a new kitten would really a nice gesture.
One day, roughly a month later, Jimmy was home alone on a lazy Friday afternoon after school. Ellen was at work, she was a vice-principal at one of the local high schools, the same one Jimmy attended, and being a bit bored, Jimmy decided a game of charge and chase with the kitten might be fun.
Charge and chase was a game he invented to play with the extremely playful kitten. As the name implied, he would go running, or charging at Boxer, causing him to flee the other way, but then, after a few feet, he would stop chasing the kitten and suddenly turn and run the opposite way. In response, Boxer would turn around and chase after him.
Today, he decided to add a twist to the game. After charging at Boxer, making him flee the other way, Jimmy would turn quickly and go hide. He simply wanted to test the cat and see if he was smart enough to track him down.
His plan worked perfectly. Almost. After charging at the cat in the upstairs hallway, Jimmy turned and scampered into the first open doorway, his mom's bedroom as it happened, and then into her closet.
Crouching down low in one of the dark corners, he waited to see if Boxer would track him down.
As Jimmy was busy hiding himself deep in her closet Ellen, after leaving the school early because of a bad headache, was just letting herself into the house. With Jimmy already settled in place and hiding in her closet, the house was quiet as she headed upstairs to her room.
Upon hearing Ellen come into the house, the alert kitty went to the top of the stairs and was waiting to greet her. Ellen looked at Boxer and quietly whispered, "Listen little kitty, I am tired and in no mood to play so . . ."
Scooping him up, she took him about half way down the stairs before setting him down in the middle of the steps where one of his favorite toys just happened to be laying—a colorful little catnip filled cloth ball. She kicked the ball down the stairs and Boxer immediately gave chase, allowing Ellen to escape up the stairs to her room.
Jimmy smiled to himself. He was winning this game of hide and seek as the kitty had yet to track him down. He was just starting to rise to his feet when he heard a noise out in his mom's bedroom. The noise, ominously, was Ellen dropping her keys and purse on the nightstand next to her bed.
Sighing, Ellen plopped down on the bed and started to unbuckle her sandals with their two inch heels. After getting them off she stood up, facing the closet and started to remove her professional dark checkered suit jacket—just as Jimmy reached the front of the closet and was peering out.
He froze for a moment. It was barely past three and his mom was already home? She usually didn't get home until well after five or later.
He was just reaching for the closet door, meaning to push it open and greet her when he suddenly stopped.
If he came out of her closet now, might she be upset, thinking he had been snooping around in there. The explanation of playing charge and chase with the cat seemed lame at best.
He peered out of the closet, watching her, undecided as to what to do. She tossed the dark suit jacket on the bed, revealing a pretty crème colored blouse underneath which she promptly started to unbutton—as he stood silently staring out at her.
At this point, he knew the right thing to do: loudly exit the closet. Sure his mother's initial reaction would be a combination of surprise and embarrassment, after all she was getting undressed, but if he explained how he had been playing with Boxer maybe she would understand. Maybe.
On the other hand, if he stayed real quiet . . . maybe a chance to escape from her closet quietly would present itself. This seemed like the plan of least resistance, with the added bonus of not having to explain why he was hiding in her closet.
He started to turn away, meaning to retreat to the back of the closet, but before he turned away completely his mom inadvertently turned his way, allowing him to get a partial glimpse of the pretty purple bra she was wearing under her half unbuttoned blouse. Purple, fortuitously, just happened to be his favorite color.
He froze. From where he stood, and with the way the closet door was opened, his angle gave him an excellent view of things.
Knowing it was wrong, but simply unable to help himself, Jimmy quietly observed as his mom patiently started undoing the last of the buttons on her blouse.
He held his breath, saying a quick prayer to the Dark Gods--no decent Gods would dare honor what he was about to ask.
"Please, please don't move away . . . don't go into your bathroom," he whispered under his breath. "Stay right there . . . and take your fucking blouse off."
His prayers were answered when Ellen, standing next to her bed, lost in thought, undid the final two buttons on her blouse before pulling it out from her skirt. She paused, and then slowly—as if she was stripping just for him—took her blouse off.
Jimmy felt his cock jerk inside his jeans. The purple bra looked absolutely dreamy on his pretty mother, who, unlike a lot of mothers her age, was in damn decent shape.
Ellen stood just over five feet tall and weighed a fit hundred and seven pounds. She was both pretty and petite, not to mention sweet as pie. At the age of forty-two her appealing face hardly showed any lines to mar her distinctive Filipino beauty. Her lovely black hair fell to her shoulders making it, in Jimmy's eyes, one of her most appealing features.
Her hot looks were accented by a loving and warm personality, including a smile so inviting, so magnetic, so sly and alluring that she was indeed the stuff of wet dreams for many of the older boys at Eastgate High.
All in all, Jimmie thought very highly of his mother believing she was a stunning beauty who was only was growing finer with age. In the dark of night, alone in his bed, he often wondered what she looked like - naked. Such thoughts brought him shame, along with a powerful erection.
He stared out of the closet, his mouth watering, his cock growing firm as his eyes traveled over her flat abs and on up to her sexy bra. Then his attention was drawn downward as she casually begin to work on the zipper of her dark skirt.
He closed his eyes at this point, searching for the willpower to back away from the door. He actually managed to take one small step backwards before a small voice in his head snapped at him. Stop being such a pussy. Go on, take one more look!
The small voice shamed him into continuing to watch as he reasoned: what harm could there be in taking one more quick look?
He opened his eyes just in time to see his mom, her back was to the closet, wriggle out of her skirt.
Once he got a glimpse of the black thong she was wearing under her conservative skirt not looking anymore was a hopeless endeavor. Nor could he tear his eyes away as she turned back around to face him again. Her hands dropped to the front of her bra. Jesus she was going to take it off!
Again, she seemed lost in thought as she fiddled with the bra's front closure clasp.
Trapped by his obsession to see his mother's bare breasts revealed to him, Jimmy simply couldn't look away.
Then disaster struck. He carelessly shifted his weight while pushing the closet door open just ever so slightly. Both the floor, and especially the door, creaked loudly in the silent house.
Ellen stopped undoing her bra. Jolted out of her day dreaming, she looked up, staring directly at the closet. The door was ajar and someone was in there! She knew it, could feel it as sure as she knew her name. Mainly because she always made it a habit to keep her closet door shut tightly. It went back to her childhood fear of the The Thing in the Closet which she still possessed to a certain degree.
In a scene that could be taken from countless horror movies Ellen called out, "Who is there?"
Jimmy froze, his mind whirling as to what to do.
She repeated the question, louder this time, as her fear began to dissipate. She knew who was there: it was Jimmy. It had to be which would explain why she didn't see him when she got home.
She called out louder this time, "I said who is in my closet . . . Jimmy is that you?"
Still no response. Fine, she thought, he wants to play deaf let's see if he responds to this.
"I am calling the police and tell them someone broke into the house," she announced as she slipped her blouse back on.
When she turned and picked up the phone off her nightstand, Jimmy panicked, thinking she might just be serious, especially as she started punching numbers into her phone.
"Mom, stop . . . it's me," he said emerging from the closet.
"Jimmy! What are you doing skulking around in your mother's closet spying on her . . . watching her get undressed?" she barked at him as she sat her phone back down.
"I . . . I was . . ." he started to say before stopping. Saying he was playing hide and seek with the cat would sound moronic.
As he continued to fumble about for an answer his mom's glare grew hotter. She wanted an answer. Finally he mumbled, "Sorry it was an accident," he said dumbly.
"Really, Jimmy . . . are you going to stand there and tell me you 'accidently' ended up in my closet . . . and then 'accidently' watched me get undressed?"
"Mom it was . . ."
He didn't get far with his proposed explanation before she abruptly cut him off.
"Go . . . get out," she fairly yelled at him while pulling her blouse tightly around her body, suddenly feeling very self-conscience about her small breasts. She was embarrassed more than she was angry, but she couldn't tell him that.
After the incident in her bedroom, like a dark cloud, an icy silence developed between them. Jimmy, embarrassed by being caught in her closet watching her get undressed, locked himself away in his room for the next week.
After a week of this Ellen finally had enough. One night, after they fumbled their way through another tense dinner, barely speaking, as he was getting up from the table she snapped at him, "Sit back down young man. We are going to talk about this."
"Fine," he replied sighing heavily.
"OK, so as I remember from our little incident in my bedroom, I did not give you a chance to explain. That was wrong on my part. I should have let you explain, but the fact was your mother was simply too embarrassed at you catching me undressed to want to hear any kind of explanation but now I am prepared to listen . . . so talk."
"OK, well, this is going to sound lame but the truth was . . ." He paused as almost on cue Boxer came slinking into the dining room meowing. "It was sort of his fault." He pointed at the cat as it came up to his mother.
"Boxer's fault," Ellen asked as she reached down and stroked the cat's head.
"Yeah, well, sort of. You see that afternoon I was playing a game with Boxer. It is kind of silly but I was bored."
Jimmy proceeded to give her a brief explanation of what transpired up to the point where he had ducked in the closet . . . somehow hoping that would be enough. It wasn't.
"Go on tell me the rest. I know there is more."
Shrugging his shoulders, he added, "Then you came home early."
"Yes, I wasn't feeling well."
"When I heard you come in the room I got worried right away thinking you would be upset, me being in your closet, so I sat there in the back trying to figure out what to do and then by the time I decided to just come out of the closet and explain things you . . . you were already . . ."
He paused again, obviously very embarrassed. Taking pity on him, Ellen finished for him. "But I was already getting undressed and now you couldn't come out or you would look real guilty. Am I right?"
"Yeah. I really hoped you would go into the bathroom or go back downstairs and I would be able to slip out of the closet and you would never know I was there. No harm, no foul and Mom, really, I didn't watch you get undressed."
He knew it wasn't cool to lie to her, but how could he admit the truth.
"Didn't quite work out that way huh? The no harm, no foul part," she said with a smile designed to let him know she was not too upset by his explanation. "Really I was just embarrassed honey because I figured seeing me like that, you know undressed, you discovered my secret."
"What secret?"
"There is a reason honey why your mom, geez I can't believe I'm about to tell you this, but we need to get everything out in the open so there is a reason why I always wear padded bras. It's to make me look bigger. You are eighteen, you know exactly what I am talking about. Your mom, sadly is flat chested, embarrassingly so, Jimmy. That is my secret, which, I figured you found out that day."
Without really considering how he was about to bust himself, Jimmy tried to make his mom feel better.
"Mom, the only secret I found out that day was . . . was you have a great body. I mean you have nothing to be embarrassed about Mom. Really."
"Really honey," she said reaching across the table to take his hands into hers. After squeezing them tight she whispered, "You truly mean that . . . that your mom has a great body?"
"Yes," he said squeezing her hands back.
Withdrawing her hands from his, she leaned back in her chair while giving him the slyest of smiles.
"What is it?" he said, "Your smile is scary."
"Oh I was just thinking how maybe you just busted yourself honey."
"What do you mean?"
"Earlier you told me, and I quote, 'Mom really I didn't watch you get undressed.' Those were your exact words so I am wondering if you didn't watch me get undressed how exactly do you know I have such a great body . . . which by your own admission was the only secret you found out that day."
He could feel his face flushing red as she went in for the kill. "Now it's your turn to spill your secrets."
Just like in the closet that day, he was trapped. He would have to tell her the truth. "OK, the truth is I did watch you get undressed. I guess I couldn't help it."
"Why is that?" she asked softly.
"It's hard to explain but being in the closet like that, watching you without you knowing it was kind of exciting in a naughty sort of way."
"Yes being naughty can be exciting sometimes honey. What else. I know there is more you aren't telling me."
"After I came to the front of the closet and saw you start to take off your suit jacket I sort of froze. I wasn't sure if I should come out then, but then I figured if I stayed quiet I could escape in a minute. I didn't plan on watching you get undressed and was actually, starting to back away from the door when you turned toward me unbuttoning your blouse. I . . . became trapped. I wanted to look away but I just couldn't, especially after I seen how . . ." He paused, obviously embarrassed before dropping his voice and finishing his full confession. "Pretty your purple bra looked on you. Purple is my favorite color you know."
"Yes I know," she said. "Is that all?"
He shook his head no before beginning to speak again. "And then you turned around and started to unzip your skirt and I was curious."
"Curious to see what kind of panties your mom wears under her conservative skirt. Were you surprised?"
"Yes," he answered.
"Pleasantly surprised maybe?" she asked hopefully.
"Christ yes Mom. You have a . . . real nice, you know . . ."
"Ass?" she said teasingly. "And your mom's panties were . . . what honey?"
"Sexy," he said after a long pause.
Reaching out she stroked the side of his face gently. "Thank you for telling me all that. I know it wasn't easy."
He looked away, wondering what she would think of him now.
"Look at me honey."
He looked up at her. "I see now that my anger and my embarrassment were misplaced and I actually think I owe you an apology maybe."
Her apology came later that night in the form of them watching a movie together cuddled under a warm blanket on this chilly fall evening. The movie they watched was the instant classic horror/thriller Scream and would eventually led them full circle and back to the closet.
Ellen normally did not like slasher movies but since Jimmy did, and she was feeling guilty, she agreed to watch it with him. After the movie, they said good night and went to bed.
The next morning during breakfast Jimmy noticed his mom was a bit cranky. He asked her what was wrong but she just mumbled something about not sleeping well and they went about their day.
When her bad mood persisted over the course of the next week, Jimmy started to get worried. His mother did not appear well, looking haggard and run down.
Finally, over dinner on the following Saturday, he demanded to know what was going on.
"I am still not sleeping well."
"Why? Is something bothering you?"
"Yes actually there is and it all goes back to the incident in the closet."
"It does?" he asked dumbly. He thought that was behind them.
"Do you want to hear about it or not?" she snapped at him.
"Of course, tell me."
They retired to the living room, where she started out their conversation by telling him how she had been plagued by the most God awful nightmares as a child and how they would repeat themselves over and over again, sometimes for a week, sometimes for a month, sometimes even longer. As she got older the problem of the nightmares dissipated some but never totally went away.
Then she told him the kicker. "Your mom's nightmares are brought on by traumatic emotionally charged events. I learned that in the therapy my parents had me go to when I was younger."
"You mean emotionally charged events like the incident in the closet between us."
Ellen shook her head yes.
"Sorry Mom, Jesus is there anything I can do. I mean I thought that was behind us, we talked about things and I explained myself."
"Yes, but I still have doubts and the doubts combined with the stupid slasher movie I agreed to watch with you the other night all conspired to give me my nightmare. The one that has been recurring for the past week."
"Would telling me what happens in your nightmare makes things better?"
"I doubt it. I mean I talked to my parents about my nightmares when I was younger and it really didn't help. I think we need to do more than simply talk."
"Like what?" he said quietly.
She gave him a grave look. "I have been thinking of a possible solution but if we are going to seriously pursue it I think we will both need to be real brave so a bit of liquid courage in the form of some wine might help."
"I want to help so sure . . . I mean I never really drank wine before but I'll try it for you."
Five minutes later they were both sipping on a glass of wine as Ellen nervously prepared to tell him about what happened in her nightmare, and then maybe, if she was brave enough, to float her wild solution to him.
"It was a big mistake watching that movie as it really rattled my nerves and is a big part of why I am having my awful dreams again."
He stayed quiet as she paused, collecting her thoughts.
"The dream, it was so vivid, so real, my nightmares always are unfortunately. I was getting undressed in my bedroom. I was wearing the exact same clothes I wore during our incident when you were watching me from the closet that afternoon. In my dream, it was night, instead of day though as I was getting undressed."



She paused to take another large drink from her own wine, with Jimmy doing the same, before launching into the meat of her nightmare.
"I was facing the closet and just starting to undo my bra when I heard a noise coming from the closet. I threatened to call the police so you see your mom's nightmare unfolds exactly, almost down to the smallest detail, the same as what happened between us that afternoon . . . to this point anyways. After that . . . not so much. Anyways, in my dream, when I pick up the phone to call 911 there is no dial tone. The cord on the phone has been cut. Just after discovering the cord was cut, I hear the closet door slowly creaking open. I turn, scared now, as I watch, transfixed as the closet door slowly swings open. Standing there, in the shadows, the only light on in my bedroom is my small lamp on the nightstand was someone. He took a couple steps forward, allowing me to see him better and my blood turns cold. He was wearing the Ghostface costume from the movie, along with the black flowing robe and was holding a large knife."
Jimmy looked at his mother. Her hand was shaking as she brought it up to take another sip of her wine.
"What happens next is a bit of a blur but . . ." His mom, in a rush, went on to explain how the dream ended and why it was so traumatic for her.
Now fully understanding why his mother was so traumatized and how he played such a role in it, he told her softly, "What can we do. You said you had a possible solution?"
"I do but my solution is maybe a bit naughty and we can only pursue it if we are both feeling brave."
"Tell me. I am feeling brave . . . and maybe even naughty."
"Well, I got to thinking if me and you could reenact my dream and give it a better ending it would help put an end to my nightmares. If I remember correctly you dressed up as Ghostface, was it last Halloween or the year before, for some party you attended?"
"Yes, last year. I still have the costume. I borrowed it from Tommy and he has been bugging me to return it but I still got it. It's pretty realistic, except for the knife, of course. That's fake."
"That is no problem, we can always get a real one from the kitchen."
"You are serious about this Mom? You want me to dress up as Ghostface and come out of the closet and scare you?"
"What I want is for us to follow your mom's nightmare, as exact as possible, right up to the point where I wake up. Obviously, since it is real this time, in a sense, I won't be waking up so you can change things for me. You can give me a better ending maybe then how it really ends with you always laughing at me."
"So if we follow it exactly that means . . ."
"Yes it means what you are thinking, Son."
"Wow." It was all he could think to say.
"So what do you say? Can we do this? Should we do this?"
"You think it will really help?" he asked her.
"I hope so. I . . . I am just tired of waking up, crying and upset and having the echoes of your mocking laughter swirling in my head all day long."
"OK, let me get this straight, we follow your nightmare, like you said, as exactly as possible, and then we give it a better ending, but what does that mean? What should I do to make things better? Not laugh?"
"That would be a good start but we have to go beyond that honey. I want closure and for that I can't tell you what to do. It will be up to us to sort of ad lib how things ends and this is important . . ."
Pausing, she reached over to grip his hand tightly. "You can't get hung up on the naughty stuff you will be doing baby. I am your mom and I am asking, begging maybe, for you to do this and your mom is a big girl and can handle it so I guess that leaves you . . . are you a big boy? Can you handle being a little naughty with your mother . . . to help her?"
After a slight hesitation he said, "I can."
Impulsively, she leaned over and gave him a quick kiss on his cheek. "Thank you honey. I don't expect this will be easy for you but I really think it will help."
"OK, I'll go find my costume then."
"And I'll get ready myself. Hmm, let's meet back down here in what, thirty minutes."
Jimmy spent the allotted time by taking a shower and getting dressed in his costume while going over in his mind the details of his mother's dream so he could act it out accordingly. Lucky for him, he possessed an exceptional memory so once he had her dream down, it wouldn't be a problem of remembering what to do next when they started this very serious role playing therapy session of theirs.
Ellen, with a full complement of makeup on, and her hair fixed up nice, headed back down stairs. She was wearing the same exact outfit from both her dream and the incident in her bedroom the other week: dark checkered suit jacket, crème colored blouse, matching professional looking skirt, along with the same underwear.
He was waiting for her. In costume, except for the mask. Sitting on the coffee table was his weapon of choice for the evening: a ten inch straight chef's knife with a rosewood handle.
After entering the living room she wasted no time in telling him one last time, "Now remember be realistic in attacking me honey but even more important be truthful in your reactions when I'm forced to show off for you. Can you promise me that?"
"Yes," he replied quickly.
"Good. Its game on then in a minute. Go ahead, go up to my bedroom and hide in the closet. I'll come up in about five minutes. Oh, and make sure you really slash the phone cord. Everything needs to be as realistic as possible."
"Sure Mom," he said a bit surprised maybe about how serious she was taking things.
Jimmy waited in the back of the dark closet, gripping the chef's knife tightly, feeling an overwhelming sense of déjà vu. Finally, after hearing the bedroom door open, he moved to the front of the closet. Peering out, he watched as she crossed the bedroom and turned on the small lamp on her nightstand. And then, just as she did that afternoon, she dropped her keys and purse on the nightstand next to her bed.
Ellen paused next to her bed. Standing so the pool of light would frame her, Ellen started stripped off her suit jacket before tossing it casually on the bed. Sighing loudly, she plopped down on the bed and started to unbuckle her sandals before stopping abruptly.
She recalled how she took off her sandals that afternoon, but in her dream it seemed she still had her nice shoes on. Deciding it would be best to follow the dream instead of reality, Ellen refastening her shoes and stood up.
Turning toward the closet, knowing he was there watching her, Ellen started to patiently unbutton her blouse. Much to her surprise, simply knowing he was there, in the closet waiting to attack, ratcheted up her excitement level to a fever pitch.
Jimmy's excitement was growing as he wondered if his mom would be wearing the same pretty purple bra, along with those sexy as hell black thong panties under her professional attire. Despite knowing it was more than a little naughty, Jimmy prayed fervently she would be.
His prayers was answered when he caught a glimpse of purple under her blouse as she continued to unbutton it. She seemed totally lost in thought, as she had been that afternoon he remembered, while she continued to unbutton her blouse before slowly peeling it off.
Jimmy felt his cock jerk inside his jeans. This was even more of a turn on than last time, probably because she knew he was in there watching her get undressed-- and she was totally OK with it.
His eyes skated over her chest before being drawn downward as she turned around so her back was to the closet.
Ellen was almost smiling, knowing what this must be doing to him, as she reached behind her and started to unzip her skirt.
Hoping it would add a bit of extra heat to things, Ellen sashayed her butt as she wriggled out of her skirt.
Jimmy sighed audibly inside the dark closet. Yeah, she was wearing the same sexy black thong as that afternoon.
Turning back around to face the closet, Ellen dropped her hands to the front of her bra, fiddling with the closure.
Jimmy let out another audible sigh. This was the sign. It was truly game on now. After pulling his mask into place, he banged his knee purposely against the closet door.
Ellen stopped undoing her bra as she stared across the room at the closet.
"Hey, who is there? Is someone in my closet?"
Jimmy tensed, waiting for his cue to come bursting out of the closet and attack.
Her excitement mounting, she repeated the question, louder this time.
"I know someone is in there. Look, I am going to call the police so you better come out. I am going to tell them someone broke into my house."
Slipping her blouse back on, she hurriedly buttoned it as she moved toward the phone on the nightstand.
Picking up the phone, she punched 9-1-1 and waited.
Jimmy smiled to himself as he watched her staring at the phone before she reached over and pulled the phone off the nightstand to find the cord was cut.
Ellen cursed softly to herself before making a mad dash, across the bedroom and toward the door.
Jimmy, wanting a bit of a challenge, delayed his coming out of the closet by a full three seconds as he watched her stumble across the bedroom. He nearly waiting too long before he came busting out of the closet and loped across the bedroom like a cheetah chasing after a gazelle on the African savannah.
He caught up to her just as she was wrenching the bedroom door open. He used his fist to bang the door shut loudly as he threw all of his weight up against her, crushing her against the door. At nearly six feet tall and weighing a solid 190 pounds, Jimmy enjoyed a good eighty five pounds on his petite victim.
Ellen, feeling his hot breath on her neck, reacted as she did in her dream in trying to make a lame attempt at escape. Like in her dream, her escape attempt failed miserably when she tried to push him away but thanks to the copious amount of wine she consumed in the last few hours, she was both slow and sluggish.
Not holding back, Jimmy reached out, snatching one of her wrists in mid-air before twisting it painfully behind her back. When she let out a little yelp, he immediately relaxed his grip—but only a little.
Half dragging, half carrying her across the bedroom and over to the bed, Ellen found her son to be playing his role perfectly as this was what happened almost exactly in her awful nightmare.
Once they reached the bed, he shoved her down on it. She hit the bed with a loud grunt before twisting around to face him. He was just starting to raise the knife as he loomed over her when she cried out, "Please . . . wait . . . I . . . I was about to take off my bra. Don't you wanna see that?"
Again, those were the exact words she used to her attacker in her dream. Praying her son would not shrink from acting out his end, Ellen brought her hands to the front of her bra in a sign to him she was serious.
He paused the knife in mid-air. Tilting his head, he stared at her before slowly nodding his head yes.
"I . . . I'm going to just stand up in front of you so you can get a good look. Would that be OK?"
Ghostface nodded his head yes.
Ellen slowly climbed off the bed and onto her feet. Moving up really close to him, she started to undo her front closure bra, but before she could undo it he, following the dream's script exactly, started to shake his head back and forth.
"No, you don't want me to undo my bra. Oh . . . ahh, maybe you wanna do it instead, honey?"
Her whispered question got him to eagerly nod his head yes before he gestured to his mask by covering the eyes holes with one hand.
"Oh . . . oh you want me to close my eyes maybe?"
Again he answered with an eager nod of his head yes.
"Fine. I will close my eyes," Ellen whispered softly.
She remembered how this part of her nightmare scared her immensely as she wondered if this was it. If she was going to feel the cold, hard steel knife being buried in her chest just like in the stupid movie they watched. But now her pulse was racing, not from fear but from pure excitement as her young, innocent son, she was sure Jimmy was still a pure and wholesome virgin, was about to get a glimpse of her tits.
As she closed her eyes, Ellen bravely thrust her chest out at him. In her dream, she remembered what happened next: how she felt, instead of his fingers fiddling with trying to undo her bra, the sharp point of the knife being dragged slowly down the center of her chest.
Even though it was wholly expected, still, when it happened, the knife being dragged slowly down the center of her chest, it barely lessened the tension she felt.
Her breath was starting to get ragged, the climax, the real bad part of the dream was almost on them, as the knife paused at the front of her pretty purple bra.
Jimmy, doing exactly as his mother told him, now counted to three slowly before neatly slicing open her bra.
As her bra fell open, revealing her naked tits to him, he let out an involuntary sharp hiss. His mother was right: this was Jimmy's first glimpse of a woman's bare breasts in real life.
It was at this point in Ellen's nightmare things turned real awful. After having her bra sliced open, she kept her eyes shut tightly, and at first heard nothing. But then in a quick second or two she heard a soft tittering, followed by a louder and mocking giggle.
In her dream, she cried out angrily, "W-what are you laughing at?"
In response her attacker, Ghostface, continued to chuckle, causing Ellen to impulsively reach out and strike him with both fists on his chest. Beating on it, she cried out, "Stop laughing."
A short and quick struggle ensued where she ended up pulling off his mask to reveal it was her son. Yes, her son was the one laughing at his mother's small tits thus turning the physical threat the nightmare already possessed into a traumatic event.
It was at this point, with Jimmy cackling uncontrollably, that Ellen would invariably wake up screaming, "Stop laughing. Please . . . stop laughing."
In the past week, Ellen experienced this same awful nightmare, each time it was more or less exactly the same, exactly five times, allowing her, sadly, to know the dream by heart.
Earlier downstairs, when Ellen explained to Jimmy what she wanted, it was simple: for them to alter the course of her dream after her bra was neatly sliced open.
Now as the moment of truth was upon them, Jimmy froze. He was supposed to ad lib things from here, but as he stood there, gripping the knife tightly, wholly transfixed by the sight of his mother's beautiful bare breasts he wasn't sure of just what to do next.
Ellen, tipsy from the wine, and wanting to desperately turn the emotional trauma of her nightmare on its head, took the proverbial bull by the horns now. Anything they did now would be unscripted.
Opening her eyes, she found Ghostface staring—hard—at her tits.
Making her voice as soft and sweet as possible she whispered, "Do you like them, hon?"
Jimmy, at first did not react. He had fully expected his mother-- he didn't laugh thus eliminating the traumatic aspect from her nightmare—to shut things down at this point, but apparently she needed, or maybe wanted, more and although he would have been loath to admit it . . . so did he.
"Please tell me the truth. Do you like them?" Her voice was pleading and desperate, causing Jimmy's heart to hitch inside his chest. Finally, he was fully realizing now just how distressing this nightmare of hers had been.
Thinking he should continue with the non-speaking, he nodded his head yes—as enthusiastically as possible.
Surely, after he just told her he liked them, she would shut things down now. He found it impossible to fathom, she might want more.
Ellen did briefly consider ending things there but for reasons she could not fully explain even if she tried her best, she didn't shut their little role playing game down, but instead, doubled down on it.
"You . . . you can touch them if want honey."
After a brief pause-- while he recovered from the shock of such a bold suggetion-- he nodded his head enthusiastically yes.
"Here, let's sit on the bed," Ellen whispered as she gently took his hands.
After they sat down on the edge of her bed, side by side, she reached out, touching his hand holding the knife. "You won't need that sweetheart. I promise you can do anything you want to me. Can you put it aside?"
Jimmy, his mind reeling, you can do anything you want to me, turned and tossed the knife onto the nearby nightstand where it landed with a loud clatter before skidding off and hitting the carpet with a dull thud.
"Can take your gloves off. It will feel nicer that way for you when I let you touch my boobies, sweetie."
Jimmy, still in shock, slowly peeled off the tight black leather gloves.
Ellen, growing bolder by the moment, now reached out, grabbing both of his hands. Slowly, ever so slowly, she guided them over to her chest before pressing them up against her small breasts.
She let out a soft sigh when she felt him begin to fondle them tenderly, and then a more pronounced sigh when she felt his fingers slowly flickering over her now fully erect and highly sensitive nipples.
Ellen looked at her son, she could only imagine the look of eager longing on his adorably cute face under that hideous mask while he gently caressed her breasts with tender loving care.
Something snapped inside of her then. Some deep, dark longing was finally released as she slowly, it was almost as if this was some new wild dream she was having as it seemed so surreal, snaked a hand up and under the folds of his black robe.
When he hand slipped under the robe, she watched as his whole body tensed up. "Relax baby, I am going to give you a nice reward for being so sweet to me so just sit there and enjoy your reward."
Jimmy let out a deep sigh, before his pulse quickened, as his mom's hand started rubbing on his crotch. "Oh my, someone is in need of some relief down there," Ellen whispered as she started to stroke his nicely sized boner through his jeans.
He began to fondle her tits with an impassioned urgency as he squirmed all over the bed from what his mother was doing to him under the black robe. Ellen, suspecting it would not take much to send him careening over the edge, accelerated her hand up and down, and then all around his crotch causing Jimmy to let out a frantic whisper, "Oh God . . . I am going to . . ."
He let out a sharp little yelp before his whole body first tensed and then relaxed. She caught him as he fell sideways against her. He couldn't see it, his eyes were shut, but Ellen had a soft, knowing smile on her pretty face as she cuddled him tightly against her body.
Feeling the need to lighten the mood and let him know she was totally alright with what just happened, Ellen lowered her mouth to his ear whispering, "Well I guess we both got the happy endings we were looking for huh, Son."
But happy endings always don't stay happy as Jimmy soon found out when the guilt of what he just did hit him almost immediately causing him to start to flee the scene of his crime.
"Honey wait," she called out to him. When he paused at the door she said, "You didn't do anything wrong, but you understand what happened . . . it can never happen again."
Instead of responding he simply left. Ellen, deciding it was probably for the best not to push things with him at the moment, let him go.
Back inside his bedroom, the guilt Jimmy was feeling only intensified as he cleaned up the sticky mess inside his boxers causing his culpability in what happened to only grow.
The next morning, he was quiet over breakfast and remained so for the next week. After yet another week of nearly silent tension played out between them, Ellen was starting to get annoyed. She tried to talk to Jimmy about what happened between them, but he told her simply, "I don't wanna talk about it. You told me it can never happen again so what is there to discuss."



"Yes, honey it that's that, but still we should maybe talk about things."
He refused and Ellen, still figuring it was best not to push things too hard, left things alone.
Finally, after another two days of this nonsense, Ellen determined enough was enough, especially seeing how the dark circles under his bloodshot eyes indicated the poor boy was suffering from a gross lack of sleep.
She sat him down on early on Friday, right after a dinner where he barely picked at his food, demanding answers.
"Jimmy you have to talk to me. Something is wrong. To continue to deny it is a slap in the face to me as a mother. I know something is wrong. Period."
Jimmy sighed. He was not getting out of telling her the truth.
"OK . . . but if you want the truth, I just know it's going to embarrassing for me."
She returned his angry glare with a smile. Turning on her charm to the highest level, she whispered, "Your mom is pretty sharp honey and honestly I have a pretty good idea of what is bothering you already but I need to hear you say it before we decide what to do."
"You do?" he said surprised.
The truth was Ellen was bluffing as she was not sure what was bothering him.
"Now as for being embarrassed . . . well come on now, think of how I confessed to my embarrassing dream not so long ago and look how that has turned out. I mean I have been sleeping like a baby ever since you helped me get over my bad dream, hon."
Dropping his voice to a sad whisper, he told her, "I'm glad one of us is sleeping so well since I helped you that night."
Ellen resisted an urge to smile. It just hit her. She knew what the problem might be.
Dropping her own voice to a gentle whisper, Ellen said, "It has to do with that night you helped me get over my bad dream. Maybe I seriously screwed you up by what I did? Maybe I allowed things to go too far. Look honey, I know it involves that night which makes me guilty as sin for whatever trauma you are now suffering through and if you won't tell me exactly what that trauma is I can't help you."
Jimmy said nothing for a long minute as he sat there staring at a spot on the floor like it was the most exciting thing in the world to look at. Finally, he said, "It does involve that night, Mom."
"I suspected as much."
"I can't . . . you know . . . do it anymore."
"Can't what do what, Jimmy?" she gently prodded him.
He sighed heavily before whispering, "I can't masturbate anymore, Mom and you know, it's like . . . I don't know . . . messing me up. I used to . . . all the time . . . before going to sleep but now . . ."
His voice trailed off as he hung his head.
"You know, Jimmy it's perfectly normal for a young man like yourself to do that . . . to masturbate. So I guess the question is . . . why can't you do it anymore?"
In a voice so low she barely heard him he said, "Because of you, Mom."
"Because of me? Tell me more. You have to tell me more so I can fix it."
"OK . . . so like you ruined it for me. I tried a couple times since that night I helped you get over your bad dream but what you did . . . for me . . . was so, so much better than me doing it myself. And the worse part I guess is how I loved what you did, while you obviously hated it."
"I never said I hated it," she said quietly.
"Well, the way you said we could never do that again and logically, you always told me to think logically remember, if someone hates something they don't ever wanna do it again."
"Now since you told me the truth, I will tell you the truth also. Honey, your mother did not hate it. Not at all, but the truth is I was, or am, simply worried what I did would mess you up . . . you know psychologically."
"Mom, I am not a child. I am eighteen remember. You didn't take advantage of me so why would I be messed up. The only way I am messed up now is because you showed me how much better what you did feels compared to when I do it myself."
"So the answer is simple. You just need a girlfriend . . . to you know . . . take care of you."
He sighed. "Do we have to go there, Mom? You know I am no good around girls. I mean someday, I suppose, if I get lucky I might find someone but right now . . ." He shook his head sadly. "Really I have no prospects."
"Yeah, I suppose you are right, saying you need a girlfriend is something easier said than done. So what is the answer then?"
"I have an answer or a suggestion I guess but I know you . . . you won't like it."
"Try me?"
He looked at her shyly before whispering, "Maybe you could help me again."
"Oh honey . . . I can't . . . I mean--"
He jumped to his feet, nearly screaming as he interrupted her lame denial. "See I fucking knew it. Right away . . . I can't. Fine forget it. I'll just suffer through another sleepless night. I helped you but when it me who needs some help you turn your back on me."
Before she could even say anything more, he dashed out of the room, fleeing to his room upstairs. She winced when the requisite slamming of the bedroom door shook the house.
Ellen sighed as she sat there trying to figure out what to do. After a long bout of soul searching, where she actually took the time to weigh the pros and cons of her doing what he wanted to help him, she determined a wait and see attitude might be best . . . for now.
She ended up falling asleep that night on the sofa while watching some silly movie. It was maybe just past ten when she made her way upstairs to her bedroom, but before she entered her room she glanced down the hall towards his room.
She could see the light was on under the door. Sighing, she quietly went down the hallway to check on him.
The door was not locked as she slowly pushed the door to his bedroom open. He was on the Xbox, his back to her, headphones on playing a video game, and not just any game but one of the violent ones she hated.
He was splattering zombies all over the place and seemed fully engrossed in the game. Sighing, she shut his door before retreating to her own room.
Ellen did not sleep well that night. She woke up around two with a start. She was having a bad dream. Yeah, of course she was, considering the drama going on between her and Jimmy.
In her dream, she was being chased by fucking zombies. Sighing, she hoped out of bed. Curious, she opened her door and peered down the hallway.
The light was still on in his room. "Jesus . . . still."
Once more she stole quietly down the hallway toward his room. Pushing the door open quietly, she was not at all happy to see him with his stupid headphones still on, playing some damn shoot em up war game. Even worse, on the floor was a discarded potato chip bag, along with an empty two liter bottle of Mountain Dew.
Ellen, unhappier than ever, quietly shut the door. "Christ, junk food and violent video games. What a way to spend the night."
As she headed back down to her room, an unbidden little voice, maybe it was her conscious speaking, began to make its opinion known. You have the cure, but are you brave enough to provide it for him. Plus, if you give him his cure I bet it will keep the nightmare you had tonight from coming back.
Screwing up her courage, she did an about face and reentered his room. She crossed the room and tapped him on the shoulder.
He glanced at her, and without bothering to take off the headphones, he snapped, "I am in the middle of a game, Mom. Can't it wait?"
Pointing to the headphones, she raised her voice. "Take them off."
Glaring at her, he snapped, "What?"
"I'll do it."
"Do what?"
"What you want . . . what we talked about earlier."
His hard glare instantly melted. "Really you mean it," he whispered. "You aren't teasing me?"
"No, honey. I will help you out, this one time, with your little issue, but you gotta stop playing these violent games all night long." Glancing down at the discarded potato chip bags she added, "And start eating better. Promise me."
"Yeah, yeah, I promise," he eagerly told her. "So ahh, how exactly are we going to do this and where."
"Where do you wanna do it?"
"Your room maybe, or . . . I mean, my room would be fine I guess but . . ." He stopped, not sure if he should go ahead and voice his suggestion to her.
"But what. Something else is on your mind."
"You said you would help me out this one time and if it's only going to be once I was hoping maybe you could . . . ahh I mean you look good now, of course." He paused, not wanting to hurt her feelings.
"But I could look better is what you are trying to say. In other words, you wanna me to get all gussied up for you. Make up on, maybe wear something nice."
"Yes please. I mean if you want."
"Fine, but if I am going to make myself pretty for you, you gotta at least take a shower hon and maybe put on some of your mom's favorite cologne . . . oh and brush your teeth. I can smell the stupid stale potato chips on your breath."
"Fine. So where are we going to do it then."
"Suppose might be easiest if we did it on your bed that way you can slip right off to sleep afterward."
"Yeah, good idea."
After she exited his room, Jimmy happily padded on down the hall to the bathroom, feeling like a kid who was just told Christmas was coming early this year.
Nearly thirty minutes later, Jimmy, freshly showered and shaved with cologne on, was in his bed, under the covers, still waiting for her. He wasn't really disappointed in how long it was taking her to get ready knowing if she was taking this long she was going out of her way to look good . . . just for him.
About ten minutes later she came floating into his room with a full complement of makeup on and her hair done up nice, but this was offset by the disappointing way she was dressed: very casually in a pair of jeans and a snug white button up blouse.
She stopped before the bed. "Better, honey. I fixed my hair up and stuff . . . just for you."
"Sure it's better . . . but . . ."
"But what? I can see the disappointment written all over your face, Jimmy."
"I am not disappointed, Mom . . . it's just you are dressed exceedingly boring."
"I am. Hmm, I thought I looked nice. Both these jeans and blouse are new you know."
"Yes you are dressed nice . . . for like a lunch date or something but--"
Getting where he was taking this, she interrupted him. "But, of course we aren't going on a lunch date so I can sort of understand your point."
"OK so if you understand my point can't you like . . . get undressed or something."
Ellen paused before totally saying the wrong thing. The prim and proper mother came out of her, and before she could stop her from speaking, Mrs. Prim and Proper was snapping at son, "Hey mister, don't push it. I mean it's bad enough me doing this for you in the first place."
The look on his face was, at first, crestfallen before being replaced by a look of quiet contemplation. "So if it's really so bad maybe we should let fate decide if we carry on with it."
"What do you mean?"
He reached over to his nearby nightstand, grabbing a quarter from the loose change scattered across it.
"I'll flip this quarter. Heads we do this, tails we don't. It will be up to fate that way if we continue."
"Really, you wanna leave it up to fate. I mean are you sure you wanna do that . . . especially since I already agreed."
"Yes but I am thinking it will be better this way. I mean, if it comes up heads and we are told by the Gods of Fate to carry on you have no reason to feel guilty about doing it."
"I see your point, but on the other hand, if it comes up tails what then . . . you go back to playing violent video games all night, getting little or no sleep while ingesting copious amounts of junk food. Plus, I will have the added bonus of you being grumpy with your mother all the time."
"I'll make a deal with you. If it comes up tails and we don't do this, I will cut back on the video games to like, hmm, only every other day and I will try to get some sleep and not be so grumpy with you."
"Sounds good but for how long?"
"Two weeks," he offered.
"Make it a month with the video games only on the weekends and you have yourself a deal."
"Deal," he said with a smile. "Heads we do this, tails we don't."
Jimmy flipped the quarter high in the air, sending it end over end before it hit the carpeted floor with a dull thud a few feet from the bed.
"What is it?" he nervously asked his mother as she bent over peering at the coin as it lay there on the floor.
"Fate has smiled on you sweetie . . . its heads."
"So fate wants us to do this. You agree still?" he asked hopefully.
"Of course." She paused, giving him a warm smile. "I would hate to tempt fate by going against her wishes."
"What about the other thing I asked. You getting undressed maybe . . . I mean you don't have to get naked or anything just--"
Ellen interrupted him. "Maybe, at the very least, take off some of my clothes. Is that was what you were going to suggest?"
When he said nothing in response, only fidgeting nervously, Ellen had a sudden inspiration.
Reaching over, she snatched the quarter off his nightstand.
Holding the coin up she said, "Maybe we should leave it up to Fate again?"
"I'm OK with that." he said immensely relieved he might get a chance to see her naked.
"Well then I guess the question is . . . should the coin flip be an all or nothing proposition."
"What do you mean?"
"I mean, like if its heads I take off all my clothes and if its tails I leave all my clothes on."
"That is a lot riding on one coin flip, Mom. You sure you can handle it?"
"I can but what about you. If fate intervenes against you, you will have to look at me in my, what did you call them, my lunch date clothes instead of something a bit better."
Jimmy paused, considering how heartbroken he would be if fate ruled against him. Now it was his turn to have a sudden inspiration. "Hey maybe we could do it like this. We could flip for each of the individual clothes you have on. Like one flip for your jeans, and one for your blouse . . . you know like that?"
"And one each for my bra and panties too I suppose?"
He nodded his head yes, eagerly, "So that will be four flips then."
They agreed to keep it simple. For every article of her clothing, heads it would be removed, tails it would stay on.
He took the honors of flipping and scored big as Fate deemed it necessary after the four flips she remove everything but her tight white blouse.
After the coin flip ceremony was over, Ellen said, "I will go get undressed, if you don't mind, in the privacy of my own bathroom."
"Of course," Jimmy replied happily.
Five minutes later Ellen entered his bedroom clad now in only her snug white blouse and carrying a small bottle of coconut oil. Looking around his bedroom, she observed how Jimmy anticipated what she would want by muting the light to an absolute minimum as he cleverly threw a dark tee shirt over the only source of light in the bedroom: the small lamp on his nightstand.
Jimmy stared at his beautiful mother. The blouse came down just below her waistline leaving that her nice ass of hers about half exposed while offering just a hint of a view of her sweet, freshly shaved pussy.
"I dimmed the lights with my shirt figuring that is what you would want."
"Yes," she said quietly. Now that the moment of truth was here, Ellen was experiencing a bit of stage fright as she sat nervously on the edge of his bed.
They both stared at each other for a long moment before she whispered, "Are you ready down there or does mommy have to undress her little boy first before she plays with him."
She didn't really understand fully why she used the word "Mommy" but upon some quiet reflection she realized it was probably to add a touch of innocence to the naughty act she was about to perform.
Liking her theme, Jimmy carried on with it by dropping his voice to a sweet whisper, "I am already naked except for my undies, Mommy."
"Hmm, well, I am going to have to take them off baby if we are going to do this properly."
She pulled back the covers back. He was wearing a pair of plain white briefs. Moving slowly, she hooked a pair of nervous fingers under the waist band of the briefs and carefully pulled them down.
Ellen allowed herself a casual glance at her son's cock, he was not fully hard, but instead was sporting what amounted to a semi-erection, as she tossed his briefs off to one side, before pulling the covers back up to cover his nakedness.
"Hmm, I don't think you are quite ready for Mommy to begin playing with you yet down there honey."
"Maybe if Mommy let her little boy have a bit of play time I might get ready quicker," Jimmy quietly proposed.
Tilting her head seductively to one side, Ellen patiently unbuttoned the top two buttons of her blouse as she whispered, "What would Mommy's little boy like to play with exactly . . . I wonder?"
Leaning over, she stroked the side of her face as his eyes became stuck on her chest and the large swath of bare skin the partially unbuttoned blouse was now revealing.
"Go on baby, be brave and tell mommy what you would like to play with." She twirled her fingers in his long hair as she leaned back feeling proud he was staring so intently at her chest.
Finally, after a long pause, he whispered, "Your boobies."
"Sadly, I don't think your mommy is ready to go quite that far, but it's nice to hear anyways, but for now I think you just should be content on dreaming of what they might be like to play with."
Reaching down, she slipped her hand under the covers and found her sly teasing had down the trick: he was fully hard.
"I do believe you are more than a little ready for Mommy now, hon."
She grabbed the coconut oil and after dumping a generous amount on her right hand, Ellen reached back under the covers.
Finding his hardness, she wrapped her hand fully around it. "Lay back and relax baby and let mommy give her little boy what he has been dreaming of."
Slowly, patiently, she started moving her hand up and down his hard shaft as Jimmy's head lolled back against the pillow.
"You have been dreaming of this right, honey . . . of your mommy doing this for you?"
"Yes, God yes I have," he replied in a shaky voice as her hand was starting to pick up steam.
Ellen anticipated it would not take long for him to blow his top if he truly had not been masturbating at all since that night.
She was right when, after only about nine or ten strokes of her hand, and almost directly after his legs began to hammer up and down on the bed, the head of his cock exploded, releasing a mighty load of cum all over his tummy.
"Oh wow," she said with a soft giggle, "I am guessing my baby made a big sticky mess down there under the covers. I guess mommy better clean it up for him. Just lay there hon and I'll be right back."
He sighed, his eyes tracking her ass, as she turned her back on him and walked out of the room.
A few minutes later, she came skipping back into the room, humming no less, and carrying a small wash basin full of warm water and a wash cloth.
Despite the fact he just came, the warm, wet wash cloth felt heavenly as she used it to clean the cum off his belly and from the head of his penis.
Her job of cleaning his mess up completed, Ellen dropped the washcloth back in the basin before turning to him. "All better now, honey."
Jimmy hesitated before answering, "Yes . . . I guess."
Ellen, noting the obvious disappointment in his voice, asked, "What is wrong?"
Dropping the "sweet mommy" vernacular and with her voice now deadly serious Jimmy knew he would have to tell her the truth.
"It's just . . . I mean . . . it was over . . . so fast."
"Well, of course it was hon. I mean . . . look you are young and having an orgasm that quickly is pretty normal, especially if you have been refraining from, like you said, self-pleasure."



"I know. It's just really disappointing I guess. I have been looking forward to this for so long and its over just like that." He snapped his fingers for added emphasis driving his point home to her.
"I'm sorry baby. That is just Mother Nature for you." She really didn't know what else to say.
'Well Mother Nature sucks," he snapped with such venom it surprised her. "I just know I'm gonna wake up later wanting more and after looking forward to this for so long, like I said, it's just turned out to be kind of disappointing."
"Disappointing really. That kind of hurts your mom's feeling hon you saying that."
"Well, you always want to tell you what is wrong so . . ."
"I suppose I do. Well, what do you suggest?"
"Maybe, could I have . . . like a redo?"
"Oh honey, I don't know if that is such a good idea. I mean I was supposed to only do this once remember."
"Please, Mommy, can't you do it again . . . pretty please," he whined with such a sad puppy dog look on his face that she almost caved right then and there.
She turned away in an effort to shield herself from falling prey to those pathetic puppy dog eyes of his. Her gaze fell upon the nightstand as a possible way out of this presented itself.
She picked up the quarter saying, "Suppose we ask fate again?"
Jimmy smiled at her as he hurriedly put on his underwear. Fate had been kind to him so far so maybe he would continue to get lucky. "Same as before . . . heads yes, tails no."
"Sure," she whispered before watching him flip the quarter in the air.
They both leaned over anxiously as it landed with a gentle thud on the bed between them.
"Tails," she whispered.
"Yeah," Jimmy quietly intoned, "fucking tails."
Ellen looked at her son. He appeared absolutely crestfallen, like someone who just received word his pardon from the governor was not in the works and he would be facing death in a mere matter of minutes.
His look of absolute misery touched Ellen's heart deeply enough where, without thinking, she said, "OK how about two out of three then."
Jimmy sighed. Maybe a pardon was in the works after all!
Ellen flipped the coin up in the air and again it landed on the bed between them.
"Heads," he cried out happily. "Yes!"
"OK, this is the deciding one. We have to abide by this flip . . . no matter how it turns out. Agreed?"
"Yes, agreed," he said nervously while praying for heads.
His prayers were answered as Ellen flipped the coin one last time and it landed on its head.
Ellen smiled at the look of utter relief on his adorably cute face.
"I'll be back. I gotta go pee, sweetie. Just relax and wait for me OK." She picked up the wash basin before trudging out of the room once more, conscious of the way he was most likely staring at her ass.
She had just reached the door when he called out to her. "Hey, Mom . . . hmm, can you maybe wear something different for me this next time?"
She turned, smiling at him, "I don't know . . ." When she saw his happy face suddenly turn sad, she quickly added. "Oh I suppose so. Variety, after all, is the spice of life right?"
"Yes . . . so can I pick it out? Please . . . pretty please . . . what you are going to wear?"
"Afraid you are going to be disappointed like last time if you let me choose on my own, Son?"
He said nothing in his defense, maybe because she was absolutely right.
"I suppose so. What do you have in mind for me to wear though so when you start searching through my things I can point you in the right direction? I keep my real sexy stuff, like my lingerie, in the bottom drawer of my dresser."
"Where do you keep your bra and panties?"
"Really you would rather see your mom in her underwear rather than some sexy lingerie?"
"Yeah, I guess, I mean, ever since I saw you get undressed that afternoon and seen you in your underwear I guess I have developed a bit of desire to see you like that again."
"Hmm, the apple truly does not fall far from the tree," Ellen whispered.
"What did you say?" Jimmy asked.
"Oh nothing, honey. I was just thinking about your father. Later, I will tell you maybe but for now if you want to explore your mom's underwear drawer for something nice for her to wear it's in the two drawers above where I told you I keep my sexy lingerie. I guess just pick something out for me and leave it on my bed."
Jumping up from the bed, he hurried over to her.
"And then you will come back to my bedroom and . . ." He let the thought dangle in the air between them like a large piece of forbidden fruit. "Promise," he whispered.
"Promise," she whispered back before leaning over and kissing him on the cheek lightly.
He followed her into the bedroom, heading straight over to her dresser as she disappeared inside her bathroom.
He quickly pawed through her various bra and panties before finding a dark, small plastic bag resting on the bottom of the drawer under all her various bras and panties. The bag was tied off at the top and sealed tight. He held the bag up. It was light. Curious, he pulled the bag out of the drawer and began working on carefully untying it.
After finally getting it open, he peeked inside. There was yet one more bra folded neatly inside the bag.
Curious as to why she had this particular bra stashed inside a bag, he pulled it out to get a better look at it. After unfolding the bra to look at it, a colorful pair of panties tucked neatly inside the bra fell out onto the bed. Holding both the bra and panties up, one after the other, he immediately knew this was what he wanted her to wear for him.
After leaving them on the bed for her, Jimmy practically floated back to his own bedroom, full of youthful anticipation.
Ten minutes later, after going pee and touching up her makeup, Ellen headed back out to her bedroom and straight over to her bed, anxious to see which one of her sexy bra and panty combos her son had picked out for her to wear.
Holding first the bra and then the panties up for critical inspection, Ellen was surprised at his selection.
The colorful bra, although adorably cute, was not over the top sexy, like a couple of her other bras. In fact, the bra, along with the panties, were both something she did wear at all anymore but only keep for sentimental reasons.
"Jesus . . . of all my bra and panties he picked this," Ellen whispered to herself as she slipped them on.
She hurried off to her bathroom to examine how the old bra and panties looked on her in the full length mirror hanging on the back of her bathroom door.
First, she faced the mirror. The bra, still fit her size 32 B breasts perfectly. Leaning closer to the mirror, she admired the rows of small blue, yellow, and red hearts set in three parallel lines that zig zagged their way across the bra's innocent white background. Set on the bra's center gore was a cute little silver heart shaped decoration. Adding to the overall colorful effect of the bra, was its twin red straps.
Letting her gaze fall down to the panties, she whispered to herself, "I guess my son was in a colorful mood tonight . . . or maybe it's simply Fate trying to whisper in your ear, Ellen."
The thong string bikini panties were also colorful as they featured matching thin red strings, combined with an array of purple, white, red, and pink strips running horizontally across them.
But it was when she turned around, checking her butt out in the mirror that Ellen let out a small sigh. She had forgotten how precious little coverage her bikini panty bottoms afforded her ass. Near the top of her butt was a small triangle of material, featuring the same colorful strips as the front side. The precious little triangle of panty had the delicious effect of not at all covering any of Ellen's deliciously tanned butt cheeks, but instead leaving them fully on display.
"Wow, is all I can say," Ellen whispered as the thoughts of that night came rushing back to her when she was eighteen years old and last wore this exact bra and panty combo.
Gazing at herself in the mirror, Ellen became lost in thought.
Was she a bad mother for doing this?
She closed her eyes as she leaned forward against the mirror trying to focus her warm, fuzzy thoughts on the moral issues of what she was doing. She stood there, lost in thought, turning the question over and over in her mind, without really being able to decide one way or the other before suddenly making a snap decision.
Looking at herself seriously in the mirror she whispered softly, "I am a damn good mother for doing whatever it takes to provide comfort to my son. Period."
Her mind made up, Ellen was marching out of her room, on the way to his bedroom, when she suddenly stopped.
A thought, a deliciously nice and romantic idea, just hit her. Hard. Turning to her closet, she grabbed one of her robes and after slipping it on went to his room.
Spying her wearing her old white fuzzy robe, Jimmy face fell. "You are wearing your boring old robe . . . does this mean you changed your mind, Mom."
Hurrying over to him, she plopped down next to him on the bed.
"I did change my mind actually but you might agree what I have in mind now might be for the better so just listen."
After taking a moment to collect her thoughts she began to talk. "I think it must be Fate, once again, identifying its will to us."
"What do you mean?" he asked curiously.
"I mean the bra and panties you picked out for me to wear. I have not worn them in about twenty years, hon. I put them away at the very bottom of my drawer inside that bag but yet you found them. They are very special to me . . . and actually to you too."
Intensely curious know, Jimmy moved closer to his mom. "Why?"
"Because this was what I had on the first time I let your dad get . . . well, anywhere with me . . . sexually which, of course, led eventually, just the next day in fact, to me letting him go all the way and then nine months later you were born. As soon as we found out I was pregnant we rushed into marriage and the rest, as they say, is history."
Thinking of her late husband Jason made Ellen sniffle once or twice. It had been two years since his passing and yet she missed him still.
"So what . . . you hid them away as a token of that night."
She smiled at him before answering. "Yes."
"Then I found them and ruined your mood huh and now . . ."
Ellen, noting his crest fallen face, reached out to him. Grabbing his hand, she squeezed it hard. "Honey, I know what you are thinking and you are right, up to a point anyways, I did change my mind about giving you a redo."
"I knew it. I shouldn't have snooped inside the bag. I mean it was sealed up tight so obviously I should have just left it alone but I was just curious I guess."
"I think it was more than that, hon. I think it was Fate you finding the bag and being curious enough to look inside and while I did change my mind about giving you your redo I think you might be interested in knowing I have no desire to go against Fate's wishes for us."
"What do you mean?"
"Instead of your redo I have something better in mind for you, for us maybe. Listen. It was a Saturday night, and me and your dad had been going out steady for maybe six months and we always either went out on a date or hung out at his house. Now on this particular night we decided not to go out so we stayed and watched a movie on cable at his house and . . ."
Ellen went on to explain her idea to Jimmy and by the time she was done, Jimmy was intensely excited about what they had planned, although he was disappointed about having to wait until much later to get things started. What she had in mind was simple: a reenactment of that night when he first got into her pants.
Wanting to make things as realistic as possible, Ellen explained to Jimmy how exactly he was to act with her as the night progressed. Also to make things as realistic as possible for their reenactment they would watch the exact same movie, The Fog, from that night while Ellen would be wearing the exact same outfit—right down to her underwear.
Finally it was Saturday night and as they sat on the sofa going over some last minute details, Ellen again reminded Jimmy, "Now don't slip up and call me Mom. Remember, your dad always called me Ellie."
"Yeah, yeah I know . . . Ellie. And you remember yourself, don't call me Jimmy or son or honey but Jason."
She smiled at him. "Don't worry I will stick to our script as we embark on yet another role playing adventure huh?"
"I'm ready," Ellen replied excitedly.
"So am I," Jimmy said as he stared at his mom. He absolutely loved the way she was dressed for their date: a snug white blouse, tied off under her boobs, fully revealing her nicely toned tummy. Paired with her snug blouse was a pair of deliciously tight daisy dukes cut off denim shorts. Accessorizing her look, while hoping it would lend her a bit of a youthful appearance, Ellen added a pair of pink ribbons to her hair along with a pair of large silver hoop earrings.
They sat, side by side, huddled under a blanket, watching Jamie Lee Curtis getting chased by dead sailors, while munching popcorn. Just like what happened some twenty years ago with her late husband, Ellen waited a good forty five minutes or so into the movie before giving Jimmy his cue to get things moving in a naughty direction.
She could tell he was more than ready by the anxious way he was squirming under the blanket in anticipation of trying to get into her pants.
"You know I hate this slasher type movies, Jason," she whined. "They scare me and give me nightmares you know. I don't know why you pick them out for us to watch?"
"Isn't it obvious? Look how tightly you are clinging to me under the blanket, Ellie."
"So is that your motive. To get me closer to you?"
"Sure. Why not and hey, if you don't wanna watch the movie, we could always do something else."
Giving him a coy smile, she whispered, "Oh yeah, like what?"
"Like this . . ."
He slunk his arm around her, before drawing her in for a kiss. She allowed him to give her several light kisses on her lips before she felt his tongue trying to force its way into her mouth.
Pushing him back, she complained. "Jason, your parents, I mean, they are right upstairs."
"Yeah, but it's late. I bet they are already sleeping. I told you they both go to bed early and besides you know they are cool and respect my privacy. They won't come down here."
"You sure?"
"Positive."
"Yes, positive. You just need to loosen up a bit, Ellie and I have just the thing."
Jumping up, he rushed over to the liquor cabinet. He hurriedly poured them both a pair of shots, Jim Beam, before coming back to the sofa.
Extending the shot glass to her, he said, "Here drink this . . . it will loosen you up."
Ellie looked at the shot glass full of whiskey doubtfully, just as she had done some twenty years earlier.
"Oh come on. It's only one shot. It will help you relax . . . guaranteed."
"Fine," she said before taking the shot glass from him.
Beaming he held his own glass up, "Down the hatch."
They both downed their respective shots.
Ellen was not much of a whiskey drinker so now, like some twenty years ago, the whiskey had an almost immediate effect on her as it burned it way down her throat.
Smiling, she said, "That is strong."
"Yeah," he said with a grin. Now . . ." He slunk his arm back around her. "Do you wanna watch Jamie Lee get menaced some more or do you wanna make out with your boyfriend . . . pretty please?"
"Hmm, that is a tough choice but since my boyfriend bought me flowers last week . . . and candy and said please I guess we could make out for a bit . . . but remember . . . don't get too carried away."
"Promise," he said as he brought his lips to hers.
As they made out, Jimmy/Jason was not shy—this was her explicit instructions to him-- in trying to get his hands all over his girlfriend/mom's delicious body.
Ellen, remembering how shy and inexperienced she was with the sexy stuff back then, was equally not shy in constantly brushing his hands away, although she did allow him to slip his tongue in her mouth for a couple breathless seconds of eager exploring—before pushing him back.
"I think we need another shot," he told her.
"I don't think so, Jason," Ellie replied while re-buttoning the top two buttons of her blouse he had enthusiastically just managed to get undone during their hot little make out session before she pushed him away. "I think the one was more than good enough."
"Tell you what. We don't have to do full shots. Maybe just a half."
"A quarter," Ellie countered as watched her son filling up the shot glasses once again. She could not help but to smile as he was reprising the role of her "boyfriend" so perfectly up until this point.
"Too late, I already filled them half way and this stuff is expensive so we can't waste it," Jason said firmly as he brought the half-filled shot glasses back over to the sofa.
"Fine," Ellie sighed before taking the glass from him and downing it quickly. After this latest shot, she now was truly drunk . . . and ripe for the picking just as she had been those many long years ago.
"Now where were we? Unless you wanna start watching the movie again?" he asked her.
"I don't wanna watch the stupid movie anymore. I wanna do this . . ." Boldly she reached out, slinking her arm around him before drawing him into her embrace.
Almost immediately, he shoved his tongue deep in her mouth, swirling it around to full effect as he pawed at her chest.
She allowed the mauling of her chest by his young, restless hands as they continued to exchange several hot kisses.
Following the script his mother laid out for him, Jimmy pulled back. It was time for history to repeat itself.
Whispering he said, "Let's go up to my room, Ellie."
She hesitated shyly, just as she done some such a long time ago.
"Please . . ." He pleaded with her. "You have made me wait long enough."
Ellie smiled; he had the same look of desperation on his face, the same one her husband had hit her with back then. And just like back then, after a long nervous pause, Ellie nodded her head in quiet assent.
Jimmy took her by the hand, leading her up to his bedroom.
In pretty much an exact duplication of events years earlier, they ended up on his bed, making out.
At first, he was content to just feel her bare tummy but soon she found his hands floating up to the tie on her blouse. He tried to undo it; she stopped him.
"You can feel me up all you want," she whispered to him, "but only through my blouse. I don't want to go . . . too far."
He sighed, happy for her allowing him at least that, but sad she wasn't willing to concede more.
Twice during their hot make out session, he tried to undo the knot holding her blouse shut; twice he was denied. Twice he let his hands slip down to stroke her deliciously firm thighs, left so fully exposed by her skimpy daisy dukes before trying to force his hands between her legs; twice he was denied at this also.
His hands slipped back up to her chest, fondling her small breasts through her blouse again while he wondered what was going to happen next. All she told him was they had went up to his father's room where they made out on the bed and he tried to get in her pants. When he pressed for more details, she simply smiled and told him, "If you play your cards right sweetie, you will get to experience firsthand what eventually happened.
What happened next turned out to be pretty fucking wonderful. Breaking off their kisses, she pulled back from him. Turning, she started to roll off the bed and onto her feet.
Thinking he had been too aggressive with her, Jimmy said, "Wait, I'm sorry Ellie. I guess I went too far. Please don't go."
After getting on a pair of unsteady feet, the drunk Ellen turned to her son, ready to reprise her role as intoxicated seductresses. She was ready to reenact—exactly as best as she could recall- what happened those many long years ago.



Turning around, she faced the bed. Making her voice as serious as possible, she said, "I'm sorry Jason but I have to go. When we started dating I told you, warned you I was a good girl."
"I know . . . I know," he sadly whispered back. "Can't we just . . . like kiss some more . . . if I promise to stop trying to . . . you know, untie your blouse, and like . . . stop putting my hands between your legs."
"If I agree to make out with you some more, you have to promise to stop trying to feel me up . . . completely. If you can agree to just kissing me, and only kissing me, I will stay."
"OK, OK, I agree . . . now come on, lay back down on the bed with me."
"OK but remember your promise . . . no feeling me up. It's not going to be easy you know."
"I know, I know, but just stay. I will be good. I promise."
"Are you sure about that," she said smiling slyly at him.
She took a step back before slowly bringing her hands up to her chest. Just as slowly, she began to unknot the tie holding her blouse shut.
He watched, stunned, as she carefully stripped off her blouse revealing the colorful bra he had picked out for her. Dropping her hands to her tight daisy dukes, she patiently unbuttoned them. A minute later, they were on the floor next to her blouse.
Standing before him in just her bra and panties, she slowly rotated around allowing him a complete view of her body.
"You like what you see, Jason?" she asked when she was finally facing him again.
"Yes."
"Good, I thought letting you see me in my new bra and panties would be a nice reward for being good and promising to just kiss me without trying to feel me up."
Yeah, a nice teasing as hell reward, he thought to himself as she hopped back up on the bed and snuggled herself up against him.
Bringing her lips to his, she initiated the first kiss. It was hard, literally, but somehow he managed to confine his restless hands to just carefully stroking her bare arms, tummy and thighs. He neither tried to fondle her boobies through her gorgeous colorful bra, or get his hands inside those delicious little thong panties of hers.
Finally, she broke off their kisses before turning her back on him. The whiskey was making this naughty adventure of their easier than she could have ever imagined.
"What is wrong?" he whispered. "I didn't try to feel you up like you made me promise."
"I know it's just . . . you are the first one ever to see me in my bra and panties Jason, and it's making me a bit uptight. Maybe . . . maybe I just need you to give me one of your nice shoulder rubs huh that always makes me feel relaxed, Jason."
"Sure, I can do that."
"I have a small bottle of body lotion in my purse. Did I bring it up here . . . my purse?"
Pointing across the room, he said, "Yeah, you set it over on my desk there. I will get it for you."
"No, stay there, I will get it. I need to move a bit before I pass out from all that stupid whiskey you made me drink."
She climbed to her feet before slowly staggering across the bedroom to the desk where she left her purse. He could feel his eyes all over her ass as she crossed the room and decided maybe it was really time to turn the heat up on him.
Over at the desk, her back to him, she rummaged through her purse, pretending she could not find the small bottle of body lotion she kept there. Her sole reason for doing this was, of course, to allow him time to check out her ass as it was on such full display thanks to the barely there thong panties she was wearing.
After an excessive amount of time she exclaimed, "Oh there it is. Found it."
Back on the bed, she stretched out on her tummy after handing him the bottle. He carefully squirted a bit onto both his hands and her shoulders before starting to give her a gentle shoulder massage.
Ellen sighed. Their role playing game was going perfectly to plan. She let him massage her shoulders for a quick minute or two before she whispered, "Would you mind being a good boyfriend and giving your girlfriend a nice back rub also."
"Of course," he happily agreed.
Picking up the bottle of lotion again, he squirted a decent sized amount out onto the middle of her back.
Moving slow, Jimmy rubbed the lotion all over his mom's/girlfriend's back in a wide circular motion—while staring all the time at that gorgeous ass of hers.
His cock was reaching epic proportions of hardness as this innocent little back rub of theirs continued.
Sensing what he was looking at, Ellen mumbled softly to him as his hands traveled down close, very close, dangerously close, to the soft rise of her ass before pulling back. "You didn't have to stop you know. I wouldn't minded if you rubbed some of the lotion on my . . . butt.
Hearing this, Jimmy's heart rate nearly doubled. Picking up the bottle of lotion, he squirted a generous amount onto each of her butt cheeks causing her to squirm.
"Oh, that is a bit cold."
"Let me warm things up for you then, Ellie," he happily chortled.
He took an inordinate amount of time rubbing the lotion carefully into her nice, firm ass, causing his poor aching cook to tremble with renewed hardness.
Finally, she turned over, smiling up at him she said, "My turn. Take off your jeans and shirt. I hope there is some lotion left."
"Yeah, the bottle was practically full," he told her as he hurriedly stripped off his jeans and tee shirt.
Stretching out on the bed on his tummy, it was his turn to sigh as she begin to rub her soft lotioned hands all over his back and shoulders. The way she carefully kneaded both his shoulders before letting her hands slip down and around his back made him with extreme contentment.
After a minute or two she whispered, "OK . . . all done. You can turn over."
Jason turned over, hoping this was not it.
"Did I do a good job, Jason?"
"Yes, of course. It felt nice."
"Yeah, my friend, Liz, she told me she gives her boyfriend massages all the time and he loves them. Of course, Liz is a bit of a . . . ahh slut and I think she gives her boyfriend something else besides just a simple back rub."
"Really, lucky guy."
Ellie immediately responded with a hard slap on his bare chest, catching him off guard.
"Hey, what was that for?"
"Maybe you wanna be with her then . . . if he is so lucky."
"Oh come on Ellie, I didn't mean it like that. You know I . . . love you."
She repressed a smile. This was going too perfectly. "Really, you love me Jason? You . . . you never told me that before."
"I do. I think you are perfect, Ellie and I wouldn't trade you for Liz no matter how many happy endings her stupid boyfriend gets from her."
"You mean that?"
Yes." Reaching out, he pulled her down and they began to kiss.
Their tongues were soon engaged in mock battle, slipping in and out of each other's mouth, exploring to their heart's content.
Following what happened those twenty years ago as nearly as she could remember, Ellen closed her eyes and let her kisses slip down off his lips and onto his bare chest. Moving ever so slowly, she showered the entirety of his chest and tummy with dozens of light, airy kisses, making him sigh with delight.
Her kisses fell down ever further. Swirling her tongue around his belly button caused him to let out a soft moan. Deciding to tease him to the max before pleasing him, she let her kisses travel down further right to the edge of his simple white briefs.
Raising up, she opened her eyes. Looking down, she could see by the tremendous bulge he was packing inside his briefs her teasing had done the trick.
Dropping her voice to a soft whisper, she said, "You know I have never seen a man . . . down there before, Jason."
"Really . . . you . . . you wanna see mine?"
"Yes, if . . . if you don't mind."
"No," he whispered.
Reaching down, Ellen slowly peeled off his briefs and then let out a pronounced gasp. "Wow . . . its . . . it's so big, Jason."
"It is?" he dumbly replied, not knowing what else to say.
"Can I touch it? Please."
"You can if you want, Ellie but I . . . I'm not forcing you."
"Of course you're not silly. It was my idea."
Using one finger at first, she ran it up and down the entire length of his hard shaft before wrapping her hand around it. "If I start moving my hand up and down . . . according to Liz . . . that is how I would give you a happy ending."
Jimmy nodded his head yes.
"I think it will be easier if I put some lotion on my hand."
He watched as she squirted some lotion on both her hands before wrapping one hand around his stiff member while using the other to cup his testicles.
Slowly, she started to move her hand up and down, making him groan with pleasure as she jiggled his nut sack tenderly.
"Maybe we should make out some more while I do this for you. Liz said guys like that . . . kissing while being touched."
Unlike his father twenty years ago, Jimmy was not destined to last all that long. Ellen, much more experienced and confident now, of course, knew exactly how to give a man a hand job.
Ellen also knew how to kiss, and as she swirled her tongue expertly in his mouth, while working her hand up and down at varying speeds on his hard shaft, she was supremely confident she could make him come as quick or as slow as she wanted.
Wanting him to witness the grand finale, Ellen pulled back, positioning herself on her knees. She looked down at him, smiling, before starting to stroke his cock in earnest as Jimmy watched.
His eyes were glued to that pretty colorful bra of hers as she worked her hand up and down his cock and when his legs began to thump up and down on the bed she knew he was close. Reaching down, she added the final touch by jiggling his balls lightly as her experienced hand flew up and down his cock.
"Oh God, I am . . . I'm going to . . ."
His cock exploded with a new batch of fresh sperm, coating the back of her hand.
"Hmm, I think it is game over," she whispered to him before disappearing to get the wash basin for the second time on this fateful night.
The next few day passed in a pleasant haze for Ellen as Jimmy doted on her with the utmost care, bringing her breakfast in bed one day, bringing her candy and flowers the next, and then finally, he presented her with a beautiful diamond necklace. When she asked why he simply smiled and said, "Because you deserve it for being the world's best mom . . . ever."
Ellen was walking on clouds for those few days as her son plied her with his best boyish charm. And then suddenly, without warning, his mood changed.
On the fourth day after their naughty adventure, a Saturday, he woke up sullen and moody and stayed that way all day. When she asked him what was wrong, he snapped, "Nothing," before practically fleeing from her.
His surely mood lasted all the way into and through the next week. Ellen did her best to ignore it at first, believing he was trying to blackmail her in being naughty again but finally on Friday night over dinner she brought the subject up.
"You have been moody and sullen all week, Son. What is wrong?"
"Nothing," he mumbled.
Sighing, she slammed her fork down on the table before fixing him with her hardest glare, which never failed to break his spirit. It worked, of course, as Jimmy sighed himself before finally saying, "Fine I will tell you."
After dinner, sitting side by side on the sofa he quietly outlined why he had been sullen all week. "It's just that I have nothing to look forward to Mom. I mean I know you would never agree to do . . . that . . . again and . . . well it was so good, Mom, I mean really, really good."
Ellen's heart swelled with pride at him thinking what they did together was "so good". On the other hand, had she created a monster by doing what she did?
If she had created a monster, which considering his sad and sullen behavior of late, certainly seemed to be the case, it would be up to her to control it.
"I never said we couldn't do it again, hon."
"Really," he said, smiling for the first time in days.
After a long drawn out discussion, they finally came to an agreement. For the past year or so, every Friday night had been popcorn and movie night. It was a tradition they both immensely enjoyed. Ellen, with a sly smile, promised to add something else to this tradition: a nice little hand job.
For the rest of the week, Jimmy was so utterly charming to his mother, totally sweeping Ellen off her feet.
Friday Night Movie Night became simply heavenly for young Jimmy. His mother would wear some nice outfit to the movie, sometimes it was cute, sometimes it was something over the top sexy, sometimes it would be both, and then during the course of the movie they would gradually ease their way into her hand job.
It would start with a few kisses, but not too many as Ellen was afraid of things spinning out of control. During their light kissing session, on rare occasions, if she was feeling frisky she would allow him to feel her up a bit through whatever cute or sexy top she was wearing, although she would never allow him to snake a hand under her top or to go between her legs.
Finally, after sensing he was ready she would slip a hand under the blanket they were huddled under, slowly undoing his jeans, before pulling his hard cock out and giving him the promised hand job.
The experience was something Jimmy so looked forward to all week. So much so he could barely make it to Friday without bursting. After four straight Friday night hand jobs things were going about as good as he could have hoped before things hit a snag.
The snag was due to the one stipulation Ellen made to him about what she was doing: if his grades started to slip, even a little, meaning if he received anything less than a B, or if he was being graded on a percent basis the threshold was anything less than 84 percent, on any paper, assignment, quiz, test, etc. their fun and games on Friday night would immediately cease for at least one week, and if it happened a second time, the penalty would be a month. A third time . . . he didn't even want to consider that!
She made him turn over all his graded assignments, tests, and quizzes on a weekly basis, and being she was a vice principal at the school, it was easy for her to keep tabs on his progress.
In early December, it was going into the fifth week after their agreement started, Jimmy was called to his mom's office at the school just as he was about to go on his lunch period. It was a Thursday and Jimmy, as usual, was beside himself with anticipation for the school week to end and for Friday night to get there.
As he trudged down the hallway to her office, he had a pretty good idea what she wanted to talk to him about. His suspicions were confirmed when, as soon as he walked into her office, she hit him with her best icy glare: fucking algebra.
Yeah, damn algebra. He was struggling with the weekly quizzes Ms. Sanford was giving. The reasons for this was multiple. First of all, Ms. Sanford was a substitute and her quizzes were much tougher than old man Whitmore's.
At first, Jimmy was not too worried, after all she was only a sub and Mr. Whitmore was only supposed to miss a week, or two at the most, because of some operation he was having at the hospital. But then he developed complications and his mother gave him the inside scoop he would not be back probably until late in the school year, if at all.
She also informed him, Ms. Sanford would be staying on as the sub until he returned. Not good news, thanks to the little crush Jimmy had developed on Ms. Sanford.
This new substitute teacher was, in Jimmy's mind, a perfect mature beauty. If he had to guess she was probably in her early fifties, with pretty blond hair, styled fashionably short and wore outfits, while not over the top sexy, after all the teacher's had a dress code to follow just like the kids, hinted at her having a pair of rather prodigious breasts under the somewhat tight blouses she wore in class. Her skirts tended to be on the tighter side, probably skating just up to the border line of the dress code while not actually crossing it.
In class, she tended to call Jimmy's name out more than the other students and unless it was just his imagination, she seemed to almost flirt with him in their interactions. He told himself she just possessed an outgoing friendly personality but still . . . in the dark of night, alone in bed, he often fantasized about Ms. Sanford.
It didn't take long for the rumors to swirl around school that the outgoing and friendly Ms. Sanford might have been a lesbian. The word was she had never been married, and considering her short hair style and her friendly attitude toward the females in her class, the rumor mill was working overtime.
The fact of these rumors, combined with how friendly she was toward Jimmy, as opposed to the other boys in her class, made him feel almost special and only increased the developing crush he had on her.
During class, as she was up at the board showing the class how to work out the assigned problem, or standing in front of the class giving her lectures, Jimmy often became lost staring at her. As his concentration wavered in her class, so did his grades begin to fall. Making it doubly hard was her weekly quizzes fell on a Thursday, when poor Jimmy was at his most desperate in pent up anticipation for his weekly session the next day with his mom.
As he entered her office before he could sit down, his mother, hit him with the bad news. "I have your quiz score from last week in algebra. B minus," she snapped at him. "You know what that means. Anything below a B . . ."
"Yeah, yeah I know," he grumbled. "No Friday night fun." He plopped down in the chair across from his mom hopping she wasn't going to give him too much grief. It was bad enough he would be missing out on his Friday night fun as it was.
"Better do better on her quiz tomorrow, Son or--"
"I know . . . a month penalty."
Ellen looked at him. He looked like a little kid who was told on December 24th Santa would be skipping his house this year. Yes, he looked that pathetic as he slumped down in his chair.
Softening her voice, Ellen said, "I talked to Ms. Sanford. She says you act like you are day dreaming and not paying attention while she is showing the class how to work stuff out on the board. You got to pay attention to her son. I mean, algebra, you were doing fine in it under Mr. Whitmore."
"Yeah, well, things were different then, Mom."
"Different how. She is teaching the same stuff you aced before. She is has not changed the curriculum."
"Yeah, but . . ." He hesitated, not sure if he should actually tell his mom the truth about his feelings for the beguiling mature Ms. Sanford. What if she got jealous, then again, she had tried to convince him needed to take an interest in other girls . . . although Ms. Sanford, at her age, was anything but a "girl", of course.
"Yeah, but what . . . let me guess. You have a crush on her . . ."
Jimmy sat up straight in his chair. How the fuck did she know? He thought about denying it but his mother always seemed to know when he was lying so he thought better of it. Instead, he smiled wanly, shrugging his shoulders. As usual his mother read him like an open book.
As she stayed silent that only meant one thing: she wanted to hear more.
"Yeah, maybe . . . I mean a little." Then the rest of the truth came pouring out before he could stop himself. "I have a hard time concentrating on her lessons, Mom, because . . . because I don't know . . . I mean I think she is attractive, not as much as you, but still . . . and then, on Thursday, her quizzes are tough because by then, I'm . . . well, you know, its . . . it's been like six days since . . . you know . . . our last time and I am so ready, so anxious for Friday, that I can't like at all concentrate as she lectures us before the quiz."



Ellen let out a soft sigh. She had wanted so badly to be mad at him for the B minus he got on the quiz, for not concentrating in class, for day dreaming, but after his confession—how could she be mad?
"So what is the solution then? I mean we can't very well chastise Ms. Sanford for being attractive enough to capture your attention."
"What can I say? I like mature women . . . you best of all, of course."
"Thank you for the compliment hon, but the penalty still stands. No fun and games tomorrow and if your quiz score today is below a B . . . well you know the penalty."
"Yeah a fucking month. Mom, I'm screwed. I . . . I probably will get worse than a B today. I mean, not only will I, as usual, not be able to concentrate but now I am . . . yeah totally bummed out about . . . tomorrow."
"Well what do you suggest? Talk to Ms. Sanford and tell her to make her quizzes easier so I can keep giving me son his Friday night hand jobs?"
"Of course not, Mom but maybe you could . . . ahhh . . . shit you will never go for it."
"Try me. I mean, after all, if your mom has proven anything by now . . ." Standing up, she circled around her desk so she was standing directly in front of him. "It's she is willing to go that extra mile to make you happy, honey."
"Well I was just thinking if you could like . . . hmm, take care of me . . . before Ms. Sanford's class then I would be able to concentrate on her lecture and probably ace her stupid quiz."
Ellen smiled at her son's ingenuity before answering. "Nice try, but you are in the penalty box this week, sweetie. Or did you forget? I mean what is the purpose of me penalizing you by not giving you your Friday night treat if I take care of you on Thursday."
"If you took care of me today, we could skip the next two Friday's and then we would be back on track. I mean, I am serious, Mom. I . . ." He sighed heavily, looking up at her in quiet desperation. "I can't do badly on today's quiz. I mean . . . a month . . . whole month. I . . . no way."
Ellen leaned back against her desk as she stood pondering things before speaking. "Yeah, but even if I did say yes to your suggestion we hardly have time to do it baby. I mean by the time we rushed home, did it, and then even if we rushed back you would be late for her class." She glanced at her phone. "As it stands you only have forty five minutes until her class so . . . yeah we don't have time to go home."
Smiling sheepishly, Jimmy whispered as he reached out and took her hand. "Who says we have to go home?"
"Wait . . . seriously . . . you want me to take care of you here . . . in my office."
"Yeah, why not? I mean you can call out to Renee and tell her you don't want to be disturbed. You could lock the door even. I mean with Mr. Locke out still you are, like, in charge right so if you don't want to be disturbed . . . no one will disturb you."
Mr. Locke was the principal and was currently on the second week of a two month medical leave so it was true, she was in charge. Everything else her son said also happened to be true: she did have a lock on her office door, and she could call out to her secretary Renee and tell her she was not to be disturbed under any circumstances. If there was some kind of dire emergency Renee would call her first anyways giving them time to not get caught doing anything untold.
On the surface it seemed like a doable idea but . . . but Jesus in her office, in the middle of a school day!
Then he started to beg. "Please, Mom, pretty please. I promise I will fucking ace the hell out of her quiz . . . I mean that . . . I will not get just at least a B but an A . . . or hmm, A minus anyways."
"And if you don't get the A minus then what?"
"Then you can give me the month penalty."
"I don't know, hon. I mean . . . right here."
"Oh c'mon Mom, please. I can't go a month without . . . you." He squeezed her hands tight. "Please . . . I will take you out tomorrow night to any restaurant you want. My treat . . . no matter how expensive."
She squeezed his hand back her will to resist crumbling. "There is that new Italian place on Gilmore. Supposed to be good . . . and expensive."
"Sure, I will make reservations as soon as I get home today. Please . . . I need this . . . more than you can imagine."
"Oh honey . . . Jesus I can't believe I am even considering this."
"Don't consider . . . just say yes."
Ellen sighed again before twisting around. Grabbing the phone, she punched the number to her secretary. "Yeah, Renee . . . listen I don't want to be disturbed for the next forty minutes. I have a bit of a family emergency I guess you could call it to discuss with my son."
There was a brief pause before she said, "Yes no calls and no visitors please until after one. In fact, why don't you just take an early lunch and lock the outer door . . . put a note on the door to just call my cell in case of a real emergency. Yeah, thanks Renee."
Jimmy smiled at his mom.
"You better ace that quiz mister," Ellen said with a sigh.
"Yeah, just like you better ace giving me this," Jimmy said happily as he boldly grabbed his mom's hand, pushing it against his crotch.
"Hmm, I have never failed yet have I, Son?" she purred as she started to rub his cock, Jesus he was already hard, through his jeans.
He started to rise up, doubtlessly as a prelude in trying to kiss her, but she pushed him back down. "Sit down, relax for a second. I'm going to make sure Renee went to lunch already."
Ellen, still trying to wrap her head around how the fuck he had talked her into doing this, crossed her office to the door. Peeking out, she saw the outer office was empty and the out-of-office sign was placed on the door. She twisted the lock on her door, securing it before heading back over to her son.
Approaching him from behind, she placed her hands gently on his shoulders, before beginning to massage them.
Leaning over, she whispered in his ear, "You promise to concentrate really hard in her class today and ace the quiz and I will give you the best hand job . . . ever."
"Really?"
"Really, but you have to promise me."
"I will ace it . . . promise, but can you come around to my front so I can see you."
"Why," she said as she continued to knead his shoulders lightly.
"Because you are the image of professional beauty and I desire to gaze upon such beauty before I receive my just reward."
Ellen did look nice, both professionally and personally, in her dark checkered suit jacket, pale pink colored blouse, and dark checkered skirt that perfectly matched her suit jacket. Her hair was done up nice and her make up applied just right making her a vision of pure beauty in his eyes.
She laughed lightly as she circled around him. "More like naughty reward, hon," she said.
Leaning back against her wide oak desk she gave him a sly look. "So are you ready . . . you felt ready earlier already."
"Hmm, not quite," he said as he decided to try and take advantage of the momentum he seemed to have with her this afternoon.
"Really, not yet. Why not?"
"Because you are still dressed."
His boldness made her laugh out loud. "Seriously, you can't expect me to get undressed . . . I mean what if someone calls on my cell? What if there is an emergency and I'm in my office undressed."
"OK . . . I see your point but can you at least take off your suit jacket? Please."
"Hmm, since you said please I suppose I could at least do that."
She took a step back, before slowly removing her professional suit jacket and neatly draping it over the back of her chair on the other side of the desk.
"Better?' she said as she moved around the desk toward him again as he reclined in his chair.
"Somewhat, but it would be more better if you could continue stripping for me . . . I mean you don't have to get naked just maybe take off your blouse and skirt."
Again she laughed at his boldness. "You are a persistent anyways, Son, but the answer is still no."
But directly after telling him no he looked so totally crestfallen that Ellen quickly throw him a bone. "Tell you want, the chances of an emergency happening in the next forty minutes or so is pretty low so . . . well I suppose I could, at the very least . . ." Smiling at him, she moved her hands to the front of her blouse. "Unbutton my blouse for you, allowing you to catch a glimpse of whatever sexy bra your very professional vice principal, the esteemed Mrs. Grant, is wearing under her boring business attire."
She was about to unbutton her blouse when she suddenly stopped as she hit upon an idea to spice up what was happening. Now if only Jimmy would go along it might be kind of fun.
"I mean, I guess I really don't have a choice since you are, in fact, blackmailing me huh young man?"
Jimmy smiled as he picked up on what she was doing right away. Once again, they would be role playing. "That is a fact Mrs. Grant so if you don't want your secret revealed I suggest you do as I say."
Inspired by her son picking up on the direction she was leading him she quickly replied. "But first tell me, how exactly did you find about my dark past . . . about me working as a stripper and about my time as a comfort girl at a massage parlor?"
"Yeah, who would have ever believed the esteemed Mrs. Grant was a fucking stripper and worked giving . . . ahh happy endings at a sleazy Asian massage parlor? Well I will tell you how I found out. My dad, he is a private investigator, and he ran a complete background check on you . . . unlike the half assed one the school did before allowing you to get hired as a vice principal."
"Hmm, well obviously, Jimmy I wouldn't want those facts to come to light. So what exactly do you want?"
He gestured at her blouse. "Take off your fucking blouse."
"My blouse," she intoned in mock surprise. "Surely you can't be serious. I mean . . ."
"And why not? You are hot . . . I mean for a vice principal and all. I mean, why you think I am always getting in trouble and being sent to your office Mrs. Grant."
Really," she said in a soft whisper. "You . . . like have a crush on your vice principal, young man."
He nodded his head slowly yes before barking, "Now . . . unbutton it . . . and don't make me ask again."
Ellen, her heart pounding in her chest, slowly undid her blouse as she stood in front of him.
When she got it completely unbuttoned, he stood up. Reaching out, he slowly pulled it down and half way off of her so it was hanging about midway down on her upper arms, revealing the sexy pink lace trimmed dark navy blue bra she was wearing. He looked at it closer—the cups were adorned with little pink hearts and other oblong shapes splashed across it as a decorative touch. He found the bra to be, like his mother, utterly gorgeous.
"Now you seen it . . . seen what I wear under my professional attire . . . so that should be enough for you. You should go," she whispered playing the role of being both shy and scared to the hilt.
"Hmm, not hardly, Mrs. Grant. If you want me to keep your secrets you are going to have to give me something a bit more than just showing off your sexy little bra."
"W-what more do you want?"
He took a small step forward. Using one finger, he tilted her chin upwards so she was staring directly into his eyes. "Only what I have been dreaming about all school year, Mrs. Grant. A kiss."
Slowly he moved his mouth towards hers. She tried, not very hard though, to move away but, using one hand, he carefully held her face in place as he planted a small kiss on her lips.
She didn't kiss him back though causing him to whisper to her harshly. "You need to do better than that, Mrs. Grant. Kiss me back . . . please."
"Well, since you said please," she breathed. Their lips came together again and after a trio of light kisses, he snaked a tongue deep into her open mouth causing her to stiffen. As he swirled his tongue inside her mouth, he brought his hands up, first across her bare tummy and then onto the soft mounds of her breasts.
She immediately swatted his hands away as she pulled back, breaking their kiss off.
"Please no . . . you can't."
"Why not?" he hissed at her.
"Because . . . because I'm embarrassed . . . my breasts . . . I mean they . . . they are not very big at all. I wear padded bras usually coz of that."
"I don't care. I bet they are still beautiful big or not. Let me see them . . . take your fucking bra off!" He moved forward menacingly, using the bulk of his bigger body to push her backwards so she was leaning back against her desk.
"Please no . . . how about . . . I'll . . . I'll let you touch them again."
"While we are kissing some more?" he whispered. "And this time Mrs. Grant, you had better kiss me back for real . . . and don't even think of pushing my hands away. In fact . . ."
He took her hands forcefully, pushing them down so they rested on the desk. "Don't you dare raise your hands off your desk."
This time when they kissed Mrs. Grant did indeed kiss her young handsome blackmailer back so very deliciously, punching her tongue deep in his mouth, swirling it around to maximum effect, just as his hands came up and began to softly knead her small tits through her bra.
They exchanged an increasingly passionate series of kisses as he continued to massage her tits, causing her to squirm against the desk.
Sensing the time was right to try for some more, the young blackmailer carefully slipped one hand down and off of her breasts. Slowly he started to stroke her bare thigh, the skirt came down to just above her knee, as she, surprisingly, did nothing to stop him, even as his hand slipped up and under her skirt.
She was wet, exceedingly wet, he found as his fingers easily slipped under the puny protective covering of the skimpy thong panties she was wearing under her skirt.
Mrs. Grant let out a loud hiss as his finger penetrated deep inside of her. He let his kisses fall down now, attacking her sensitive neck and throat as he slowly worked his index finger in and out of her.
Ellen gyrated her hips, her breath coming in shorts gasps now. Jesus if he keeps this up he is going to make me come!
For some reason this panicked her as a small inner voice begged her to STOP HIM.
It tried using reason on her. Surely you aren't going to allow your son . . . you son to make you come here . . . on your desk . . . at your work . . . at his school!!
She gave in to the voice. Reaching down, she grabbed his hand. "Please . . . we don't have much time left . . . before you gotta get to class. Let me . . . let me take care of you."
Leaning back, he smiled at her. "Go ahead."
"Here . . . come over here." She hopped butt first up onto her desk while waving for him to come closer. Reaching out, after he stopped right in front of her, she hurriedly undid his belt before yanking the zipper down on his jeans.
His cock, already a raging hard monster, with her help, came springing out of his boxers.
Reaching back, she grabbed her purse slung over the back of her chair, pulling out the bottle of edible lube. After applying a liberal amount to her hand, she wrapped it around the fullness of his cock.
"Oh God," he moaned as she began to stroke him softly. He only allowed her a few three or four good strokes before he said, "Stop."
She gave him a questioning look.
"I need more than just a hand job Mrs. Grant if you want me to stay silent."
Ellen's heart leaped in her throat. What more did he want, surely he wasn't expecting to . . . to do her right here in her office!
"What do you want young man," she asked quietly in a voice that trembled ever so slightly.
Reaching out, he used both his hands to pull her gently off of the desk and onto her feet. After a brief pause, he leaned in close to her, whispering, "I want you to put it in your mouth."
She shook her head no while mouthing the word, although no sound came out.
"Please, Mrs. Grant. Pretty please. I will never ask you for anything . . . ever again. Please."
Placing both hands on her shoulders, he applied gentle downward pressure trying to force her onto her knees. She resisted, at first, but when he whispered another desperate, "Please . . . pretty please," she caved, allowing herself to be pushed onto her knees.
It was right in front of her, pointed at her mouth like a loaded gun. She stared at it thoughtfully for a good long ten seconds, the tension building before closing her eyes and opening her mouth.
"Oh Christ," he moaned as his hardness slipped into the warm recesses of his vice principal's mouth.
She went slow at first, using her tongue to lick it up and down a few quick times, before taking it deeper in her mouth. She felt his hand tangled in her hair, felt his large cock tickling the back of her throat as she slurped on it greedily, wanting to make him come quickly.
He had to get to class after all.
Up and down, several times she bobbed her head, sucking on it with mature enthusiasm, knowing she was going too far . . . but not caring.
Her efforts were rewarded after a good twenty seconds or so when his cock exploded inside her mouth. As she swallowed his cum, on her knees, in her office, she knew things could never, would never, be normal between them.
After she got herself straightened up, she hugged him tightly. "Go ace that quiz now, honey. You have no excuses."
"Mom, that was incredible . . . or should I say Mrs. Grant."
"I know, it was . . . was something but you gotta go."
After he left her alone, Ellen hurried behind her desk, sitting down, she furiously used her fingers to bring herself a quick orgasm as she thought about her son's hard cock in her mouth and about his fingers playing with her pussy.
The orgasm that washed over was ultra-powerful, made all the more powerful by the sheer naughtiness of it.
Free of his pent up lust, Jimmy was able to concentrate fully on Ms. Sanford's lecture and did, in fact, ace her quiz.
On his way home he stopped at the local flower shop getting his mother a dozen long stemmed roses, knowing he was one step closer to his ultimate dream . . . to give his virginity to his mother.
END OF PART I
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A Midnight Feeding- A Boy's Tale
Billy took a deep breath as he stared up at his mom. Although she was only wearing a simple white bra, it was breathtakingly beautiful to him. The cups were adorned, along with the twin straps, with a stunning lace floral design he found captivating. Somehow, although she still had on her tan dress pants, she looked simply spectacular to him, half dressed as she was.
Maybe it was because Billy possessed a bit of a bra fetish so seeing his mom like this caused his cock to go on full alert status.
She smiled at him. "I hope you are not grossed out too much by seeing your mom without her shirt on."
"Oh stop it and sit down, Mom. You look fabulous."
"Thank you sweetie," she replied.
She perched herself on the edge of the loveseat, allowing him to have enough room to squeeze in behind her.
He started to knead her shoulders again, his hands gliding back and forth, her sigh was one of contentment as she leaned her head back, resting it against him.
After roughly five minutes or so he moved his mouth to her ear, "There all done, Mom. Was it nice and relaxing... your shoulder rub?"
"It was wonderful, Billy and I am hoping, as a reward of sorts, you would let me cuddle you ever so fiercely."
"Cuddle me fiercely? I think I am going to like this," he said while wondering if she was going to put her blouse back on. He hoped not. Roughly ten minutes earlier, she took off the blouse after suggesting it was in the way when he initially started rubbing her shoulders.
"OK, grab the blanket over there off the sofa so we have something to cuddle under."
But before he could even stand up, she stopped him. "Wait, I have a question. Do I need to put my blouse back on, Billy?"
After getting over the initial shock of his mom practically reading his mind, he tried to act casual. Shrugging his shoulders, he replied, "I mean if you want."
"I think I would be more comfortable with it off... I mean... if that is OK with you, honey since we are going to be snuggled with each other under a warm blanket anyways."
"You are probably right, maybe you should leave it off."
After smiling at his answer, she dropped her voice to a low, sultry whisper. "Now I think it's only fair sweetie if your mother is going to be half dressed while we cuddle you should be too."
Not waiting for him to answer she started to unbutton his nice dress shirt, showing the patience of a saint, while noting how his eyes kept flickering down to her chest. "You don't mind do you Billy... letting you mother undress you... for this one last time I would think."
"No," he replied as she continued to unbutton his shirt ever so slowly.
He knew how emotional she got when drinking, but more importantly, how it brought out a need in her to basically "baby" him which, truth be told, was something he didn't mind much at all.
Stripping off his shirt, she tossed it casually to the side before dropping her hands to his belt.
She just started to undo it when he was struck with a slight panic attack. "Mom, maybe we could just leave my pants on," he suggested. His panic was prompted by the fact he was not exactly soft... down there.
"Honey, can't you just let me be in charge and undress my baby boy... all the way. It will be just this one last time, I promise, and also this will be the last night you will ever have to suffer me babying you to the extreme like this. After all, you just turned eighteen today and are no longer a child but a man... even if in my mind... you are still my sweet little Billy boy."
To add some further emphasis to her words, she reached out and pinched him on the cheek, like she used to when he so much younger before she whispered, "Eighteen and just as cute as ever... but despite your advanced age I just want to enjoy babying you one last time... OK? Please tell me you are fine with it... your Mommy babying you this one last time."
He caved. How could he not? "Sure, Mom," he answered as he dropped any further thoughts of protest. After his belt came undone, she unsnapped his khakis before ever so slowly pulling the zipper down. A minute later his nice dress pants sat on the floor, happily discarded next to her blouse.
Despite his best efforts, he could not control the semi erection he was sporting under his briefs and could only hope she would not notice. Of course, she had noticed--mom's notice everything-- and it, surprisingly, caused her no small amount of excitement seeing her son was half erect--because of her.
They cuddled for a few minutes, in silence, under the blanket, her arms wrapped tightly around him while she ran her fingers in the most tantalizing way through his long, dark hair.
"Did you have a nice birthday, Son?"
"Wonderful," he said simply before turning to look at her. She looked almost hurt by such a simple answer. Knowing he needed to say something further he added, "But it's even more wonderful now since I am now being cuddled by the world's sweetest mom."
"Oh really... I have been downgraded then huh?" The hurt expression on her pretty face told him she was wholly serious.
Kate, pushing forty, was suffering from a bit of insecurity regarding her looks although Billy thought she was beautiful beyond compare. She had dark brown hair, medium length falling to just above her shoulders and had it fashionably styled in soft waves of lovely teased curls. Her face was one of perfect mature beauty, featuring a pair of dark, smoldering eyes that never failed to undo Billy in the most delicious of ways when she turned them on him.
Her smile, all at once, managed to be both coy and mischievous, while also being heartwarming and genuine, while never failing to charm whenever she unleased it on him.
All this, combined with her unblemished skin with a peaches and cream complexion, made his mother infinitely attractive to Billy, as did her slender, five five, hundred and twenty eight pound, svelte figure.
He found himself often staring languidly, especially at her nice, 34 C breasts whenever she wore any type of outfit that showed them off in the least. Of course, her perfectly sculptured ass never failed to garner his attention either as she often made it a point, especially when they were alone, to wear the tightest of jeans.
In short, to Billy, his mother was nothing short of a perfect angel in both the looks and personality department with the innocent love he felt for her tainted with smoldering urges of a forbidden nature.
He pulled back from her giving her a look of astonishment. "What do you mean downgraded. What is wrong with being called the world's sweetest mom?"
"Nothing I suppose except in years past I remember you calling me the world's prettiest mom, but..." She sighed looking away momentarily. "But that was year's ago I suppose when I was younger and prettier and not almost forty years old."
"Jeez Mom, you still look fantastic."
"I think fantastic is a gross overstatement of the facts and something you are saying without really meaning it."
"Stop it Mom!" he nearly shouted at her. "You are still beautiful, regardless if you are almost forty or whatever, it don't matter and I still really, truthfully, honestly think you are the world's prettiest mom."
"Then why don't you say it anymore."
"I just did."
Katie got slowly to her feet. She stood for a moment staring at him as she twisted her nearly empty wine glass around in her hand. "Oh, yeah, maybe you did. I need some more wine."
As she crossed the room to the small bar stuck in the corner of the living room, she made her final decision: morals be damned, she was going to do it; she was going to see how far she could push the envelope with him tonight.
Determining the matter was finally resolved, left Kate feeling light and free and wanting very much to celebrate her new found freedom by getting happily intoxicated... even more so than she already was.
Billy couldn't help it. His eyes tracked his mother as she moved across the room. His heart sighed when she turned around to face him, a fresh glass of wine in hand. Leaning back, she pushed one of the two bar stools aside making room so she could recline back against the bar as she sipped her wine.
"Hey, aren't you going to come sit back down next to me, Mom?" he asked after about ten seconds of her just standing there, sipping her wine nonchalantly.
"Come sit at the bar if you want to be close to me, Billy. I need to stand for a minute and stretch my legs. If you don't want to be close to me you could always just leave me alone and go off to bed."
He got up, moving swiftly across the room. Pulling back the bar stool, next to her, he plopped down on it while trying to keep his eyes off her chest and focused on her face. "See... I wanna be close to you, Mother."
"So you do?" she said with a coy smile. "How close I wonder though?"
"What do you mean?"
"Close enough to share a secret or two with your mother."
"I think so," he said nervously. When she got like this, emotional and drunk, anything less than total capitulation in giving in to whatever she wanted often led to disaster.
"Then tell me... truthfully Billy, are you absolutely sure your mom isn't embarrassing herself tonight running around without her goddamn shirt on."
Billy took a deep breath. She only swore when she was really intoxicated which meant she would be really emotional and now he knew, more so than ever, he needed to be very careful moving forward with both his words and his actions.
He would have to tell her the truth. "Mom, you look terrific. You aren't embarrassing yourself at all, and the truth is I think you look real sexy... you know... just the way you are now."
Reaching over, she stroked his bare chest, sending shivers up and down his spine. "Really honey you think I look sexy even though... I mean, what I'm wearing is just a simple white bra and my dress pants. It's nothing special really."
"You look classy, Mom. I mean, I guess the dress pants with no shirt on is a fashion statement you make work... spectacularly I might add."
She moved in closer, maybe for the kill if she didn't push things too far and too fast and scare him off.
"I'm sorry you have to listen to me like this and reassure me but it's just my self-esteem has really been suffering the closer I get to turning forty and... well, it's only getting worse after I found out your father is cheating on me with a younger woman."
"Jesus, really, Mom?"
"Yes, I found out about four, five months ago but before you ask... no we are not getting a divorce, not yet anyways, not until you graduate high school for sure."
This confession of hers was a bit of a white lie. While suspecting Edgar was cheating on her, she had no solid proof--yet. But regardless, one way or the other, their marriage, after twenty two years, was far from satisfying.
"Well fucking Dad is crazy for cheating on you, Mom. Just crazy and stupid I mean really... I would never--" He cut himself off purposefully, refusing to finish his thought as he simply was worried she might find it creepy.
"What was you going to say honey? Go on finish your thought."
"Mom I can't. Its... I mean I shouldn't."
"But you have to. I feel in my heart what you were about to say is very important... so say it. Please sweetie. Share your secret with me and I will share a big dark secret of my own with you in return."
She reached out, twirling her fingers in his hair. "You know secrets tend to bring people closer together, honey."
He sighed knowing he would give in sooner or later so why not just get it over with--especially if she was going to share a secret with him.
"OK. I was just going to say... I would never even think of cheating on you if... you know... you were my wife."
"Oh Billy that is so sweet of you to say. You know they say, psychologists and people like that, that all little boys wanna marry their mothers."
"Yeah, I think I heard that, but don't they also say the little boys, grow out of it eventually."
Turning to him, she slowly gathered both of his hands in hers. She took a step closer to him causing him to squirm as once more as his eyes involuntarily flickered down to her chest and her pretty bra.
"Yes they do. That is the general rule, but you know what you won't ever grow out of?"
"No, tell me."
"The answer is my secret and should be told in a more comfortable setting. Like maybe in front of the fireplace over there... after you get a nice romantic fire started... while your mother sits here and has just one more glass of wine."
Less than five minutes later they were cuddled under the blanket while resting on the comfortable plush rug in front of a blazing fire.
"Are you ready to hear my secret hon?" she asked as she stroked his bare chest with a pair of playful fingers.
"Yes, tell me," he replied eagerly.
"Well as I was saying the one thing you will never grow out of, no matter how old you get is you will forever, be Mommy's Little Boy... so cute, so adorable, and so cuddly."
To stress her point, she pinched him on the cheek once, before kissing him lightly on the lips. It was a kiss that truly set his world on fire as did her words. "I love you so much, Billy and... and I wish you would really let me baby you this one last time for the entire night... while promising me you will let me take things..."
She paused, staring at him seriously while her eyes were blinking rapidly which was usually a prelude of her crying. He certainly did not want that so he reached out and using one finger, stroked the side of her face as he whispered, "Mommy I will let you take things as far as you want in babying me."
"Well calling me Mommy, instead of Mother or Mom, is a good start but are you totally serious, Billy. Will you really let me take things in babying you as far as my heart desires?"
"I promise... Mommy."
"Good then..." Wrapping her arms around him, she pressed his body close to hers while running her fingers through his hair.
"Would you mind very much if Mommy started the babying process by showering you with dozens of light delicate kisses..." She gave him a sly smile before dropping her voice to a sultry whisper, "All over. Hmm, would you mind that very much?"
"No," he said in a voice barely rising to a whisper.
Lowering her mouth she started with his face, spraying both of his cheeks, his forehead, and finally his nose with one delicate kiss after another.
Moving down, she next showered the entirety of his bare chest and tummy with dozens of light, airy kisses, making him squirm and sigh with soft delight.
Raising up from the last of her kisses, just below his belly button, she gave him a warm smile as their eyes met. "You like mommy's kisses, hon?"
"Yes... except you forgot one place to kiss me, Mommy," he said quietly while desperately trying to control the erection threatening to explode under his tight briefs.
He knew if she was to kiss him in the one place she "forgot", more than likely, any chance of keeping in check the growing hardness her kisses caused him to feel down there would be lost. He didn't care though; he wanted more of her kisses.
"And where did Mommy forget to kiss her sweet little boy," she whispered as she raised up over him. Leaning down on one arm, she carefully stroked his face with one finger before adding, "Maybe here, hmm."
Using that same finger, she carefully dragged it across his lips.
"Yes, you forgot there I think, Mommy," he said trying to make his voice as sweet and as innocent as possible... just for her.
"Or maybe I didn't forget but was just..." She slowly started to drop down, moving her lips closer to his. "Saving my best kisses for last."
Her lips brushed his, but unlike their last kisses, this time, she let her lips linger on his.
The one delicate kiss turned into two, and then three, before she pulled back. Her pullback didn't take though as before she could chicken out, she decided to go for broke as she pressed her lips firmly against his, giving him a much more serious kiss this time.
He responded just as she prayed he would by kissing her back. They exchanged several breathless kisses before she finally managed to draw back just enough to break contact.
"You still liking your mommy's kisses, sweetie?" she cooed to him.
"Yes, a whole lot," he responded eagerly.
"Me too. In fact, sweetheart, I am liking them so much that I could, if you want, give you another whole round of kisses, just like the ones I just gave you."
"I would be OK with that."
"I'm sure you would," she told him with a knowing smile. "But I wonder if maybe, so you don't get bored receiving the same old kisses like last time, would you mind if Mommy mixed in some of her special kisses during this next round."
"What are your special kisses?" he asked in all innocence.
"I could tell you baby, but that would ruin the surprise. Don't you like surprises?"
"I like surprises," he said quietly.
"Good, then no more questions, just lay your head back against the pillow and let mommy shower her baby with more loving kisses."
Just like before she started off with a soft trio of kisses, one each on both cheeks, and then one on his forehead. Moving her mouth down, she gave him a delicate kiss on the nose before flickering her tongue out to tickle it.
"Hey that tickles, Mommy," he cried out innocently. "Was that one of your special kisses... what you did at the end there?"
"Yes it was. Did you like it?"
Yes," he answered her softly.
Wanting to spoil him with more of her special kisses, Kate showered his chest with a good four or five normal kisses before moving her mouth over to one of his nipples. She gave it a light kiss before flickering her tongue out and tracing a delicate outline around his areola.
She felt him squirm a little, than a lot, as her tongue continued to work its magic on first one nipple and then the other. After a long series of kisses, intermingled in with her tongue play, Kate finally moved down as she kissed her way south.
This time she used her tongue generously as she flipped between kisses and licks in a hap hazard, zig zag pattern until she reached his belly button.
She swirled her tongue expertly inside his belly button making him squirm all the more for a few glorious seconds before raising back up.
"Still enjoying your mommy's special kisses, baby?"
Of course, he answered, "Yes."
"Maybe you would like some here," she whispered as she slowly reached out with one finger. After letting her finger drag lightly across his lips, she lowered her mouth to his.
She gave him several innocent kisses before slipping her tongue out and flickering it across his lips. He responded by opening his mouth, allowing her experienced tongue to do some exploring. She could tell by the way he was squirming all over the rug, her kisses were having the desired effect upon him.
At this point, Kate had no game plan in mind, acting instead on total drunken impulse. Then something happened to change everything. Something it would seem, on the surface anyways, to be totally innocent but, in reality, contained deep seeded implications... especially for Kate.
Just as she was finishing up swirling her tongue around and around in his mouth, and was pulling away the old grandfather clock in the far corner of the den began to chime.
Kate broke off their kiss, looking across the room to the tall grandfather clock. From the light of the fire, she could just make out the time: midnight.
The tolling of the old clock brought a flood of unbidden memories to hit the drunken Kate. Hard.
She pulled back, blinking her eyes rapidly as tears threatened to spill out of them.
Billy immediately sensed something was wrong, especially when she turned her back on him and started to get up.



"Hey, don't go," he cried. "What is wrong?" Not wanting her to leave, Billy reached out with one hand and yanked her gently back down into a sitting position.
"Tell me what is wrong," he hissed desperately at her.
"Nothing is wrong... everything is wrong," she said her voice hitching.
Raising up on his knees, he slunk an arm around her shoulder as he wrapped the blanket around her.
The clock continued to toll, with each lonely chime causing new waves of angst to course through the emotional Kate.
"Hey, hey, hey, shhh, it's OK, Mommy," he whispered to her softly.
After a long pause where she debated if she should even try and explain what was wrong to him she decided he was owed some kind of explanation.
"It's just the grandfather clock... chiming like that." She dabbed at her eyes with the back of her hand. "It... it brings back so many memories for me and it makes me sad, I guess. Well happy and sad all at once is more like it."
"Can you tell me about it... and then maybe I can help in some way."
"I'm thinking it's just me wanting to baby you for this one last time that is causing the intense bittersweet memories I am feeling. Honestly, the feelings are really more bitter than sweet."
"What memories, Mom. You have to tell me."
She sighed before answering. "OK I will tell you but you have to promise me something."
"Anything, Mom."
"The telling will cause the memories to become only the more bitter and even more painful so you must promise to do whatever it takes to wash those bitter memories away, sweetie... for your mommy."
"I promise."
"Don't make this promise lightly, Billy. This is serious business what I am about to tell you."
"I know. I can tell. I am not taking it lightly. I promise to do whatever it takes to make it better for you."
"Including letting me baby you some more after I am done spilling my secret honey and I mean really, really babying you to the ultimate degree. Don't ask what that means because at this point I don't even know what it means... just say yes or no."
He said yes, of course, sealing their forbidden fate.
She had them both lay back down and get comfortable while she wrapped her arms around him in a tight embrace before she started her whispered confession.
"A long time ago, when you were really a baby, sweetie you used to, hmm... like clockwork, right before midnight wake up. You would be hungry. It was winter when this happened and the house would be cold. Your father, money was tight then for us, forbade me to run the heater except for real short periods as it was old and not very efficient anyways and running it would make the gas bill go sky high. Anyways, so it would be midnight and cold and you would wake up hungry, wanting to be fed."
Needing to collect her thoughts, Kate paused for a long moment as she traced small circles on his bare chest with her fingers.
Finally, after what seemed an eternity to the anxious and very curious Billy, his mother continued with her confession.
"It was down here, right here in this exact spot, in front of the fire, where I would feed you, where I would nurse you with my breasts, honey. And just like tonight, at some point during your feeding the old grandfather clock there in the corner would begin to chime. Hearing the chimes tonight brought back those memories of nursing you, Billy. Those midnight feeding of ours, honestly, might have been the happiest moments of my life with me feeding you so sweetly, in front of the warm, blazing fire... just you and me. Your Dad was away then... I think he was stationed in Germany at the time as I recall."
"Mom what did --" He wanted to ask why the memories were bittersweet instead of just sweet but before he could get it out, she brought one finger up to his lips. "You can't ask any questions, Billy. It will ruin things... if you truly wanna to make me feel better... just listen and then... act."
There was another long pause now. She stopped tracing her fingers along his chest and was sniffling. He hoped she was not about to cry but this proved to be a forlorn hope when she whispered. "Thinking of the love me and you shared then... and how it can never be, you know, shared again makes me sad as does you turning eighteen today and becoming a man."
Pulling herself out of his embrace, she raised up now, twisting around, she grabbed the large pillow chair sitting there on the edge of the rug, positioning so she could lean back against it.
"And now your mother is sad because she can never truly revisit being a good loving mommy to you... like she used to... like she was during our midnight feedings. I mean, the sadness, my sadness, it comes from knowing I will never experience love like that again."
Hanging her head, she turned away from him, burying her face against the pillow chair.
He watched, his heart breaking as she began to cry with her tears touching his very soul. He ached to make things better. After pulling the blanket up and around them, he reached out, cupping her face with both hands, he gently turned it around to face him.
"Don't cry, Mommy," he whispered, "Don't cry."
He began to kiss her tears away as their hands found each other's under the blanket.
He softly kissed the tears off of one cheek before moving to the other. After giving her several light kisses on this tear stained cheek, he started to pull back.
"More... please," she whispered.
This time she twisted her face so his next kiss landed on her lips, along with the one after that. They exchanged several light kisses with the soft sound of the smacking of their lips, parting and then coming together, again and again, filling the silent living room.
Both of their tongues slipped out as she softly guided his hands up to the gentle rise of her medium sized breasts. As his tongue flickered inside her mouth, his curious hands started to fondle his mommy's breasts through the protective covering her pretty white lace bra.
After a flurry of fiery kisses, she tilted her head back, breaking contact finally as their lips parted. Still, she wanted more.
Twisting her fingers in his hair, she gently pushed his head down. His kisses fell softly on her vulnerable neck before slipping down further.
He sprayed her bare chest above the bra with a plethora of tender kisses as he continued to softly knead her nice firm boobs through her bra.
Moving extra slow, and oh so carefully, as if she was in a dream and was afraid to waken, Kate leaned forward slightly before slipping one hand behind her back while using her other hand to guide his head so it was cradled gently in the crook of her arm.
"Close your eyes, baby," she whispered tenderly to him as she unhooked her bra.
Billy obeyed, closing her eyes as he allowed his mommy to cradle his face in her arm. Although he suspected what might be coming next, yet as he felt his mom's soft bra slide across his cheek before being tossed aside, it came as a wholly pleasant surprise.
"Now open your mouth, baby... and show Mommy how hungry you are for her love."
He felt the heavenly sensation of his mother's taunt nipple bump against his lips before he opened his mouth. Latching onto it with a pair of hungry lips, Billy began to suckle on his mommy's nipple with infinite tenderness making her squirm with illicit delight.
Pulling back his mouth -- just enough to break contact-- he allowed his tongue to slither out and around his mommy's fully erect nipple several times causing a soft moan to escape from her.
He lathered first her nipple, and then the entirety of her boob with his tongue before once more, latching his lips on the fullness of her tit. This time the ensuing suckling session was a bit more serious as they were both beginning to lose control.
She arched her back, wanting more of her breast inside his warm, tender mouth as his hand, with her help, slipped down.
Between the two of them, they fairly ripped her pants down and off of her body. He took a quiet moment to raise up so he could get a good look at his mom's nearly naked body as she reclined against the pillow chair.
Her teardrop shaped breasts were an utter delight to behold as was her flat, well-toned tummy and her firm muscled thighs.
"God, you are so beautiful, Mommy," he whispered as Kate's heart leaped with joy at the way her son was so obviously enamored with her nearly forty year old body.
"Are you still hungry baby?" she asked in a quiet voice that barely rose enough to be called a whisper.
He nodded his head yes as his eyes became stuck on those beautiful tits of his mom's. Her nipples were fully erect and just begging for more attention.
"Show me then... don't hold back," she demanded as she snaked one arm around the back of his neck drawing him down to her chest once more.
This time he assaulted her breasts with the pent up sexual fury reserved for only eighteen year old boys who are experiencing the wonders of a woman's body for the first time.
He mouth flew from one ripe breast to the other as he made small grunting noises. Kate's pussy was on fire from the passionate way he was attacking her breasts leading her to boldly grab his hand and shove it between her legs.
Slipping one hand inside her panties, Billy explored the wonderfully warm feeling of his mom's moist cunt as he continued to feast greedily on her tits.
He just finished slowly pushing his index finger up and inside of her for about the fourth or fifth time, loving the way it made her writhe all against the large round pillow chair, when she suddenly flipped the script on him.
Grabbing him with both hands, her adrenaline was flowing now something fierce, she flipped him off of her and onto his back.
Stretched out on the plush rug, flat on his back, he looked up at her as she whispered sweetly, "Lay still and watch me, honey."
Moving ever so patiently, she hooked a pair of fingers around the waistband of his briefs before slowly pulling them off.
Released from its cage, his six inch cock jutted upwards begging for attention. Kate took a long second or two to gaze wistfully at his hard penis. It had been too long since she had a man's cock inside of her.
Tearing her eyes off of his cock, she looked up at him. Their eyes met as she whispered, "I want you to make love to your mom, honey."
"I... I have never been... I mean... I'm a virgin, Mom."
Reaching up, she stroked the side of his face before giving him a soft kiss on the lips. Pulling back, she whispered, "That's alright. Just close your eyes baby and let your mom do all the work."
Moving slow and deliberate, Kate slung one leg over him as Billy took one last look at his mother before closing his eyes. She settled down on his mid-section before raising up. Reaching behind her, she found his erection, letting out a loud hiss as she guided it up and inside of her.
Showing the patience of a saint, Kate bounced slowly up and down on her son, riding his cock at a leisurely pace she hoped would keep him from coming too soon.
She was in luck as Billy, although inexperienced in having actual sex with a woman, was a smart boy, having done a bit of research on the subject of sex and how to last longer in bed with a woman.
Trying a rather simple method he read about on the internet, as soon as he entered his mother he concentrated on counting slowly backwards from three hundred with his initial goal being to reach two hundred and seventy five.
Kate also had a simple goal: make love to him for as long as possible until one, or if they were lucky, both of them came.
Using her hands to help bounce herself up and down like a coiled spring, Kate was soon moaning with pent up passion from the slow, deliberate way they were making love.
Around two hundred and eighty, Billy's eye's flickered open and he was greeted with the awesome sight of his mother riding his cock with those delicious tits of hers bouncing up and down with every downward thrust.
The sight send him careening to the edge as he lost track of his count. Gripping her hips, he started to match her thrusts, wanting to make her moan all the louder.
The orgasm, putting it off much longer was proving to be hopeless, was near. Sensing as much, Kate pulled off of him. Quickly, she twisted herself around before settling back down in the reverse cow girl position. Once more, she grabbed his cock, guiding it back inside of her.
The short break was just enough for Billy to reset things. Thrusting downward--hard--his mother rode his cock for all its worth.
Propelling his hips upwards, he slammed his cock into her repeatedly, making her moan with every hard thrust.
"Oh God baby... you are going to make Mommy come... don't stop!"
In an effort to stop his oncoming orgasm, Billy bit his lip while starting to count again. He simply wanted to hold off long enough until he received some sign his mother had come.
He need not have worried. Kate, already warmed up from the prior naughty events, was near.
Falling into a nice rhythm, they started to fuck each other at a frenetic pace with Billy propelling his hips upward, hard and fast, leaving Kate tittering on the brink of a tremendous orgasm just as he squirted a huge load of cum deep inside of her.
Kate, hearing his sharp cry and feeling the way his whole body tensed and then relaxed, knew he came. Redoubling her efforts to come herself, she bounced up and down, harder and faster, while he was still, at least, a bit hard and was rewarded with a mind blowing orgasm of her own seconds later.
Turning back around, she snuggled herself into his arms. "I hope that satisfied your hunger baby," she whispered.
"For now... but what if I get hungry later, Mommy... can you fed me later, like this?" Just so she knew what he was talking about exactly, he used his hands to cup her tits.
"Oh sweetheart, you never ever have to ask your mommy to be fed... as long as we are alone. You are a big boy... if you are hungry just... satisfy your hunger with me, anytime or anyplace as you see fit. Oh and just so you know, tonight was sweet but I have a sort of fetish you know."
"What kind of fetish?" he asked eagerly.
"Well sometimes... I like it kind of rough. Your dad he... well let's just say he was pretty conservative in bed so he never really gave me any of the rough stuff I like. Now it's your turn. Do you have any, you know, fetishes."
Billy hesitated slightly before making his confession. "I guess I have a bit of a bra fetish. I mean I like seeing pretty, mature women in their bras."
"Pretty mature women... like your mom maybe?"
"Yes," he said quietly, while praying she didn't think that was too weird.
"Well I will keep your fetish in mind and maybe even try to indulge it one day soon... if you promise to do the same for your mother."
He quietly nodded his assent before they both slipped off into a quiet slumber.
The next day, a school day, Billy arrived home around the usual time, three in the afternoon, to find his mother puttering around in the kitchen.
"How was school, hon," she called out to him brightly as he dropped his backpack on the kitchen table.
He gave her a warm smile before answering casually, "It was fine, but I'm... hungry."
By his easy demeanor, Kate could see what happened the night before was not going to make things "weird" between them.
Eying his mom's slim figure, accented by the way she was only half dressed-- casual button up flannel shirt and no pants with, most deliciously, the shirt coming down just barely enough to cover her nice ass-- only caused his hunger to grow.
Stopping before him, she reached out running her fingers lightly through his shaggy main of light brown hair. Whispering she asked him, "How hungry are you honey. Just so you know your dad has already informed me he will be working late all week and not to wait up for him so I guess we are on our own all week."
"Well in that case..." Billy paused. Something snapped inside of him as he recalled what she told him about her fetish; about how she liked things a little rough.
Reaching out, without warning, he grabbed her roughly. Picking her up around the waist, he propelled her backwards before setting her deftly up on the edge of the island counter in the middle of the kitchen.
Kate let out a small gasp as Billy tore her flannel shirt open with the buttons flying off every which way. He was rewarded by the sight of his mother's pert breasts, she was braless, heaving up and down with pent up excitement.
Dropping his mouth to them, he began sucking on them with animalistic fury as she arched her back. Splaying her legs out, she used them like a pair of pincers, wrapping them around his back.
"Oh God, Billy," she gasped as his mouth furiously flew from one of the other of her sassy little breasts.
Reaching up, he fairly ripped her panties off of her while pushing her further back on the large island counter. Burying his face between her legs, Billy lapped voraciously as his mom's pussy with a wild, flickering tongue making her moan with untold delight.
Her legs locked around him harder as his mouth rained dozens of sloppy kisses in between her quivering thighs. What Billy lacked in experience he more than made up for in sheer boyish enthusiasm, leaving Kate begging for more.
"I need you inside of me," she whimpered as his chaotic storm of kisses between her legs left her more than a little warmed up and wanting more.
Grabbing her hands, he yanked her off the counter before turning her around. Reaching back, she clawed at his jeans, desperate to release the hard monster inside.
Kate let out a pronounced gasp when Billy drove his hard, throbbing cock deep inside of her as she leaned forward over the counter, legs spread, presenting her backside for him to plunder while literally begging for it.
"Oh God honey fuck your mother... hard... do it," she demanded her voice hoarse with forbidden desire.
He obliged, fucking her hard and fast; their lovemaking was not a marathon but instead a full out sprint as both of their pending orgasms came rushing home nearly hand in hand.
Like a jackhammer, Billy slammed his cock over and over into her, making her moan ever louder with every successive thrust. Gripping her around the waist, he did not let up one bit while fucking his mother like she was the cheapest of whores.
The lust spilled out of him quickly though as he came first, spurting a load of cum deep inside of her just a few bare seconds before Kate's own orgasm left her a quivering against the counter, bent over and gasping.
Gathering her into his arms, he brought his mouth to her ear, "I told you I was hungry."
"So you did," she whispered back.
"Too rough?"
"No honey, it was... almost, well, perfect." She tussled his hair before adding, "It was just rough enough without being violent, but you know..." She paused before giving him a fetching smile. "I have always dreamed about being dragged off to the bedroom and being fucked silly by some handsome young man."
She turned, departing the kitchen, sure of having planted a seed inside his brain which would bear fruit -- maybe even the next day.
The next day, Billy arrived home from school to find his mom puttering around the kitchen sipping on a glass of wine.
He smiled for two obvious reasons. One being the way she was dressed and the second being she was drinking. After taking one look at the ruched black leather mini skirt, featuring a high-rise waist, slit accent, and bodycon fit with a mini-length hem, his cock stiffened inside his jeans. She accented her sexy skirt with an equally fetching top: an off white, cardigan sweater with a V neck. The long sleeved top, hemmed a bit short to show off her flat tummy, was equally snug allowing her nice tits to be fully accented.
Completing her sexy ensemble were a pair of black suede, pointed toe, ankle boots with four and half inch heels.



Leaning back against the island counter, in just about the exact same spot as yesterday when fucked her hard and fast, Kate gave her son a warm smile before asking, "How was school? Nice?"
"Hmm, nice, yeah." Dropping his book bag on the kitchen table, he approached her slowly, like a predator approached its prey maybe. "But not as nice as the way you look, Mom. Going out?"
"I'm supposed to be meeting Francine and Liz for drinks in a bit but I have time to make you something to eat... if you are hungry."
"Oh I am definitely hungry," he said with a near growl as he drew up near. Billy was anything but stupid, knowing the way she was dressed was tantamount to an express invitation.
The implied invitation was made more explicit when he easily remembered what she told him just the day before-- I have always dreamed about being dragged off to the bedroom and being fucked silly by some handsome young man-- and was the rocket fuel for what happened next.
Reaching out for her, he snatched her by the wrist. She let out a little yelp as he propelled her out of the kitchen, down the foyer and to the foot of the stairs.
Turning her around, he assaulted first her lips, and then her vulnerable neck, with a series of wild, passionate kisses.
Reaching up, he took hold of either side of her pretty cardigan sweater and yanked. Just like the day before, buttons went flying everywhere, revealing the spicy, white racerback lace bralette underneath. Just as his kisses fell to her neck, his hands attacked her breasts through the pretty bra.
The bra's soft, brushed fabric felt delightful as his hands fondled her tits wildly.
Kate said nothing, did nothing in her defense. This was exactly why she picked out the outfit she was wearing now, for him, and why she confessed yesterday her secret fantasy of being man handled into the bedroom by a handsome young man.
Picking her up, he carried her up the stairs and into her bedroom. He was making for the bed, when a suddenly thought hit him. The bed was for making love, she wanted to be fucked. Veering to his right, he crossed the room to her vanity table. Roughly, he dropped her on her butt on the table in front of him.
His bra fetish caused his engine to run hot as he prepared to attack again. First, he would ramp up his desire by simply staring at his mother's delicious tits with only the scant bralette to protect them. Her look was that of a fawn--wide eyed and innocent- which only served to increase his lustful urges.
His heart, filled with raging ardor, commanded his actions. Taking a long moment, he savored the sight of her heaving chest; those pert tits of her, falling up and down with every desperate heave of her chest, was an invitation he would not be able to resist for long.
An untamed yearning took hold of him as his hands came up. Hooking a pair of fingers under the thin straps of her bra, he savagely yanked them both down, allowing her nice, firm tits to come spilling out.
Immediately, he pounced on them with a barely contained brutal passion taking Kate's breath away.
Letting out a surprised yelp, Kate was treated to a wild storm of adoring passion as his ferocious kisses, rained down upon her tits by the dozens, soon turned into a wild, desperate suckling fest.
Kate was thrilled at her son's all-consuming desire to suck on her tits, especially since Billy's father never once displayed such passion as her son was now showing her.
Looking down at him, his mouth flying from one heaving mound to the other, Kate noted how her son was imbibing on her bare boobs as if his very life depended on it.
Leaning her head back, she shut her eyes while thrusting her chest out, allowing him total access to her tits. Billy brought his hands up into the fray, pawing at her tits like some kind of wild animal as he slurped on them with an urgent need bordering on insanity.
Kate finally spoke now for the first time since he grabbed her in the kitchen, with his words only adding fuel to his growing desire.
"That's it, baby. Lose control. Let yourself go," she urgently whispered to him as she wrapped a hand around the back of his head shoving his face deeper into her bosom.
As the desperate wrestling match between her tits and his mouth continued, Kate dropped a hand down to his jeans, clawing them undone before yanking down the zipper.
Her hand found his growing manhood and she let out a small gasp. He was rock hard.
"Oh God honey, you are so big and hard. Your mother needs you inside of her... now!"
Much to her utter delight, Kate's impatient plea sent Billy over the edge.
Leaning back, he grabbed her roughly before yanking her down off the table and onto her feet.
Using simple crude force, he twisted her around, before barking at her, "Spread your legs."
When she didn't respond fast enough for his liking, he kicked at her ankles while pushing her forward so she was leaning on the vanity table. His voice was husky with desire as she leaned on the table, arching her butt out while spreading her legs a bit wider for him.
Billy now paused to admire the scene. His mother, in her slutty high heeled boots, leaning forward on the table, her equally slutty tight little leather mini skirt showing off her nice legs and butt, looked to be ripe for the plucking. He stared, hard, wanting to ensure this vision would be seared into his brain for the remainder of his fucking life.
Moving slowly now, he carefully reached up and under her tight little skirt only to find, much to his utter joy, she was sans panties.
She let out a soft moan as she felt him slip a finger inside of her before wriggling it around to full effect.
Her soft fingering only lasted for a bare few seconds though before she felt her skirt being viciously yanked up just enough for him to be able, when the time came, to ram his cock up and under her skirt.
He paused once again to admire the scene. Kate turned around, wondering what Billy was waiting for. She caught one final glimpse, seeing his hard cock for one brief second at her doorstep before her world was turned upside down when he drove his hips forward, ramming his full six and one half inches into her in one swift motion.
Kate closed her eyes, letting out a loud yelp as her son's cock drove deep inside of her. Billy was out of control from the very beginning. Encouraged by her loud yelps, he pounded his thick member into her- thrusting faster and harder- with each successive jolt.
Showing no regard for delicacy, he pounded his mother like she was the cheapest of harlots. The little vanity table filled with small bottles of perfume and makeup began to shake, rattle, and roll as if it was the epoch center of a small earthquake.
"Oh God baby that's it. Fuck me, harder sweetie, harder," Kate cried out in anguished passion, urging her son to greater heights of debauchery.
Happily complying, Billy rammed his hard penis into her, over and over again, with such fierce determination, he was almost- quite literally- lifting his smallish sized mother off of her feet.
"Oh God honey, Mommy is going to come... yeah fuck me harder son. Harder... make me come."
She spread her hands on the table, parting her legs even more, encouraging him to give it his all, as her cries of pleasure filled the bedroom.
Finally, Kate let out a loud wail, filling the bedroom, announcing to the world she was coming. Like a runaway freight train, her orgasm came rushing home.
"Oh God I... am... coming. Don't stop... Please, that's it... ahhhhhh."
It only took three more hard thrusts before Billy was coming himself deep inside his mother.
Their passion spent, they fell limp into each other's arms.
Billy held on to his mother tight, mouthing a silent prayer this was only the beginning. Kate for her part, needed no prayers as she knew, one hundred and ten percent, this was truly only the beginning. Things would only get hotter between them from this moment forward--of this she would make sure.
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Attack of the Tickle Monsters
Angie, aka The Queen, crept toward the stairs, holding the long wooden match aloft. Its feeble light barely pierced the inky darkness of the castle's basement as she paused halfway across considering how they might be waiting for her on the stairs before rejecting the idea. No, they would want to build the suspense a bit more before launching their attack.
Taking a moment to consider things, she figured the impending attack would come somewhere upstairs. Maybe in the royal kitchen as she exited the basement, or maybe nearer the stairs that led to the upstairs of the tri-level castle.
"Shit," Angie cried softly as she waved her hand to put the match out after letting it burn too long. She didn't like being down here in the pitch-black basement so despite only being given a half dozen matches, she considered using another one.
"No I had better save it," she whispered to herself as she carefully made her way across a basement littered with disused furniture and other various junk. Navigating the basement was proving harder than she would have imagined, especially considering the two handicaps they saddled her with to start this little fantasy game of theirs.
"How did I let them talk me into this stupid game," the Queen announced almost angrily as she crossed the basement hurrying as best she could despite handicap number one which was the white satin platform sandals with their nearly five inch stiletto heels.
These had been her wedding night shoes, and quite lovely, but not at all practical, especially for the game they were playing. The shoes combined with handicap number two--the flute full of champagne they made her drink at the start--was definitely making quick navigation anywhere an issue.
Her boys, nineteen year old Johnny and his younger brother, eighteen year old Jackie, were anything but stupid. Today was the queen's thirty fifth birthday and after taking her out to a nice dinner they came home to continue the celebration.
She suggested they sit and watch a movie but they both poo-pooed the idea of watching a movie as "too ordinary" for a proper birthday celebration.
It was Johnny who spoke up about playing the game as they sat on the sofa debating what to do with the rest of their night.
"Hey, I just had an idea," Johnny announced to the both of them.
"Oh boy, I can hardly wait," Angie replied. Johnny, the more outgoing of the brothers, was always full of ideas... and mischief.
Giving his brother a wink he said, "Hear me out as I have given this some thought."
"Oh wait, dude, you are not going to bring up playing chase and tickle with Mom are you?" Jackie exclaimed. "Shit, I thought you were kidding when you were talking about that earlier."
"First, it's not just chase and tickle with anyone, but with the beautiful, and most elegant royal queen... on her birthday, no less which is why we need to do something a bit different... and fun."
"Chase and tickle," Angie interjected with a smile, "That sounds like it could be a fun... kind of like when I used to chase and tickle you two around when you were younger and it was your birthday... and now you wanna do the same to me or should I say, the royal and most elegant queen."
She leaned back on the sofa, smiling at them loving the way they were comparing her to a queen. At best, Angie thought of herself as slightly better than average looking so being compared to a queen was a real compliment, although she had two distinct physical traits that any queen would envy: her hair and her boobs.
Her hair, it fell just past her shoulders, was a dishwater brownish blonde framing an appealing, slightly rounded face featuring a pair of mirthful hazel eyes. Angie's body, now that as a sight, featured plenty of attractive rounded curves, including a pair of robust breasts, she needed a 38 inch DD bra, topped by a pair of magnificently large nipples.
A cocktail waitress at a local casino, Angie was adept at the art of both showing off and teasing which was a trait she often showed to her boys at home as well as her customers at the casino.
Her smile quickly disappeared though. They were probably not serious about playing this chase and tickle game.
Dropping her voice, while shooting them a sad look, she said, "But I suppose you two are too old for that silliness now huh? You are just kidding right, Johnny?"
Johnny spoke up forcefully, "Yes, we are most certainly too old to be chased and tickled by the queen but what we are not too old for is a bit of revenge... right Jackie?"
"Yeah, a bit of payback would be nice," Jackie answered immediately.
"Revenge... payback?" Angie replied at first confused but then it hit her. "Oh wait, I see, let me guess... this time you two would be the tickle monsters attacking your mother, the royal queen, making her the hapless victim. Sounds interesting," Angie foolishly replied and that was all it took.
They spent the next few minutes hashing out the details of the game, trying to make the rules as simple as possible. The queen would be forced to start in the basement of the "castle" and have to make her way all the way upstairs to the safety of her royal bedchamber. Once inside, she would then have to make it to her bathroom where, if she could successfully shut and lock the door, she would be declared the winner.
Of course, she would be faced with several obstacles. The first being the tri level house, or castle as they were now referring to it in the spirit of the game, would be totally dark with the power being turned off at the fuse box.
For light, they would allow her a box of matches, the long wooden kind, but only six would be inside the box. The two other handicaps were, of course, the high heels shoes they forced her to put on, along with the full glass of champagne she consumed before the start of the game.
On the plus side, they generously allowed her to change out of the skin tight little black dress she wore to dinner. Wanting to be comfortable, Angie changed into a pair of tight faded blue jeans and a snug little blouse. Not exactly the attire of a queen but hey, at least, she would be comfortable.
Angie was a tad disappointed in having to remove her black clingy dress as she noticed it elicited more than a few lingering stares from both of her young sons as the night progressed.
Downstairs in the basement, after banging painfully into several large items, Angie reluctantly decided she would have to use another match. Dipping into the box of matches, Angie hurriedly struck the second match. After it flared to life, giving her just enough light to navigate, she made her way over to the stairs. Holding the match out high, and away from her body, she began to slowly climb the stairs.
As she reached the top of the stairs the match went out again. Sighing she slowly pushed open the basement door which gave way to the kitchen. Not wanting to burn a third match she gingerly navigated her way across the dark kitchen.
They had--cleverly-- closed the curtains over the window above the sink, not allowing any outside light to creep into the house on this cold, moonless January night.
As she approached the exit, which led from the kitchen and down a short hallway to the stairs, her high heels clomping loudly on the tile floor of the kitchen, the attack -- like a slow moving summer storm--finally came.
First, she was stunned and nearly blinded by a pair of bright lights from the twin high beam flashlights the boys were pointing directly at her face. She let out a small yelp, stumbling backwards as they both came charging down the short hallway at her holding their flashlights aloft.
She turned, expecting them to be on her in a mere matter of seconds but as she blindly groped her way past the small table, bouncing painfully off the large center island in the middle of the kitchen floor, she seemed to be making good on her escape.
Turning back, she could just make out their silhouettes in the kitchen. They had slowed down upon entering the kitchen and turned their flashlights off. As best she could tell, they were both moving across the kitchen toward her from different directions.
Quickly she turned her back on them and clomped her way over to the basement. She wrenched open the door, expecting at any minute to be grabbed from behind. Slamming the door behind her when the attack did not come, she twisted the knob lock securing the door. A few seconds later she felt the doorknob being jiggled before everything went deathly silent.
Crouching down, Angie waited in the darkness resisting the urge to burn another match. Knowing how impatient they both were, especially the highly reckless and impulsive Johnny, she figured they wouldn't hang out in the kitchen very long before retreating to a new hiding spot.
Forcing herself to be calm, she slowly began to count to fifty after which she would emerge from the basement to test the waters once more.
After she reached the designated count, she pushed open the door and entered the kitchen after striking her third match. Her plan was to quickly cross the kitchen and head straight to the stairs once again.
Straight away she was hit by a cold draft of air. Turning toward the draft, holding the match aloft, she found the source of the cold air. The curtains over the window above the sink were billowing out. The little brats opened the window!
Now, besides being utterly dark, the castle would be cold to boot. She considered briefly taking the time to close the window, but then she heard a pair of heavy footsteps trudging around somewhere down the hall she bolted, if would could bolt wearing high heels, for the kitchen exit.
She had barely got started across the kitchen when another draft of cold air blew her candle out. Not taking the time to strike another match, she continued to stumble her way across the dark kitchen toward the entranceway to the hallway.
"Shit," she exclaiming loudly as the mid-section of her body banged into a heavy object. It turned out to be the love seat from the nearby living room; they were using it to block the entrance to the hallway.
In a panic after hearing footsteps coming from behind her, one of them must have circled around and entered the kitchen from the dining room, she frantically clawed at the love seat, trying to move it in order to create an opening she could squeeze through.
She just managed to get the damn thing moved and was squeezing between the arm rest and the door frame when the attack came. Out of the dark, they hit her from both directions, one coming from deeper in the hallway, and the other one from the kitchen.
In a wild flurry of disjointed action she found herself being pushed onto the love seat where they fell to tickling her midsection with reckless fury. When she felt one of them, it might have actually been both, trying to pull her tucked in blouse out from her jeans, she yelled, "Please, no more. Timeout."
Much to her surprise their attack stopped.
It was Johnny who spoke up. "We shall grant you a temporary truce but it shall cost you."
"How so?" Angie asked warily.
"Give us a second to confer," Jackie said as they moved away into a far corner. Although she could plainly hear them whispering excitedly back and forth to each other, she could not make out what they were saying.
After a quick minute, the two devious monsters headed back toward the queen.
"For granting your temporary truce, we want a souvenir," Jackie announced.
"What kind of souvenir do the naughty monsters want?" Angie asked more wary than ever.
"We want one of your royal garments. Either your queenly blouse or those royal jeans of yours and just to show you how generous we are we will let you decide which one to hand over. You have exactly ten seconds to decide or we attack again and just so you understand this is NOT a negotiable offer."
"Really guys? My jeans or my blouse I didn't know this game was going to be naughty."
Johnny answered for them. "Think of it like one of those R rated horror movies, your royal highness. You know the kind where the extremely attractive and fetching damsel in distress, or the queen in this case, runs around being chased by the bad monsters while she is only half dressed. Now make a choice. You have five seconds."
"Well if you promise to not let our 'movie' sink below its R rating, fine, the queen agrees," she told them.
"Very good," Johnny said, "so which souvenir are you going to hand over to the tickle monsters."
Angie, noting the eager way both her sons were eying her, again making her heart swell with pride, slowly dropped her hands to the front of her blouse where she patiently undid the buttons one by one before stripping it off and tossing it to Jackie.
Both of them stared at their mother as they trained the twin beams of their respective flashlights directly on her... on her chest that is.
Once she had stripped off the blouse both of the monsters were awed by the way her tremendous 38 DD breasts were being shown off so nicely in her attractive dark aqua blue bra. A delicate scrolling of flowers adorned the large, practically see through cups.
"There are you happy?" Angie whispered as she gave them a coy smile. "You have the queen's royal blouse as your souvenir."
"Yes we do," Johnny happily piped up before hitting her with yet another demand. "Now all that is left to do is validate the temporary truce by you drinking a full glass of champagne.
"A full glass. Really that--" Angie started to protest but Johnny immediately cut her off.
"That is the rules of the game and you must abide by them."
On a nod from Johnny, Jackie disappeared into the kitchen to get the queen her glass of champagne, trusting Johnny would get her to agree to drinking it.
Once Jackie returned, champagne in hand, she noticed-- with some amusement-- how they were both dressed in identical ninja like outfits: black jeans and black turtle neck sweaters.
"Now drink your champagne down and quickly to validate our truce otherwise we attack again immediately... without mercy."
"Well if you put it like that I guess I am lucky since your mother does enjoy a good glass of champagne." She started to reach for the glass of champagne before pausing. Making her voice firm so they understood she was serious she announced, "You know, since the queen is giving in to all of your demands, she should be granted one small demand you two must obey herself."
"Fine... What is your demand my lady?" Jackie asked her but before she could answer Johnny chimed in with a demand of his own. "But before stating it drink your champagne down quickly... or else."
Giving them a quick smile, the queen drained the full glass of champagne in three hearty gulps while noting how both of their eager young eyes seemed to be stuck on her chest-- giving her self-esteem a major boost.
After setting the glass of champagne aside, Angie announced firmly, "As this game of ours, or R rated movie if you will, continues you naughty little monsters cannot force the queen to remove her bra--which means exactly you can't ask me to take it off, or try to take it off, in any way, shape, or manner. That is my rule and the same as yours it is non-negotiable."
"Fine," Jackie spoke up, "we have no issue with abiding by that rule.
With the matter settled finally, Angie was forced to retreat back to the far corner in the kitchen and count to twenty slowly so they could hide again.
After getting into position, Angie counted silently to twenty, allowing the tickle monsters ample time to hide, before striking off once more in her quest to make it to the safety of her bathroom in the her royal bedchamber.
After creeping across the kitchen, she paused at the entrance to the hallway; it was quiet. Stealthily as possible, she edged her way toward the stairs and just before reaching them, struck a match.
Holding the match aloft, Angie squinted to see in the darkness. The stairs split, with the first seven steps leading up to a landing before jogging to the right, where a second set of six stairs led to the hallway. As far as she could tell, the stairs appeared clear.
Advancing cautiously up the stairs, she was forced to blow the match out after climbing only three steps, plunging the stairs back into total darkness.
She held her breath and when nothing happening started to advance up the stairs once more.
The initial attack came from below. Johnny, crouched down low in the dark around the corner in the living room, waited until the queen advanced up a couple steps before stealthily sneaking up behind her. Suppressing a smile, she had no idea he was there, he reached out, giving her a hard pinch on the ass that made her yelp.
Her yelp was Jackie's signal to attack from above. Waiting up on the second set of stairs above the landing and around the corner, he leaped down, landing right in front of the queen just as she reached the landing, after hurrying up the stairs in a vain attempt to get away from the now incessant pinches landing on her backside.
She ended up running smack into Jackie's arms, who pinned her up against the wall as he yelled happily, "The royal bitch is ours."
A short and naughty melee followed on the dark stairs with the first few seconds of the attack being relatively innocent when the monsters concentrated their attack on her mid-section, tickling it without mercy as she squirmed about trying, not very hard if the truth be told, to fend off the attack.
Ominously, at some point during the wild free-for-all she felt a pair of hands, which of the tickle monsters they belonged to she had no idea, floating northward before they brushed, not so shyly, firmly up against the underside of her boobs.
This overt act of aggression caused a shock of excitement to spread through the entirety of the queen's whole body. When she felt another pair of hands slipping around to cop a feel on her butt, the excitement increased tenfold causing her to reluctantly call for a truce--before things spun further out of control.
They immediately stopped their attacks after Jackie called out, "Truce in effect."
"You will need to drink yet another glass of champagne to validate our truce my queen," Johnny cackled happily.
"Yes, I know," the queen muttered as they disappeared to the kitchen to fetch another full glass of champagne while excitedly discussing what they might demand from her for this latest truce.
Once they returned, Johnny shoved the full glass of champagne in her hand. "Drink!" he barked at her.
After she gulped down nearly half the glass she paused. "So what do you stupid monsters want this time for honoring my truce?"
Johnny announced what they wanted. "We demand yet another souvenir. I think your royal jeans will suffice this time. Now finish your champagne."
"Figures you would demand that," Angie muttered to herself before polishing off the balance of the champagne in one fell swoop.
Turning to them, she smiled before starting to undo her jeans. After stripping off her jeans, she found after three full glasses of champagne it really wasn't too hard to comply with their naughty wishes, she told them, "OK, so just like before I get a rule."
"Sure," Johnny answered for the both of them.
"No asking me to take off any more of my clothes. Period."
Fine," they both agreed as they openly eyed their mom's half naked body.
In starting the game again, the monsters generously allowed her new starting spot, to be the kitchen instead of the basement.
Returning to the kitchen, Angie only felt a little foolish as she stood in the middle of it slowly counting aloud to thirty, allowing them ample time to find new hiding spots.
While she counted her mind was working on a plan. She would stop moving about cautiously and instead make a mad dash for the stairs, and then up them, and into her bedroom. From there she hoped to be able to fight her way into the safety of her bathroom.



After opening her eyes she paused and then lit a match. Moving as swiftly as possible she headed toward the stairs before beginning to ascend them, half expecting to be attacked again at any moment.
Nope... the stairs seemed clear.
She paused at the landing, holding the dying match up to see if the second set of stairs was also clear. It looked to be clear as she started to ascend them slowly.
Finally she reached the upstairs hallway just as her match died. Lighting another match, she held it aloft. The hallway was clear with all three bedroom doors being shut tight along with the hallway closet door.
Taking a deep breath, she slowly opened the master bedroom door, knowing they must be hiding, and ready to attack, somewhere close by. As she entered her room, she was immediately hit by how cold it was inside. Holding the flaming match up, Angie observed the curtains on her two bedroom windows both fluttering and flapping about.
"Damn them," Angie whispered realizing now why the room was so cold. The little devils, they opened wide both her bedroom windows allowing the chilly night air to come flowing into her room.
Of course, the cold wouldn't be bothering them so much in their thick black sweaters, but Angie, having nothing on more than a pair of panties and her bra was positively freezing.
Shivering, she took a couple tentative steps inside, expecting the attack to come at any moment, but instead all remained silent and dark... and very cold inside the queen's royal bedchamber.
Then, as soon as her match winked out, instead of further pondering when they might spring out from their hiding spots and attack, Angie simply bolted, if one could actually bolt in a pair of high heels, across the bedroom toward the half open bathroom door, but just as she approached the bathroom door, freedom beckoning, Jackie stepped out from where he was lurking in the darkness of the bathroom. At the same time, the bedroom door across the room was slammed shut as Johnny appeared from behind her. He must have been hiding just behind the door as it swung inward.
With a pair of wild whoops they let loose with an aggressive attack. Coming at her from two different angles, Angie had nowhere to turn. Both Jackie and Johnny hit her squarely in the mid-section, driving her the few feet backwards toward her bed.
Tumbling backwards onto the bed, she felt their hands scurrying all over her tummy, tickling her ferociously until she was giggling uncontrollably.
"Truce," she cried. "Truce."
Their attack stopped as she let out a sigh of relief.
"Afraid you are out of truces, my queen," Johnny snapped at her. "Surrender or else we renew the attack immediately."
"A queen never surrenders," the stubborn and haughty royal highness retorted without thinking.
As promised the tickle monsters renewed their attack, more aggressive than ever, and when she felt both their hands floating across her tummy and heading for the "hills" she cried out, "OK I will discuss surrendering."
Once again their attack ceased. Hopping off the bed, the tickle monsters retreated to a far corner.
As they continued to whisper excitedly amongst themselves, Angie was starting to grow desperately cold.
Finally, after what seemed an eternity, they returned. "Your royal highness," Jackie told her, "your position as become... untenable."
"Untenable? What the hell does that mean?" Johnny snapped.
"Weak, unsound, flawed. Take your pick," Jackie shot back, "and quite t indefensible. Would you not agree, my queen and since you have exhausted our goodwill and we will grant you no more truces the next time we attack there will be no end to it. Think about it... surrender is your best option."
Johnny now spoke up with a sharp edge in his voice leaving no doubt they were serious. "Yes, my queen, think about it very carefully. I, for one, am done playing with you so the next time we attack it will be full on. You can't win... my stubborn and snotty queen."
Taking turns tag teaming her, Jackie interjected now. "Yes, once again, I state, surrender is your best and only option for Queen Angie, the Beautiful."
"Hmm, you said you shall offer generous terms?" Angie replied as she settled down on the edge of her bed while resisting the urge to smile at her son's complimentary new title for her.
"Very generous," they sang out in unison.
"OK. Let's hear them first and then I shall decide."
Jackie was once again the spokesperson for the tickle monsters as he quickly outlined the terms of surrender for his mother, the queen.
"First, you shall have to suffer no more wild tickling attacks inside your cold bedroom but instead we will invite you to enjoy a very nice birthday massage from the tickle monsters downstairs in front of a warm fire in the castle's royal den."
The queen shivered. Indeed the bedroom, with the windows open was only growing colder by the minute. "And after the massage, will you close my windows in the royal bedroom and allow the queen to put her royal pajamas on before going to bed."
"If you want," Jackie said. "I mean--"
"Bullshit," the aggressive Johnny practically yelled as he cut his brother off.
"He didn't tell you the rest of our terms and they don't include putting on any royal pajamas." Johnny glared at his brother before spitting, "You are such a chickenshit."
"I am not. I just--"
Afraid their bickering would turn into a real spat and ruin things, Angie quickly intervened. Turning to Johnny she said, "Look why don't you tell me the rest of your terms... sweetie and I'm sure if they are as agreeable as giving me a nice birthday massage in front of a warm fire the queen will be more than happy to surrender."
Mollified, for the moment anyways, Johnny stated the rest of their terms. "After the massage we will allow you to retire in peace to your royal bedchamber but only if you invite us up to join you... for the balance of the night."
"Really the tickle monsters want to spend the night in the queen's bedchamber. Well, that is highly irregular and..."
Now it was Jackie's turn to chime in. "Look my beautiful queen, we are just tired of sleeping in our cold and uncomfortable cave and that is why, if only just this once, we were hoping you could let us experience a bit of luxury, like the queen does every night, by letting us sleep in her royal bedchamber."
"Really you sleep in a cave?" Angie replied amused at Jackie's imagination.
"Where else would you expect a pair of ugly tickle monster to sleep, my queen?" Johnny replied.
"Really, I don't think you are so ugly I suppose... just as I suppose it can't be pleasant sleeping in a cold dark cave night after night but where would you sleep though? The floor I guess would be OK. I could throw down some blankets and--"
Johnny smiled, while shaking his head no before interrupting her. "No, that is not acceptable my queen. I am afraid as part of your surrender terms you must actually allow the tickle monsters to share your royal bed with you. Surely it is big enough for the three of us?"
"It is and... well if it's part of my terms of surrender I suppose I have no choice."
"You don't," they both announced in unison.
"Is that all or do you have more terms of surrender I must abide by?"
The tickle monsters stared at each other briefly before Johnny spoke up. "Besides sharing your bed with us, you must share some sweet kisses with the monsters before saying our goodnights. Three a piece I think would be sufficient."
"Give you some good night kisses. Sure... I suppose I can do that but only on the condition you allow the queen to enact, for my protection, of course, some rules to govern your naughty tickle monsters during the queen's birthday massage."
After a brief huddle, the tickle monsters came back with their answer, with Jackie telling her, "We shall grant you two rules only, both of which must be short and simple. In exchange for allowing your rules to be enacted we shall receive in just compensation your permission to shower the beautiful queen with an unlimited number of kisses... anywhere of our choosing... during the entire course of her massage."
Angie resisted the urge to smile at their suggestion of such dangerous, and yet inviting, compensation. Making her voice firm, she tendered a counter offer. "I cannot agree to such compensation, boys. It's too wide ranging, too broad that is. You need to narrow the scope of where your kisses might fall."
It was Johnny who spoke up this time. "Tell you what... you narrow the scope for us your royal highness. Tell us plainly and simply what two areas of your body, and two only, shall be declared off limits to our kisses. This is not negotiable... two only."
Angie thought hard about just where to declare off limits to their kisses. She needed to protect herself from their "naughtiness". After a brief pause she came up with something.
"Hmm, OK... two only. In that case, the queen declares no kisses may fall upon her royal lips, nor will any kisses be allowed to fall upon any area of her body that is protected, or covered, by her royal underwear.... but any other areas... I guess would be fair game."
Both of the tickle monsters readily agreed.
"OK, now that the matter of compensation has been decided what are the two rules you would like us to follow, my queen?"
"The queen's rules are as follows... during the massage there shall be no touching allowed below the queen's shoulders and--"
"Wait," Johnny interrupted, "that is a totally unacceptable rule and you must amend it as we plan on giving the queen a very nice back rub as part of her official birthday massage."
"Well, a back rub does sound nice so I will amend the rule to no touching below the waist."
"Agreed," Johnny said. "And your second rule."
"No attempts shall be made to remove the queen's royal brassiere during her official birthday massage, nor her royal panties."
Again, the tickle monsters agreed before they both retired to the den to prepare things for the queen's official birthday massage.
Roughly ten minutes later, Angie entered the den. A warm fire was blazing away in the fireplace as she quickly made her way across the small den, desperate to be in front of the warm fire, but before she could even reach the nice white rug stretched out in front of the fireplace, Johnny roughly grabbed her by the arm.
"Hey, I wanna be in front of the fire and get warmed up," a cold and desperate Queen Angie whined. The evil tickle monsters refused her earlier request to turn back on the heat, or close any of the windows in the house, leaving her to shiver upstairs in her bedroom for the allotted ten minutes they said they needed to prepare the den for her massage.
"You shall have the warmth of the fire but only after we drink a toast to our agreed upon surrender terms."
Thrusting a full glass of champagne in her hand, Johnny barked at her. "Drink it all and quickly."
Angie sighed. Once again, they seemed bent on getting her drunk but being desperate for the warmth of the fire she did not bother to dicker over his request.
She took the full glass of champagne and, after hitting Johnny with a defiant smile, downed it in two long swallows.
A minute later the queen was stretched out on her tummy, enjoying the luxurious warmth of the blazing fire along with the gentle massage they were giving her.
While Jackie concentrated on kneading her neck and shoulders, Johnny worked his rough, calloused hands up and down her back in a surprisingly tender manner.
Her heavenly massage continued for a good ten minutes-- or just enough time for the champagne to totally work its magic on Angie --making her relaxed enough where she was near to dozing off.
Just as she closed her eyes and was sinking into the abyss of sleep, Jackie leaned down, whispering in her ear, "No falling asleep my queen. Turn over, and wake up so you can enjoy what comes next."
"What comes next?" Angie mumbled as they both helped her turn over and get stretched out on her back.
"It's time for us to collect our due compensation," Johnny softly told her.
"Hmm, you... you are going to... ahh shower me with kisses then. I almost forgot."
"Yes we are... so close your eyes and relax, my queen," Jackie whispered to her.
The next few minutes passed in a soft soothing blur of kisses for the queen.
Jackie, she spied it was him just before closing her eyes, started out high, applying a pair of gentle kisses to each of her cheeks while the other one went low with his kisses falling all the way down to the lower part of her right thigh.
As Jackie's kisses fell off her cheek and down to her neck, Johnny's kisses, intermingled with a wicked, darting tongue, moved dangerously up one thigh, reaching up to the very edge of her panties on her inner thigh.
Having him so very close, down there, mixed in with the gentle way Jackie was showering her neck and throat with dozens of kisses quickly had the queen squirming all over the plush rug.
She actually started to raise her hands, in an involuntary act of self-defense as Johnny's tongue slithered, snake like, along the edge of her panties, and was rewarded for her efforts when both of them used their own strong hands to pin down each of her hands.
She was too drunk really to fight back so accepted having her hands pinned down with what she figured to be "royal grace".
After dismissing the idea of protesting verbally, after all what was she going to protest considering, as of yet, neither had violated her rules, she simply forced herself to relax while enjoying the way they were so sweetly kissing her... all over.
Johnny's kisses floated upwards, crossing over to her tummy while Jackie started kissing his way down one of her bare arms. It was Johnny's kisses which inflamed her heart so as his tongue dipped into her belly button, making her shiver before floating down right to the edge of her panties.
Meanwhile, Jackie's kisses now reached her tummy also. Sweetly, he showered her tummy with his light romantic kisses while Johnny, not wanting to share her tummy with his brother, moved up to a much more dangerous location: her chest.
Starting at the very base of her throat, he kissed his way down to the middle of her chest. The way his kisses, intermingled once more with that maddening darting tongue of his, worked their way down to the very edge of her bra left the queen dangling on the edge of both wanting the naughtiness to stop and wanting more.
Johnny ended up spending an inordinate amount of time spraying the triangular area of bare skin above her bra with dozens of kisses while his brother continued his gentle assault below covering the entirety of her belly with his own rain of tender kisses.
Angie felt as she had died and went to heaven from all the soft attentions being paid to her body by the naughty tickle monsters.
Sadly, Angie felt the need to end things. She was simply getting too turned on by their kisses. She rose up, announcing firmly, "I think it's time for us to retire to the queen's bedroom as she is on the verge of passing out. I think the naughty little monsters fed me too much champagne maybe."
At the door to the queen's bedchamber, Johnny stopped them. "Look my queen you have a decision to make before we enter your bed chamber."
"I do?"
"Yes, remember you owe us three kisses a piece. Well, I am not in the mood to share." He turned to face Jackie, "Not her kisses, nor her bed. The Queen needs to choose one, and only one, to give her kisses to and to allow in her royal bedchamber for the night."
Feeling the hard glare of his brother on him, Jackie felt he had no choice but to agree. Besides, truth be told, he really did not want to share the queen's bed with his stupid brother anyways.
"Sure... all or nothing. Why not?" he said.
The queen sighed deeply. Whatever decision she made, one of them would be deeply hurt.
She tried to get out of it. "I think we should stick to the original plan."
Johnny immediately snapped at her. "No, it's been decided... now choose or you are in violation of your surrender terms."
She turned to Jackie, hoping for some kind of help from him, but he simply said, "You must choose your royal highness."
Angie sighed again, he mind turning over as to which one to pick. After a brief hesitation she whispered, "I choose this one," and tapped Johnny on the shoulder.
"Good choice, my queen," Johnny said as grabbed her arm and before she could change her mind steered her into the bedroom.
After having the door rudely slammed in his face, poor Jackie was left with no choice but to retreat to his own bedroom.
Once inside the bedroom, the queen shook loose from the monster's grip before barking at him, "I still expect you to behave while you are in my bed."
Instead of responding Johnny only smiled at her.
"I gotta use the bathroom first before going to bed." Turning on her heel, Angie disappeared into her bathroom.
"We are still playing the game."
Pausing Angie turned to him, "Was that a question or a statement?"
"A statement of course. You are still the queen and I am still the devilishly monster who has took you captive for the night. I expect you to behave as such."
"Behave as such how exactly?"
"As if you were afraid of me because I could tear the queen from limb to limb, without a thought, but thus far have only refrained because the queen is both elegant and beautiful... and kind of fun to play with."
She smiled, secretly flattered at his praise. Deciding it might be fun to continue their game after all, she turned her smile into a frown before saying, "Really only 'kind of fun to play with'. I would think you have had a whole lot of fun playing with the queen thus far my handsome young monster."
"Maybe that might be true if it had only been you and me playing my queen but my brother..." Johnny paused before shaking his head sadly. "He made me refrain by his ultra conservative nature from having as much fun as I would have liked to have with the queen."
"Is that so?"
"Very much. Let's put it like this... your disobedience earlier, your royal insolence, would have been met with a much higher degree of aggressiveness if it had been up to me alone."
"Well you have me alone now so I guess, if I dare be disobedient again, I shall find out just how aggressive you plan on being with me?"
"You can count on it. Now go... take care of your business while I prepare things for us."
Striding off to her bathroom, Angie could not help but to believe their little game was about to take a possible turn into uncharted and very naughty waters. As she entered the bathroom she also could not deny the thought of entering those waters--thrilled her greatly.
When she emerged five minutes later the bedroom was awash in soft candle light. Better yet, the tickle monster had closed the bedroom windows allowing the room to start to warm up some.
Angie glanced about the room, at first not seeing him, before spotting him. He was already in her bed, propped up by a pillow with a mischievous smile on his face.
She started to cross the room toward her dresser when she noticed his clothes in a heap on the floor next to the bed. She almost stopped to comment, to scold him maybe, but thought better of it.
She had not expected him to be so bold as to want to sleep with her without clothes on... but then again it was Johnny and bold was his middle name, and maybe more to the point, how could she really scold him as, after all, she was not his mother but just a royal queen being held captive by this devilish monster.
Ignoring the pile of clothes, at least she didn't see his underwear there with his jeans and sweater so that was a bit of a relief, or disappointment, she crossed over to her dresser in the far corner of her spacious bedroom.



"Where are you going my queen? You are expected to join me in your bed no?"
"Hmm, join you I shall but only after I have donned my royal pajamas."
"I don't think so." Johnny quickly snapped back. "I... ahh, very much like the way you are dressed now in nothing more than your royal underwear as it does your gorgeous body justice."
The queen paused. Turning to him, she shot back. "I like your flattery but nevertheless I shall still don my royal pajamas as I will not let you dictate what I choose to sleep in."
Turning her back on him, she marched quickly over to her dresser, wondering just how he might react to this open defiance.
He watched her bend over the bottom drawer and begin to paw through it, seemingly in search of her royal pajamas.
His eyes fell to her generous ass as his desire grew... as did his anger at her defiance of what he wanted.
He carefully turned back the covers of the bed before slipping quietly out of it. She was still bent over the lowest drawer of her dresser, searching for the pajamas they both knew were not there.
He crept within a few feet of her, silently, before striking, fast and hard. The queen had no idea he was there and was actually feeling an acute sense of disappointment her insubordination had not prompted the monster to attack her.
Once he was within striking range, he rushed her, striking her hard in the mid-section.
Letting out a small yelp, the queen was wholly caught off guard as the monster slammed into her, knocking her sideways into the dresser.
Finally, it was here. The pending attack she was so excited to be getting. Her excitement only increased considering the monster was wearing nothing more than a pair of white cotton briefs.
She barely had time to register how his powerful body glowed with manly essence in the soft candle light before he was on her though.
Not wasting the initiative from his surprise attack, before she could even hope to recover from his initial surprise blow and offer up a defense, the monster, he was incredibly strong, bodily picked her up and using a fireman carry, took her over to the bed.
The queen, in between drunken giggles, slapped at him, imploring the monster to, "put her down" without really meaning it. Figuring it would only increase his already decided advantage after reaching the bed, the monster spun around several times, making the queen more than a little dizzy, before tossing her on the bed.
She hit the bed with a squeal but before she could even react the monster dove on the bed after her. He immediately throw his full body weight on her pinning the drunken and still dizzy queen helplessly to the bed. Bringing his hands up, he attacked her bare midsection mercilessly with a pair of clawing hands that scrambled all over her tummy.
Angie let out a delighted screech as she tried in vain to swat his hands away. Seizing the advantage, the monster pushed his attack northward toward the queen prodigious boobs.
Without trying to make it too obvious, although for all practical purposes it was, the monster quickly brought his hands up, giving each of her boobs a brief series of squeezes.
Having her breasts assaulted during the course of this ever increasing naughty tickling attack only caused the queen to flush with excitement. Not wanting to give in though, too easily, she finally managed to push his hands away before flipping over onto her tummy in an effort to protect her chest.
The monster responded by readdressing his assault onto her ass. After several hard pinches, mixed in with some playful slaps, the queen was on the verge of losing control.
Sensing victory was his, the monster threw himself forward onto her back, pinning the queen helplessly to the bed. Bringing his hands up, he started to tickle her sides as he brought his mouth to her ear, "See what your insolence brings you your royal highness."
"Yes, yes, I see... please no more," she cried out breathlessly. But deep down inside more was exactly what she wanted as she could feel his manhood pressing against her backside as he pressed his body down fully against hers.
"Do you surrender?"
"Yes, yes, I surrender," she panted.
"Unconditionally?"
"Yes, unconditionally. I'll abide by any terms you set. What do you want?"
The monster let her up as his mind raced as to just what to ask for. Without the restraining hand of the too nice Jackie the possibilities were seemingly endless.
Facing each other on the bed, both still panting from their just finished completely one sided wresting match, the monster laid out his terms.
"For having the audacity to disobey me, the queen shall pay by increasing the number of kisses owed to the monster from six to... ahh... at least, a dozen."
"At least a dozen?"
"Yes more than the required minimum would be better and help relax my mood toward the queen but ultimately I will leave that up to you, my queen."
"Is that all you require for my impertinence, at least a dozen kisses?"
"I will require one more thing, but will save it to after you have gave me my kisses."
The moved closer to each other on the bed as the queen brought up one finger, planning on using it to stroke the side of his strikingly attractive face.
Her finger froze as she became lost in those dreamy blue eyes of his. Angie always knew Johnny was good looking, but maybe not until this very moment, did she realize just how truly handsome her older son was with his messy Aryan blond hair and rascal of a smile.
In the soft candle light his rugged powerfully built body glowed with a youthful, masculine beauty that nearly took her breath away.
Finding her voice, she whispered, "And just where would the monster like the queen to kiss him?" Using one finger, she used it to carefully stroke his cheek. "Here maybe?"
Not waiting for an answer, she carefully planted a kiss on his right cheek.
The monster shook his head no before whispering, "Try again."
"Then here," she whispered back as she brought her finger to his other cheek. Again, she placed a light kiss on it.
"Once again, no," the monster told her. "Try again."
In quick order Angie, brought her finger up to first his nose, then his forehead whispering, "Maybe one of these places then?"
Quickly, she gave him a light kiss on the end of his nose, followed by a firm kiss on the forehead.
The monster shook his head no when she was done.
"I'm afraid the queen is out of guesses as to just where the monster would like his kisses... maybe he had better show me."
The monster brought one finger up, using it to deftly turn her face up towards his. Once again, Angie became lost in his dreamy eyes as they stared at each other for a long moment.
Angie held her finger out to him. "Show me."
Slowly, the monster wrapped his paw around the queen hand's hand before guiding her finger to where they both wanted it to go: his lips.
Angie slowly brought her lips to his, meaning on giving him only a couple light, airy kisses there before breaking things off and then insisting they go to sleep for the evening.
Her first two kisses were indeed light and airy but as she started to pull away, the monster tangled his paw in her hair, and using the slightest of pressure, brought their mouths together again.
Angie felt his tongue dancing along her lips as he kissed her back this time. Pressing her lips firmer against his, she gave him a more serious kiss this time, hoping he would be satisfied.
The single firm kiss turned into a broken series of a good half dozen kisses as their lips parted and then came together again as he refused to let her escape.
When he skillfully slipped his tongue inside her mouth, swirling it around to maximum effect the drunken queen became lost when her own tongue involuntarily glided nimbly into her son's open mouth.
They fell back onto the bed, arms wrapped around each other, exchanging one fiery kiss after another.
The queen was truly lost now under the monster's spell, and might have stayed lost in this haze of forbidden kisses, had not the monster tried for more.
Alarm bells started to clang deep inside of Angie's very soul when she felt her son's hand skate around to her back and start to undo the first of the triple clasps that held her bra shut.
Somehow, in a last gasp effort to keep things from spinning out of control, the queen pushed him away.
When he reached out to her, she quickly slapped his hands away saying, "I think the dozen kisses the monster required from me has been met. It's... it's time for bed. Time for lights out. The queen is tired."
"Not surprising you would be tired, my queen," the monster said rising to his own knees. "Considering you have had to spend the entire evening fending off attacks from a pair of playful tickle monsters."
"Yes, especially the playful one I find now in my bed and expecting to sleep by my side."
"Yes, he is expecting such an honor and I'm glad the queen has not forgotten but before we retire for the evening you have one last obligation that must be fulfilled. As I recall you did surrender just a few minutes ago... unconditionally."
"I did. So what is my obligation," the queen sighed.
"I require yet another souvenir and it must be something special to signify your complete surrender to this particular tickle monster."
"Something special as in?"
Not mincing words, the naughty tickle monster gave words to the queen's growing fear of what he might ask for. "As in your royal brasserie my queen. Take it off and hand it over to me... immediately."
Sniffing, the queen replied haughtily, "I shall do no such thing, you stupid monster. A queen's bra falling into the possession of such a naughty monster as yourself would simply be unacceptable."
"Then you leave the monster no choice..."
Without warning, he dove head long on top of her, catching her totally off guard.
She tumbled backwards as his hands slipped around to her back, clawing forcefully at the clasps of her bra.
The queen responded by quickly reaching around and slapping his hands away. The monster, knowing the queen's exactly point of weakness, went in for the kill as he slipped his hands around to her front and began to tickle her under the arm pits.
Having her underarms tickled was indeed Angie's prime point of weakness. Doubling over, she started to giggle as his hands scrambled all over her underarms and upper ribs. "Please stop... oh God stop I... I can't stand being tickled there."
The truth was she loved being tickled there as it shamefully made her pussy wet.
The monster ignored her pleas, doubling down on his tickling efforts.
The queen made one last desperate attempt to fend off his attack by brushing his hands away but only received the most temporary of reprieves as his hands simply went back to tickling her again.
It was hopeless; the monster was simply too strong, and too determined for her. Finally, feeling the last of her strength ebb away to nothing, the queen called out, "Mercy, mercy, please I beg of thee, show mercy."
The monster pulled back. Smiling, he whispered, "Then I too beg... beg for what I want as my souvenir. It would be priceless to me and something I would treasure forever."
The queen sat up. Taking a deep breath she whispered, "You are still talking about the queen's royal brasserie I assume?"
"Yes," the monster replied.
"Would you keep such a souvenir a secret... especially from the other tickle monsters? I could... I mean I would not want them to know I gave you such a thing."
"I will... promise. It shall be our secret but only..." Johnny licked his lips as he stared at his mom's tits. He had been dying to see them all night and now... now he could hardly wait. "If you hand it over now."
The queen sighed. She would have to do his bidding. "OK, turn out the lights and I shall turn it over."
The monster smiled before shaking his head no. "The lights stay on. I... I have dreamed about this moment all night and shan't miss it. After, if you choose, we can turn the light off but not before."
After a brief pause the queen said, "OK but since the queen's royal treasure chest shall be on full display once her brasserie is removed I must ask the monster to retreat from the bed... if only for my own protection."
Johnny hopped off the bed and retreated across the room to her vanity table with its wide cushioned bench. Settling himself down on the bench, facing the bed, he said, "Is this far enough away to give the queen some sense of comfort."
"Yes, I suppose."
The queen slowly positioned herself so she was perched on the edge of the bed, facing him. Crossing her hands under her breasts she stared across the room at him. "Must the queen really remove her brasserie?"
The monster grinned before shaking his head eagerly yes. "She must."
"Well if she must, she must," she whispered before deciding if she was going to do this, she was going to do it right. In other words, she would make a show of it.
Slipping her hands down, to her hips, she slipped a pair of finger under the thin waistband of her thong. "Are you sure it's the queen's royal brasserie you want, you naughty monster. Maybe you would rather have her royal panties instead."
Teasingly, she began to tug them down a bit before he snapped at her. "Your teasing distractions shall not work my queen. I want the brasserie... and that is final."
"Fine," she whispered as her hands slowly slid up her tummy and onto her arms. Ever so slowly, she hooked a pair of finger under the twin straps of her bra on each shoulder. Just as slowly, she began to drag the straps across her shoulder until they fell off.
Conscious of the intent way he was staring at her, the queen let the straps fall down completely as she crossed her arms under her breasts once more. Using her arms to support her tremendously large tits, the queen gave the monster a fetching smile before uncrossing her arms. Patiently she gripped the mighty twin cups of her bra, one in each hand, before gently pulling down.
Gravity did the rest as her full sized 38 DD tits were finally revealed to the monster's wild, staring eyes.
Thrusting her chest out, she had a sudden, and wholly undeniable, naughty thought. The thought struck her with such ferocious adore she was left with little choice but to follow it. Following her drunken thoughts, and naughty heart, she would tease the hell out of him and see what might come of it.
"Jesus," the monster whispered after a brief moment. He knew the queen had possessed an ample bosom, after all he had been sneaking peaks at it every chance he could get for the past year or so, but... but he never dreamed they were that big.
His awe only increased when the queen did not at all seem to mind the way he was staring at them.
He thought, for sure, she would have taken off her bra and scurried under the covers of the bed, but instead she was allowing him a nice long look at her big, beautiful tits.
"You like them sweetheart?" she whispered as she crossed her arms, gripping her left forearm with her right hand, under her breasts, holding them up a bit for his viewing pleasure, liking the way the once aggressive monster was dumbstruck by the sight of her bare tits.
The monster truly was stupefied as he could not find his tongue. Instead, he dumbly nodded his head yes.
She let her hands slip upwards now to her pretty blondish hair. Holding her hair up, striking what she hoped was a fetching pose, she gave him a serious look, as she shook her chest back and forth a bit, making those big tits of hers wobble and bounce so very alluringly.
"You sure you like them?" she asked in a sultry whisper. "No one but the king has ever seen the queen's royal boobs before you know."
She let her hands fall down, finding the more she teased him, the more she wanted to tease him.
"You know sometimes when the queen gets lonely and bored I... I play with them myself. You wanna see?"
Again the monster gave a dumb nod of his head.
First, using both hands, she squeezed them together before letting them bounce back into place. Next, she looked down, staring at them thoughtfully for a long moment before slowly bringing first one hand and then the other one to her mouth. After licking both her index and middle fingers, she brought them down to her nipples and began to carefully stroke them until they became fully erect.
Giving him a devilishly smile, she cupped both of her tits in her hands and then proceeded to bring them up to her mouth.
The monster was on the verge of losing control anyways when he witnessed the awesome sight of the queen's tongue slipping out of her mouth. He watched as her tongue circled her nipple as she let out a loud moan.
The moan was ultimately would did it; the monster lost control. Jumping to his feet, the monster literally flew across the bedroom before diving upon the startled queen.
Angie had expected some sort of reaction but maybe not this swift and violent. Before she even knew what was happening, the monster pinned her arms down on the bed and had his face buried between her tits.
The next few minutes passed in a wild blur of disjoined action. He slurped outrageously on her tits, his mouth flying from one large mound to the other, as she let out a series of ever increasingly loud moans.
Angie never had a man lose control over her tits, such as this tickle monster had, and it absolutely thrilled her. She wanted more; needed more. Without realizing what she was doing, she snaked one hand down, ripping at the monster's underwear.
He was so big and hard that when he entered her she let out a loud gasp. He was still pinning her arms to the bed as he began to fuck her, straight away, hard and fast.
The queen was already, happily wet down there from all her teasing, from the night's naughty events, and from the fact she had not had sex in quite some time so when he shoved his large seven inch cock into her, almost violently, and began to fuck her with a relentless pounding action, the queen was more than up to the task.
Poor Jackie. He was able to fall asleep but not stay asleep. His mom picking his brother over him bugged the shit out of him. Curious to see what he might find, he decided a little spying was in order. Hopping out of his bed, he trudged out of his room and down the hallway toward his mother's room.
Oddly, the light was still on and as he drew closer to her room he could hear the soft voice of his mother speaking, although he could not make out what she was saying. He would have thought--considering as much champagne as they fed her --she would be passed out drunk by now.
More curious now than ever, he moved closer to the door--just directly after his brother had flown across the room to attack his teasing mother.
Angie's bed was a bit old and prone to squeaking. It was this rhythmic squeaking, combined with his mother's loud giggling that caused his shoulders to slump in utter despair. He was doubtlessly tickling her again and by the sounds of things, she was absolutely loving it.
Jackie trudged back to his room, feeling an acute sense of depression, and jealous anger, at being left out of the fun and games. Johnny, Goddamn Johnny, well she made her choice, he thought to himself as he had to use all his will power not to slam his bedroom door shut.
Johnny, experienced at pleasuring the female of the race, slowed down enough, after his initial lust passed, to allow his mother's pending orgasm to build a bit more slowly. He gave her a series of gentle kisses as he carefully rocked into her.
Fully in control, he flipped her around. Slapping her ass, indicating she needed to raise it, he was delighted to find the queen in a most obedient mood.
Gripping the headboard, Angie raised up onto her hands and knees, presenting her plumb ass to his hardness. Johnny, his lust was raging out of control again, slammed his hard cock into his mother, making her let out a tremendously loud moan of pleasure. Fucking her doggy style, he was determined to not let up until she had come.



Fortuitously, she did not take too long as Johnny was nearing his own powerful orgasm. After a good dozen or so hard, deep thrusts, his mother began to shake.
"Oh God... baby... I'm... I'm..." she couldn't finish her thought as everything was blotted out by the most powerful orgasm of her life.
She collapsed face down on the bed with Johnny still rocking into her. After three more quick and fast thrusts, he too came hard, deep inside of her. Their lust sated, Angie was finally able to pass out in his arms and together they slept peacefully like a pair of fat contented kittens.
The next morning, over breakfast, Angie tried to make small talk with Jackie but he was in a particularly glum mood. Johnny was sleeping in late, leaving just the two of them at breakfast which usually meant Jackie would be in a good mood having his mom all to himself--but not this morning.
He only grunted in response to her trying to make conversation, fleeing the kitchen after barely touching the eggs she had made for him.
For the next couple of weeks Jackie continued to give his mother the silent treatment--which she hated more than anything--leading her to believe he was still extremely upset about her snubbing him for Johnny on her birthday.
Sooner or later, she was just waiting for the right moment, in other words when Johnny wasn't around and they had a bit of time to themselves, she would talk to him, explaining her reasons for choosing Johnny over him.
It was into the third week of his icy treatment of her when the right time finally came. It was a Friday evening, just past nine, and Angie had just finished taking a shower.
She was heading across her bedroom, a large blue towel wrapped around her naked body and another around her hair, to her dresser to throw on her pajamas when there came a soft knock at her door.
Smiling to herself, it had to be Jackie as Johnny was out on a date and probably would not be home until late, if at all.
Scurrying over to the door, she opened it just wide enough, on purpose maybe, for him to see she wasn't dressed. It was Jackie alright, standing there in a pair of gym shorts and a tee shirt, shuffling his feet nervously.
Spying the one blue towel wrapped around his mom's naked body, and a second one around her hair, Jackie took a step back.
"Sorry... you just got out of the shower. I'll come back... maybe later."
When he started to turn away, Angie, sensing he would not, in fact, come back, reached out, snatching him by the arm.
"What is it hon? What do you need?"
"Nothing, you just got out of the shower so..." He tried to pull away but she pulled him back.
"So, tell me what you want. I mean it must be important since this is the first time you have reached out to me since... well, you know, that night."
"Yeah, that night. I don't wanna talk about that."
"Fine," she replied while knowing it was a blatant lie. "So what do you want then?"
After sighing deeply, he whispered, "I... I don't really feel all that well... but I'll just go lay down in my room since you know you just got out of the shower and I know how you don't like to be bugged then."
"Don't worry about bugging me now, honey. Here let me see... let me feel your forehead."
After placing a gentle hand on his forehead, she whispered, "You are a bit warm, sweetie."
"And I have a bad headache," he added with a wan smile as his eyes slipped down to his mom's chest. The towel seemed to be slipping dangerously low as she put her hand on his forehead, allowing him to get a glimpse of her tremendous cleavage.
Afraid she would catch him staring at her tits, Jackie started to back away.
"Yeah, but... you just got out of the shower so... like I said, I will just go lay down in my room."
Deciding this was the perfect opportunity to have their talk, Angie spoke up, "Nonsense, you will let me do my Mommy thing and take care of you, sweetie."
Taking him forcefully by the arm, she practically dragged him into her room and over to her bed. "Sit," she told him as she turned and disappeared into her bathroom.
She came back out a quick minute later carrying a cup of water and some aspirin. "Here take this and then strip off your sweatshirt as that is not helping any."
After quickly swallowing the aspirin, Jackie tried to get up. "OK I took the aspirin I... I should just go lay down on my own bed. I will be OK."
Angie boldly pushed him back down in a sitting position. "Nonsense, first I need to take care of your headache and as I am doing that it will be a perfect opportunity for us to have a much long overdue talk."
"But... don't... don't you wanna like get dressed first."
Reaching out, she stroked him softly on the side of his face. Dropping her voice to a sultry whisper she said, "What I wanna do is take care of my baby. Now can't you be a good and let your mom take care of you, sweetie? Like you used to... for me. As for getting dressed... that can wait."
Jackie swallowed hard as his eyes, once again, for about the fifth or sixth time floated downwards to her chest. Christ those bit tits of hers were... were right there... right there under her towel. The thought make his cock leap to attention as he whispered back, "Yes, you can take care of me, Mom."
"Good," she said as she slowly crawled up onto the bed. Positioning herself on her knees behind him, she whispered in his ear, "Now close your eyes, lean back and rest your head against me and let your mother attend to that nasty headache of yours."
Following her instruction, Jackie closed his eyes, leaning his head back. Angie had perfectly positioned herself so his head would be resting against her ample bosom. Bringing her hands up, she massaged his temples in a slow circular manner.
After a good half minute or so she whispered in his ear, "Is that helping, hon."
"Yes, a little bit," he answered truthfully.
"Only a little... well it's only been a few seconds and we are in no hurry so... in the meantime I have something else that might help ease your headache, Jackie."
She slipped her hands down to her shoulders, massaging them gently while dropping her mouth to his ear. "A confession. My confession about that night of my birthday and that silly little role playing game we played with your brother."
"Oh that night," Jackie said trying to sound nonchalant. "What about it?"
Despite his casual answer Angie felt him stiffen up as soon as she mentioned the night of their fun and games on her birthday.
"I will tell you in a minute my true feelings of what went on between the three of us. Just let me finish up here."
She continued her nice massage for a roughly another five minutes, alternating between rubbing his temples and shoulders, allowing Jackie to relax some even as the issue of what happened between them on her birthday loomed over him.
When she was done with his massage, she slowly climbed off the bed, moving around so she was standing directly in front of him.
His heart caught in his throat as she looked so fucking alluring standing there in just her two towels. The one wrapped around her body looked to be slipping down a bit, again, revealing a nice slice of cleavage. His eyes became lost, stuck on her chest that is, as he stared at her cleavage before she gently used one finger under his chin to tilt his gaze upwards.
"Look at me, honey," she whispered.
He looked up just as she started her confession.
"I noticed your bad mood going on what now, three weeks. The way you have barely been talking to me, the way you have barely looked at me or even acknowledged that I am alive and I think I know why. It's because I choose him over you at the end of our little game that night huh?"
When he didn't say anything, she stroked the side of his face. "Look baby... it's important you open up your mother and tell her the truth, the whole truth I mean, when she asks you something. If I am going to make an honest and heartfelt confession here... you must do the same. Agreed?"
After a moment's hesitation he nodded his head yes.
"So I'm right?"
The words, in a torrent of pent up emotion, came spilling out before he could even think about stopping them.
"Yes you are right, Mom. You picked him over me, despite how sweet I am to you... all the time and, by the way, he told me what happened... you know after you guys kicked me out of your stupid game and made me leave. Fucking rubbed it in my face."
Angie took a deep breath. Jackie was maybe more upset than she could have imagined. He rarely swore so dropping an F bomb in front of her was a sure sigh.
Also, she couldn't believe that little shit Johnny told his brother what happened between them, especially after making him swear he would take it to his grave. But then again, maybe he only told him bit and pieces of what happened--just enough to tease him and make him jealous without saying anything really damning.
Angie sighed. She would have to get it out of Jackie exactly what his brother told him.
With this in mind, she made her opening move to try and find out the truth.
"I will tell you why I picked him over you, but first you have to tell me exactly what he claimed happened between us... after you left."
"He made me swear I wouldn't tell, Mom. To anyone but especially to you so I can't."
Giving him a stern look, she made her voice nice and firm. "You can and you will tell me," she snapped. "I am your mother... don't forget that."
She moved closer to him. Using one hand, she tenderly stroked the side of his face as she softened her voice. "He is only your brother, prove to me your loyalty, your absolute devotion is to me and not your brother by making a full confession. If you do then I shall do the same and make my own confession."
She pulled back a bit, ready to play her trump card. "And by the way, your brother is working a double shift today. He went in at six this morning and won't be finished until ten and then because he has to be back at work again early the next morning he won't be home tonight."
"He won't," Jackie replied dumbly.
"No, he won't. He's going to spend the night with a friend... you know that guy who lives like just a few blocks down from where he works."
"Oh..." Jackie said quietly before realizing what that meant. They would truly be alone tonight. The thought of being alone with her made his heart roar with wild anticipation.
Reaching out, she again used one hand to tilt his face upward. Staring him directly in the eyes, she said, "Now show your devotion to me by telling me what he said. Of course, it will remain between me and you. Promise."
After a long pause where he squirmed back and forth--while keeping quiet--Angie turned up the heat.
"Please tell me, sweetie." Leaning forward she gave him a soft kiss on the forehead, before whispering, "Pretty please."
Moving slowly, she dropped her lips to his right cheek. Kissing it gently she whispered another please, and then another, after she kissed his left cheek also.
Jackie caved.
"OK I will tell you."
Angie pulled back slightly, intently curious now to hear just what Johnny told his brother.
"He said you guys continued playing the game... you know him as the tickle monster and you as the queen and that you encouraged him, I think that is the word he used, to attack you again. He said while you were rolling around on your bed and he was tickling you..."
He paused, licking his lips nervously.
"Go on, tell your mom everything, sweetie. It's very important... I mean I can't make things better between us if I don't know... everything."
"Fine," Jackie said with a sigh. "He said as he tickled you, he kept... kept sneaking quick little feels on your breasts and... and you didn't stop him... and he said, bragged was more like it, how you didn't seem to mind at all."
Angie snorted. "That's not the way I remember it. I mean... I didn't try to stop him. Really, I did my best, my drunken best that is, to fend off his aggressive attack and, quite frankly, if you brother did cop a couple cheap feels on your mom's breasts it... well, it did not make an impression on me and I really didn't notice, honey."
"He confessed to more than just getting a couple cheap feels, Mom."
"He did? Tell me."
"He said when you finally surrendered you gave him... your bra as a souvenir, as a token of your total surrender that is... and that you took it off... in front of him."
"Yes but in the dark, where he couldn't see."
"So it is true. You did give him your fucking bra." Jackie looked away, obviously angry that what his brother had told him was the truth.
"I did."
"That's not fair, Mom!" Jackie said, spitting the words out before he could stop himself.
"I know baby and that is why after we are done talking your mom is going to do her best to make things fair, but you have to finish telling me what he told you."
"The final thing... what he told me... is really damning for him and if he ever found out I told you--"
"He won't," Angie said quickly with a bit of relief. So far he had not really confessed what truly happened between them, but instead only was saying things, mixing truth and fiction liberally, in order to get his younger brother all worked up with jealousy. In other words, he was being true to his nature.
"He said after he had your bra you gave him his kisses, a lot more than the six owed us. He made sure to brag about that."
"Where did he say I kissed him because... honestly I don't exactly remember. I mean things were a bit hazy by then." The truth was Angie did remember, most of what happened, although in a somewhat blurred and disjointed manner.
"He said you kissed him all over... on his face. Nose, forehead, cheeks and... a few times on the lips even."
"Hmm, is that all he confessed to?"
"No... he said he waited until you fell asleep and then he was real quiet, moved real slow, he said, so as to not wake you up as by then you were pretty much passed out and got out his phone. He then carefully pulled back the sheet you had covering your body. Using the flashlight mode on his phone he... he like flashed it on your bare boobs, Mom."
"Really... he did that? And you think he is telling the truth?"
"I usually can tell when Johnny is spinning one of his bullshit tall tales and... and I got the feeling this was not one of those times. I think he was telling the truth."
"Really, well that does sort of sound like something the little shit would do but I wonder, if he was telling the truth... did he happen to say anything about my boobs. You know, about the sneak peek he took at them."
"He said they were really nice."
"Well at least he wasn't disappointed I guess." Angie replied trying to do her best not to openly admire her older son's ability to spin a tall tale.
"There is more."
Angie plopped down on the bed next to him before whispering, "Go on."
"He said he started to... you know... kind of touch your boobies and when you didn't react, he began to feel them up... to fondle them. And... and it made him... hard... down there you know. He said... he got it out and... you know... whacked off and came... all over your breasts."
"Oh Christ. He is lying of course honey. I mean if he had... you know... all over my breasts I would have seen it... in the morning. Seen the mess I mean. It just doesn't disappear you know."
"Yeah, but he said he got out a wet wash cloth from your bathroom and very carefully cleaned his mess up off of your breasts."
"And I never woke up during all this?"
"He said you started to once, but he stopped and you fell back to sleep."
"Is that all he told you? You aren't leaving anything out?"
"Yes, other than how he just keep telling me what a great set of tits you have and how nice they were to touch. You know, bragging, how... he got to see them and touch them... and I didn't."
"In other words rubbing it in your face."
"Yes."
"Making you jealous?"
"Yes."
"But you... you would never take advantage of your Mom like that... even if she was passed out drunk huh?"
"Never, Mom."
Taking his hands in hers she whispered quietly. "Because you love and respect me too much?"
"Yes."
"But despite that love and respect you feel for me... still your heart is breaking with jealousy that your brother got to see his mom's boobs and play with them a bit and you didn't?"
After a long pause, Jackie in a whisper she could barely hear said, "Yes... that's true." Louder, with a harsh edge to his voice, he added, "Why did you have to fucking pick him?"
"I will tell you but first..."
Climbing to her feet, Angie suddenly was hit with a naughty idea. She would have to make things right.
She crossed the room over to the little mini bar stuck in the far corner of her bedroom and before she could lose her nerve she poured herself a shot of Jack Daniels.
Lifting the glass up to him, she smiled before downing it in one swallow. "Your mom doesn't drink whiskey much so a couple shots ought to do the trick."
Jackie looked on in quiet shock as she poured herself a second shot before downing it also, although it took her a good three swallows this time. His shock continued as--giggling-- she poured herself a third shot. "I think three is the magical number although I better sip on this one."
Bringing the full shot of whiskey back to the bed, she sat it down on the nearby nightstand before settling down next to him.
"Now in a short few minutes when those two shots of whisky I just downed begin to work their magic on me, combined with the shot I am sipping on now, I will be about as officially drunk as I was that night your stupid brother took advantage of me."
Not knowing where this was leading, or what to say, Jackie said and did nothing as she reached over and took a large sip from the third shot.
"Now it's my turn to tell you why I picked Johnny over you and my true feelings about... everything."
After taking a quick few seconds to compose her thought she started talking.
"Honey, I picked him over you simply to save you. You must understand I wanted to save you, you know, because I do like you best... although a mother is not supposed to have favorites I'm afraid I do... and you're it."
"Save me how and I sure don't feel like your favorite, Mom."
"You know your brother honey. If I picked you, he would have made your life miserable for the next few days, or even weeks."
Jackie thought about it for a quick moment, knowing she was right. Johnny was a sore loser and would have taken it out on him.
"I suppose you are right," he mumbled.
"The truth is I wanted to pick you, because I like you best. I like the fact you are so sweet and innocent, unlike your brother. Sweetness and innocence, truthfully, turns me on... a lot."
Giving him a warm smile, she doubled down on what she was telling him. "Will you let me prove it to you? Will you let me give some comfort to that jealous heart of yours... as long as you promise to continue being Mommy's little boy... so sweet and innocent." Reaching out, she stroked the side of his face, "And so adorably cute to boot."
Jackie sighed before whispering, "Yes, I promise."
Standing up she once again positioned herself so she was standing directly in front of him. His eyes, again, slipped down to her chest. The towel, she was no longer holding it up, seemed to be almost on the verge of slipping down and off her boobs.
"But before I give you any comfort I just wanna get it straight one last time... You were jealous over your brother because I kissed him some, and because he seen my boobies and because he claimed I let him play with them. Is that true?"
Jackie slowly nodded his head yes.
"OK, close your eyes baby. Its makeup time as first I am going to give you some kisses, like I gave him, but only better."
He closed his eyes before feeling her soft lips just touching his. They shared several light, delicate kisses before Angie pressed her lips firmer against his. Their kisses grew more serious as her tongue flickered out of her mouth, dancing along the length of his lips before he opened his mouth allowing it to spin into his mouth.



His mom's tongue worked its magic deep inside of his mouth, the highly inexperienced Jackie had never been kissed like that before, causing his cock to become first stiff and then hard in a mere matter of seconds.
After a few breathless seconds, she pulled back from him. Taking a step back, she stared at him, long and hard, as he sat perched on the edge of her bed.
Finally she whispered to him, "So were you just a little jealous or really, really jealous your brother got to see him mom's boobies?"
He debated briefly about just how much to tell her before he told her everything in one long breathless confession.
"I was really jealous, Mom. I mean it's so unfair. Johnny... he is always bragging about the girls he gets and how about he has seen lots and lots of girls naked and stuff while me, on the other hand..."
Jackie's voice trailed off then, indicating the truth Angie had always suspected.
"And you, on the other hand, have never seen a girl's boobies... for real I mean. Seeing them in movies or on porn sites don't count."
He looked away, obviously embarrassed.
Using the gentlest of touches, Angie turned his face back to her. "Have you sweetie?
After a brief moment's pause Jackie slowly shook his head before whispering, "Never."
Angie reached over, grabbing the half full shot glass off the nearby nightstand and after draining it in one long swallow, she was feeling more than a little brave and wholly reckless.
Giving her obviously embarrassed son a crafty look, she whispered sweetly, "So you wanna see your mother's boobies, honey? Would that make you feel better huh?"
Jackie couldn't find his voice but instead only nodded his head yes. Moving ever so slowly, Angie brought her hand up to the top of the towel where it was secured around her chest. Carefully, patiently, she loosened it up just a bit, knowing it would only ramp up his desire if she kept things moving at a snail's pace.
Bringing one finger to her face, she gave him a mock smile, showing her teeth as she pointed to her pouty face, "Are you sure, baby? They... well... your mommy's boobies are... like... kind of big and a lot of guys don't like them big."
Taking her hand away, she looked down, feigning sadness. "I mean I would just hate it if you didn't like them... after the way your brother bragged about how nice they were. I would hate for you to be disappointed, sweetheart"
"I... I... I wanna see them. Please, I mean, Johnny, he is always teasing me about that."
Then, wanting to reassure her, he added, "And I like them big."
"Oh poor baby, never seen a woman's boobs before. Well..." Ever so carefully Angie tugged on the towel downwards allowing it to fall but before he could slip down enough to actually reveal her tits to him she caught it, preventing it from falling any further.
She paused for a long moment just as the blue towel, by the barest of margins, clung to her boobs just above her prodigious nipples. "It would be truly my honor for your mom's boobs to be the first you ever saw."
Finally, after one small, additional tug, the towel slipped down and off her boobs, hitting the floor with a dull thud.
Jackie stared, awe struck by how big and beautiful his mom's tits truly were. Licking his lips, he thought to himself, Jesus they were nice especially those large ripe nipples.
"So are you, disappointed, baby?" Angie asked, even though she knew, beyond an absolute doubt, he was not based on how he was just staring at them with such a hungry look on his cute face.
"No, Mommy, not at all," he answered quietly. "They are beautiful... just like you."
Her next question almost caused him to have a heart attack. "So... I suppose since your brother got to play with them a bit that night while I was passed out, you would like to do the same?"
Her question caught him off guard enough where he was shocked into silence.
As he sat there, saying nothing, while gaping open mouthed at her bare breasts, she whispered the offer again.
"It would be so much better, me letting you play with them honey coz I'm not passed out and you won't be taking advantage of me... don't you think?"
When he still didn't respond she moved closer to him, still whispering, "Come on my shy little boy, tell me... tell your mommy you would like to play with her big boobies."
Remembering how she liked him to play innocent he responded likewise. "Oh God yes, Mommy, I do wanna play with them... please, pretty please."
She sat down next to him, taking his hands in her own she whispered, "Of course you can play with your mommy's boobies, hon, here let me help you."
Sitting down next to him, she turned halfway so she was facing him, liking the way he was squirming so much. Reaching out she took his hands into her own, guiding them to her chest.
"Oh God," he whispered under his breath as his hands came in contact with those two large mounds of warm womanly flesh. They were both nice and soft, and nice and jiggly, as he bounced them up and down in his hands, carefully testing their weight when it happened.
He came right then and there inside his pants. Touching his mom's boobs, he had been dreaming about it for so long, sent him careening over the edge with the result being a rather embarrassing and messy premature ejaculation.
He tried to get up, meaning to flee the scene of his crime. His mom, knowing what happened, gently grabbed him by the arm.
Standing up, she steered him into her bathroom. "It's OK baby. Just get cleaned up inside my bathroom and then come back out when you are done."
She watched him trudge, obviously dejected, over to her bathroom. Wanting to make him feel better she spoke up, "You don't have to go, after you come back out... I don't want you to go. You know what happened just then is nothing to be embarrassed about, but, is actually a compliment to your mommy and her big tits being able to make you come so quickly coz you like them so much."
Inside the bathroom, Jackie hurriedly stripped off his gym shorts and briefs before using a large wad of toilet paper to clean up the sticky mess off of his briefs as best he could.
After getting both his underwear and gym shorts back on, he slowly ventured back out into the bedroom to find his mom in her bed, under the covers. The bedroom was filled with soft candle light from a good half dozen candles scattered on both the nightstands.
She smiled, patting the bed next to her. "Join me honey as I really don't think you were done playing with your mommy's boobies yet before your little messy poo interrupted things."
Jackie let out a small sigh of relief. Apparently the night was not over yet.
Moving slowly, carefully, he crossed the bedroom to her bed, fearful any sudden movement might burst this incredible dream.
"Take off your clothes first baby before crawling into bed with your mommy," she whispered to him.
He obeyed stripping off his tee shirt and gym shorts before asking, "My underwear too?"
"I guess you can leave them on, hon."
After he got under the covers, he snuggled up to her warm naked body while wondering if he should bring up what just happened. "Mom... are you really OK with what, you know, just happened. I mean isn't it embarrassing?"
Slinking her arms around him, she whispered, "Shhh sweetheart, I told you, I took that as a compliment. Now I don't want you to worry about that anymore. Instead..."
She pulled the covers back from her body saying, "Here let Mommy get comfortable while you continue to play with her boobies, sweetheart."
Scooting backwards she fell onto her back positioning herself so she was in the middle of the bed.
"I'm just going to close my eyes baby, those shots of whiskey are really working their magic on me."
Pulling his hands back, Jackie said, "Maybe I should go. I mean... I don't wanna take advantage of you, Mom... like stupid Johnny."
"Of course not honey but the truth, in your case, I want you to take advantage of me. I want you to treat your Mommy's body like a playground where you can take advantage of exploring all its secret wonders and where all the rides are free... all night long."
After allowing him a good five minutes or so of playful exploration, Angie let out a long sigh happy about her decision to totally submit to both her son and the whiskey.
The way he was caressing those large tits of hers with such reverence was an incredible turn on to her. She let out another longer, much pronounced sigh when she felt his playful fingers flickering tenderly across her nipples, making them snap to attention.
"You like playing with your mommy's nipples baby... making them get all nice and erect like that?"
"Yes," he quietly answered. "Do you like me playing with them like that?"
"Mmm, I do baby. I love the way you are being so gentle with your mommy's big boobies. A lot of men think they can be rough with them just coz they are big."
Using his thumbs he carefully flicked his mom's ripe nipples back and forth making her moan quietly.
Angie was on the verge of losing control as her son tenderly flickered his thumbs over her highly sensitive nipples. Wanting more, needing more, she reached up, wrapping a hand around the back of his head, drawing him down and into the warmth of her motherly bosom.
"Mommy wants you to suck on her titties, sweetheart. Can you do that for me, Jackie?"
Jackie gave his answer by closing his eyes and opening his mouth as he felt his mother nudge his open mouth to her large, distended nipple.
The feast started slowly with him patiently suckling quietly on both of her large boobs in turn. Although wholly a virgin, he needed no lessons on suckling on his mom's big tits, instead it came quite natural to his eager, hungry mouth.
His tongue slowly snaked a long, luscious line back and forth across the vast expanse of his mother's full-sized breasts, going from one to the other, before finally ending up at one of her nipples. He lathered it deliberately with his tongue, making her squirm and begin to clutch desperately at the back of his head as she tried to force his face deeper against her tits. He pulled back, turning his attention to the other ripe nipple, spending a long moment nibbling on it so very gently, causing his mother to moan with utter delight.
Much to his surprise, Jackie heard his mom began to beg. "Go on Jackie, stop teasing me and suck on them baby... please honey... pleeeassse."
Giving in to her begging, he lowered his mouth to her beautiful breasts, determined to give her what she wanted as he fell upon his mother's breasts like a ravenous wolf.
Suckling on them wildly, Jackie happily gave his mom what she wanted which only made her want more. His eager, young mouth flew back and forth between the mighty twin peaks of her tits sucking, licking, nibbling on each to the point where he got so fucking turned on he began to dry hump her through his shorts.
Angie, not wanting him to have another "accident" knew the time was right to offer him the ultimate prize before he blew his top again. Snaking a hand around the back of his head, she prodded his face gently up and off of her breasts as she pushed him back slightly breaking the way he had been humping her down there.
They exchanged another fiery set of kisses before Angie guided his face down to her tits again. Pulling back slightly, he let his tongue go to work as it lathered each of her nipples, in turn, with infinitely loving care, making her squirm and moan with unabashed pleasure.
Grabbing his hand, she guided it down and in between her legs as she parted her thighs for him.
Jackie's cock was growing hard again as he felt, for the first time, the wet softness that lay between a woman's legs. It felt heavenly as he slipped first one finger, and then a second, playfully exploring, up and inside of her.
Working his mouth in tandem with his fingers he soon fell into a gentle rhythm of finger fucking his mom while suckling on her boobies. He knew he was doing well by the way her moans were both increasing in length and intensity.
Pulling his mouth off of her tits, he looked up at her. She was smiling at him with such infinite sweetness it made his heart wrench with untold love while making him want to shower her with kisses.
Their mouths came together, tongues flickering in and out, with the sound of their lips smacking together filling the bedroom. They spent the next few minutes making out like long lost lovers with Jackie continually fondling her breasts much to her utter delight.
Making a snap decision, Angie broke off their little kissing session by rising up on her elbows. "Jackie be a doll and grab your mom's bottle of coconut oil out of the nightstand drawer... right there to your right while I grab a little something out of the other drawer."
Jackie pulled away to grab the bottle of oil a bit disappointed as he could only assume his mother planned on using the oil to give him a hand job, and while yes that would be nice, he wanted, he needed more.
After handing her the oil, he was certain she would pour some on her hands and then take care of him, but instead he watched-- with growing excitement-- as she dumped a generous amount of oil all over her tits before giving him a real, real pleasant surprise.
"Sweetheart I have a... a special treat for you... if you're interested."
"W-what, Mom?
With a smile, she pulled a small black bag out from behind her back she had hidden there.
"Go on, open the bag and dump what's in it out on the bed, baby."
Just as she wanted, he dumped the contents off the bag onto the bed and was amazed when four sets of hand cuffs came tumbling out.
"Are those for..." Jesus handcuffs! His heart rate shot through the roof --but who were they for?
Giving him an impish smile she whispered, "They are for me, sweetie. One set for each of my wrists and ankles. Now be a good boy and go ahead and secure your mommy to her bed so you can take full advantage of her... for the rest of the night."
Jackie could barely contain his excitement as he carefully attached the restraints on his naked mother. Following her softly whispered instructions, he proceeded to stretch her four limbs out securing each in turn to the upper and lower posts of her four poster bed.
Looking at her, laid out, spread eagle, on the bed, wholly naked, caused his cock to become hard as a fucking rock.
Although she may have been the one physically restrained, there was still no doubt who was in charge as she barked at him, "Now go ahead and hop off your mom's bed and take off your underwear, hon."
When he didn't move fast enough for her liking, she snapped at him, "Hurry up before I change my mind and decide to switch places with you."
That got him moving as damn near tripped over his feet hopping off the bed.
"Now remove your underwear slowly as I watch honey. Don't be shy."
Reaching down, he carefully hooked a pair of nervous fingers under the waistband of his simple white briefs. He looked over at her as he slowly lowered the cotton briefs down and off of his body. She had a wicked little smile on her face as she stared intently at him. It was a smile that only grew more mischievous as his hard six inch cock sprang forth, like a tiger ready to pounce, from the tight confines of his briefs.
Still in control, in a voice that was commanding and matter of fact, Angie announced to him, "Now I want you to be a good and take your time and rub the oil all over, nice and slow, on your mom's tits."
Crawling up onto the bed, Jackie positioned himself next to her before stretching his hands out. Slowly, showing the patience of a saint, he massaged the oil all over her immense tits as she closed her eyes while thrusting her chest upwards for all its worth.
Loving the way the way the oil made her tits all nice and slick, Jackie slowly glided his hands all the vast expanse of her breasts rubbing the oil in nicely. Just as he was about to tell her he was all done she whispered to him in a voice husky with desire.
"You wanna fuck em don't you, little boy. I bet you do. Go on tell me, tell your mommy you wanna fuck her tits... tell her you have been dreaming about it ever since that night we played our little game... me you and your stupid brother."
It was true. Jackie had been secretly thinking about titty fucking his mother since that night. Titty fucking had been, until now, what he considered to be almost an impossible dream for him but now...
"Yes, I have been dreaming of fucking your tits, Mommy," he whispered in a nervous voice.
Angie nodded her head at his confession before whispering, "Well go on then sweetie, put that big, hard cock of yours between your mom's tits... I think you would like that."
Jackie, by now, had totally lost the power of speech. Instead, he nodded his head dumbly as he slowly crawled on top of her.
Once he was on top of her, she hissed at him, "Go on Jackie, shove that cock of yours in between your Mommy's big tits baby and do what you have been dreaming of doing for so long and fuck the hell out of them."
Before falling to the task at hand, Jackie stared down at his mom, wanting to burn the image of her being bound naked to her bed by all four limbs, her chest heaving, into his memory banks forever.
His eyes floated up and down her body before finally settling on her tits. God they were beautiful he thought as in the soft candle light they appeared to almost glow.
He straddled his mother, his cock aching with pent up desire, as he carefully pushed his hardness up and in between her well-oiled tits.
He began to piston his hips forward, slowly at first as he pushed his hard cock between those majestic tits of hers. Using his hands on either side, he squeezed them together so they fully enveloped his achingly hard cock.
Jackie sighed. Never, ever, had he felt anything as delightful as having his manhood snuggled in between the soft cushions that were his mom's breasts.
Each soft thrust inched him closer to his impending climax. If not for him coming once already, surely he would have been spurting cum all over her tits by now.
Angie, wanting to see her son lose control, urged him on with a soft whispered plea. ""Come on baby, fuck em harder... for Mommy please."
Jackie responded to her soft pleas by ramping things up a bit. Biting his lip, he began to thrust his cock up and in between her tits, harder and faster, causing waves of pleasure wash over him.
Angie struggled against the cuffed restraints that held her in place as she so badly wanted to grab his hips and help him fuck her tits harder and faster.
Instead, she must settle for her son's slow and gentle fucking of her breasts while hoping it would not last as she desperately wants him to lose control and start fucking her tits like a possessed madman.
She would not have to wait long as the slow and gentle pace only lasted maybe another three of four thrusts before he did, in fact, start to lose control.
The bed, it was a bit old, began to squeak and moan as he slammed his cock in between her tits for all its worth, fucking them so hard now while knowing he would not last long at this pace.
Helping his pending orgasm rush home was Angie's desperate pleas to her son. "Go on honey, fuck your mommy's titties harder, sweetie. That's it... harder... Oh God... she wants you to come all over them baby. Pleeeasse."
Jackie was now, quite literally, blasting his achingly rigid cock as hard and as fast as he could, up and in between his mother's tits.
Using his hands to squeeze his mom's tits even tighter around his cock, the resulting tunnel of tit flesh felt absolutely exquisite.
Angie thrusted her chest up towards her son's manhood, trying her best to induce him to cum as she once more pleaded for him to do so...
"Come on sweetie, fuck them harder, and come for your Mommy... please honey... pleeaasse... fuck them... that's it... ah-huh... yeah... fuck them sweetheart... good boy... goooo...



She never got to finish her second good boy as Jackie finally exploded with a virtual geyser of cum spurting out all over his mom's tits.
The orgasm was powerful enough to turn his muscles into jelly as he fell face forward onto her. Burying his face against her neck, he let the powerful after effects of his earthquake like orgasm wash over him.
Finally, he was able to lift himself off of her.
"That was nice huh baby?" she whispered.
"That was super nice, Mom... I mean..." He shook his head. There was nothing more he could add.
Their eyes met. Peering down at her, so very helpless and naked, he knew what needed to be done next.
Lowering his mouth to hers, they shared a series of long, slow and exceedingly passionate kisses with their tongues slipping out and intertwining like a pair of horny snakes.
After this breathless flurry of kisses, his mouth slipped down to her neck. He nibbled on it for a moment, making her squirm, before his mouth fell down further to the mountainous curves of her breasts. He raised up for a moment to-- once more-- admire their majestic beauty that he just couldn't seem to get enough of before he dropped his mouth down.
Angie loved the way her son showered a gentle rain of soft kisses all over her tits, making her squirm and moan quietly. Wanting to make her moan all the more, he let his tongue slip out to gently lather her fully erect nipple with tender loving care.
Feeling her writhe under this relentless assault gave him the courage to move on... down south to the fertile land that lay between her thighs.
Letting his mouth slide down off the tremendous slope of her tits and onto the relatively flat plain of her stomach, he kissed his way south as she continued to squirm in pent up anticipation of where his kisses were leading.
He circled around the entirety of her tummy with dozens of slow and languid little kisses and licks of his tongue while continuing to always let his kisses slip further down.
Upon reaching her parted thighs, he kissed his way up one side and down the other before stopping just short of the treasure between.
"I think you are teasing me honey," she moaned softly.
After parting her legs wider, his only response was to move his mouth directly over her wet pussy before blowing a steady stream of air on it in an attempt to torment her.
That's it baby. Please... please eat my pussy," Angie demanded in a voice harsh with pent up desire as she tried to thrust her pussy up toward his mouth.
He pulled back away from her upward thrusts, loving the fact he was in total control. Instead of complying with her desperate demands to eat her out, he kissed all around her vagina before going back to her inner thighs using his tongue to tenderly lick them up and down. Stopping directly over her vagina he lowered his mouth and then breathed out several times so she could feel his warm breath so very close to it, increasing her anticipation.
Slowly, he snaked his tongue out, licking at her delicate pussy lips for a good minute or two, making her groan and wriggle wildly.
After a patient minute or two of this, he lowered his mouth further and began sucking on her clit lightly while mixing in a generous portion of kisses and licks.
Angie thrashed against the cuffs as her son was driving her wild, especially when he began to lightly flicker his tongue all around her pussy.
His teasing was turning Angie into a wanton little whore who now literally began to beg for it.
"Oh God Jackie, baby... Stop teasing Mommy and eat her fucking pussy out. Please sweetheart. I can't take it anymore... pleaaaaaaaaaase."
Finally, determining she was properly warmed up by his artful teasing, Jackie took the plunge, burying his face deep inside his mother's pussy.
Jackie inexperienced in practice had the theory down of eating pussy thanks to a few online articles he read and the little tricks he learned, thus far, seemed to be working.
Finding her swollen clit, he attacked it with his tongue, causing her to buck and twist even more. Intermingling small flickers of his tongue, with some soft nibbles and tender kisses, he soon had his poor mother writhing with untold passion.
Over, under, sideways, down his tongue traveled a wicked course over his mom's vagina, leaving no part of it untouched, which only served to make her struggle even greater against her restraints.
Angie's moans were getting louder with each passing flicker of his tongue against her clit. Pulling back, he rested his tongue momentarily, sensing, correctly, that his mom was on the very edge of coming.
He let the tension die down inside of her for just a moment. He had planned on bringing her just to the edge of climaxing, at least once anyways, and then pulling back, knowing when he finally did go all the way her climax would be all the more powerful for the waiting.
Working his tongue now in tandem with his finger he went back to work, lapping at her wet cunt like a kitty laps at a bowl of milk. He then slowly brought one of his hands down, after previously using them both to knead her lovely tits like two large loaves of bread.
Moving carefully, he gently worked his index finger up inside of his mom's moist pussy making her let out another long series of moans as his tongue continued to work its magic.
He felt her tense up as his finger slid into place, and then moan even louder as he finger fucked her while continuing to lap at her clit so sweetly with his eager tongue.
Angie finally was at the door step to the Promised Land. She was coming now. Hard. Violently even, as she bucked and strained against the hand cuffs. Lashing her head side to side, her long hair whipping about, she moaned to the heavens, "Oh God baby mommy is coming... Yes... OH GOD YESSSSSS!!"
Angie's orgasm was maybe the most intense she ever experienced in her life, leaving her panting and out of breath. Jackie moved up to her snuggling against her chest as he whispered, "I did not good, Mommy?"
"You did perfect honey," she proclaimed.
Less than ten minutes later, Angie freed from her restraints cuddled him in his arms as they fell fast asleep, both dreaming of what new adventures they might explore in the not so distant future.
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The Thing that Dwells in the Closet
Jacob sighed heavily as he stepped into his dingy hotel room at the Motel 6 out on Highway 10, his less than glamourous home now for a little over a month.
His current lifestyle was a far cry from the one he once enjoyed as the dynamic spokesperson and founder for an investment fund which, allegedly, was going to make a fortune on the new wave of investing in environmentally earth conscious businesses such as solar power and electric cars to name just a couple.
The fund, thanks to some robust investments from friends and friends of friends, had done quite well. Good enough, in fact, to allow Jacob and his wife, Suzanne to live an extravagant lifestyle as the fund was more of a Ponzi scheme than a real investment fund.
After some complaints from less than happy investors, the couple's financial activities caught the attention of the IRS. When the investigation was complete, Jacob was found guilty of both tax evasion and wire fraud. Unfortunately, the thirty eight year old Jacob did not have a clean record.
After graduating from the Oklahoma State with a degree in marketing he took over the management of the three car lots his family owned in Tulsa. Within five years, the three ballooned to eight. Shortly afterwards, he ran into trouble with the IRS for some questionable business/accounting tactics.
He ended up pleading guilty to some lesser charges to avoid any serious jail time, but now, because of his past record, the courts threw the proverbial book at him.
Jacob ended up serving just over three and half years and after getting out was desperate to pick up the pieces of his life with the biggest piece being, not his marriage, Suzanne actually divorced him while he was away, but his relationship with his daughter, Rebecca.
She was only fifteen when he went to prison, and was, and always had been, the one true love of his life. Now fresh out of jail, Jacob was determined to restore his relationship with his lovely "Becca".
After flinging his coat onto the room's sole chair in the corner, Jacob plopped down heavily on the bed. He was tired and wanted a nap. Forty minutes later, his peaceful slumber was interrupted by his phone ringing.
After checking the number, he came instantly awake. It was Becca.
"Yes, honey," he answered pleasantly.
"Daddy, Mom and me sort of have a big favor to ask."
"Sure, what is it, Becca?"
"There is some kind of family crisis back in Dallas. Thomas has to leave tomorrow morning and he wants mom to go with him."
Thomas was her new stepfather. Jacob pretty much hated him. Yeah, pretty much.
"OK," Jacob answered cautiously, hoping it wasn't money, "what do you need from me?"
"Well, I don't wanna go and mom doesn't want to leave me home alone. I mean, I am eighteen, but she still doesn't trust me to stay alone, so I was thinking maybe if you... like volunteered to come spend the weekend here she would be cool and stuff with it."
"Yeah, I can do that... no problem hon," he answered quickly, thrilled she wanted him to come stay with her.
Suzanne was more than happy with the arrangement. She was not getting along with Becca, as of late, and a weekend away from her moody teen age daughter would be more than welcome.
Jacob arrived promptly at eleven a.m. on a warm, early September morning. After the usual formalities of seeing Suzanne and Tom off on their trip, he turned to his daughter. "So I have you all to myself for the weekend. I hope you are not planning on some wild party with a bunch of your friends though. Your mom was quite explicit... no parties."
Rebecca batted her pretty brown eyes at her daddy, before tossing her mane of light brown hair to one side. Rebecca, in the couple years he had been away, blossomed into a raving young beauty. She possessed your typical Midwestern girl next door good looks, along with a streak of wildness accenting those good looks.
"Oh come on Daddy, can't we have just a little bit of a party," she said with a fetching smile as she crossed the kitchen toward him.
"Hmm, let me think about it... No."
"What if the party was like real small, like just me and you... would you consider saying yes then?"
"Just you and me. I am afraid that won't be much of a party... not for you anyway, hon."
"Yeah, well, we will see about that. I wanna have some fun, maybe be a little naughty. Have a couple beers you know. I mean Mom is so fucking strict with me, and I just wanna cut loose a bit... even if it's only me and you at our party."
Fighting the feeling she was up to something, after a moment's hesitation, he gave in, "Yeah, why not... if it's just me and you."
"Great, I will go get ready. I hope you have some money."
"I have a bit of money, but what for?"
"For the mall when you take me shopping. It's going to be a really warm day the according to the forecast so I wanna take advantage of it and get some sun out by the pool while we are sucking down our beer and if I wanna impress my sole guest..." She paused smiling at him; it was a smile that made his heart flutter. "I am going to need a new swimsuit."
"Really and what is wrong with the one you got already."
"Hmm, nothing much, other than Mom bought it for me, and it's exceedingly boring. Anyways give me a few minutes to get ready and then we will be off."
"Oh really, you mean you aren't going to the mall looking like that," he joked.
She probably just rolled out of bed, not twenty minutes ago, considering her hair was a bit messy, and she wore no makeup, and was still dressed in an oversized sleep shirt and pajama pants.
"No of course not," she said, "I gotta make myself into a beautiful young princess if I'm going to talk you into buying me a whole bunch of nice stuff at the mall with whatever bit of money you got."
"Sure, take your time," he told her before adding. "But you know, you don't have to make yourself beautiful... you already are beautiful, Becca."
"Yeah, that's me, Beautiful Becca," she cried while sprinting up the stairs.
Jacob sighed, envying his young daughter's youthful exuberance.
When she came back downstairs, all ready to go, she certainly had transformed herself into "Beautiful Becca". Her darkly tanned skin glowed with a youthful beauty helped by both nature and her painstakingly applied makeup. Her light brown hair, combed out neatly now and falling past her shoulders in a swooping wave of beauty, seemed to almost sparkle under the early afternoon sun.
At the mall, they headed to a chic clothing store to buy her swimsuit. With him in tow, she paused before a mannequin sporting a skimpy white string bikini.
"What do you think, Daddy? Good enough for our party?"
"Hmm, I think your mother would not approve. You know how conservative she is... and how conservative she expects you to dress. Honestly, I like it for you hon, but that's not the point."
"What is the point then?" she replied, crossing her arms and starting to pout a bit.
"The point is if I bought this for you, I would catch hell from your mother."
"Not if she doesn't see me wear it. I will wear it to our party this afternoon, and then give it to a friend to hold it for me. You know then Mom won't know anything about it."
He looked at her doubtfully, totally unsure if what she was suggesting was the thing to do, but when she smiled at him, while dropping her voice to a sultry whisper, he felt his resolve to say no to her weakening. "Please Daddy, buy it for me. You said you liked it... for me."
"I did say that huh?"
"Yeah, you did." The matter was apparently settled when she casually remarked, "Now we just have to hope they have my size."
Ten minutes later Rebecca was the proud owner of one skimpy white string bikini.
After he bought her a quick lunch at the food court, they were just heading out of the mall, when she paused. Pointing across the way, she said, "Oh look Victoria's Secret. I could use at least one sexy bra, for, you know, special occasions, Daddy. Card please."
"Honey--"
"Daddy, I know what you are going to say," she said, interrupting his planned protest before he could even voice it. "It's going to be the bikini argument all over again. You lost that one and you will lose this one too. Look... I promise I will keep whatever I buy hidden from mom. I mean the bras she buys me are so conservative... it's not fair."
"Yeah, well that's your mom for you." He didn't know what else to say.
"So can't you indulge me? Please... it will be our little secret and... Victoria's, of course," she added with a giggle proud of her little pun.
"Promise you won't let your mom see whatever you buy?"
"Promise. She snoops a bit in my room from time to time but I have a couple good hiding spots. I am sneaky that way."
"I bet you are," he replied handing over his debit card to her before strolling over to a nearby bench and taking a seat to wait for her.
It was just past two in the afternoon when they finally arrived home and got settled out by the pool. As soon as they went through the front door, Rebecca dashed upstairs to change into her new bikini. They planned on meeting out by the pool in ten minutes.
Jacob was sitting in a pool lounge chair, sipping a beer and basking in the warm July sun, when his daughter came strutting out sporting her new bikini.
Jacob glanced up at her as she crossed the acid stained pool deck toward him--and nearly dropped his beer. He had expected her to look good in her new bikini, that much he was certain of when he bought it for her, but she looked, not just good, but fucking fantastic with the new bikini doing a most splendid job in showing off all of Rebecca's delicious, youthful curves.
Especially noticeable to Jacob was how the bikini's skimpy triangle top did such an absolutely knock out job of showing off his daughter's big tits to the point where he found himself staring directly at her chest-- for what seemed to be an embarrassingly long time-- as she walked up to him smiling.
Gesturing at his beer, she said happily, "You got one of those for me, Daddy."
"Honey, I'm not so sure you should be drinking, you are only eighteen after all."
"Daddy," she whined, "you agreed to us having a party, a small one sure, but still what's a party without a little alcohol? And before you bring up the whole 'what if Mom finds out nonsense' I promise... it will be our secret just like the new bikini you bought me, the new bra you bought me, and now the beer you are going to get me."
Jacob sighed before climbing to his feet. "How can I argue with that logic? Be right back with your beer hon."
"Thanks Daddy," she gushed as he passed her. Reaching out, she snagged him by the arm as he passed her. Pulling him in close, she gave him a quick peck on the cheek before whispering, "Don't worry I won't get drunk... too much."
"I hope not," he said without really meaning it.
Roughly thirty minutes, and two beers a piece later, Jacob found the long, hot afternoon getting hotter when she dragged him into the pool for a bit of horseplay, where he was treated to the awesome sight of those full sized tits of hers bouncing around under the tight confines of her bikini top.
They had a good time with some delightful rough-and-tumble horsing around in the pool where they took turns dunking each other while getting a bit "physical" with one another as they splashed around the pool.
When their playtime was finally over Jacob was more than a little disappointed thanks to the following fact: the entire time they were screwing around together in the pool Jacob tried, but mostly failed, to avert his eyes from his daughter's mouthwatering tits, especially as they bounced around the tight confines of her sexy bikini.
When he did manage to deflect his eyes from his daughter's chest, it was mainly so they could float down across her well-toned tummy, and onto those equally well-toned firm thighs of hers. And then, of course, when she turned around her ass, her perfect teen age girl ass, was on full display thanks to the wholly insufficient job her bikini bottom were doing in keeping it hidden from sight.
They plopped down together, both a bit winded, in adjacent pool loungers, sipping beers. After a few minutes of idle conversation, and another half a beer for the both of them, the conversation suddenly turned serious when Rebecca asked her daddy a very forward question. "So Daddy," she said fixing him with an infectious bright smile, "you haven't told your daughter how fantastic she looks in her new bikini... or maybe you don't think I have filled out so nicely since you last seen me."
Of course, he thought she filled out nicely. How he could not considering Ms. Rebecca possessed some mind numbing numbers: 38-25-36 measurements spread out over a five foot seven and one hundred twenty eight pound frame.
He took a large drink of his beer, if only to give himself time to come up with some kind of answer to this very leading question. The truth was Jacob was simply flabbergasted about how nice his daughter filled out over the past few years.
This was only his third time seeing her since he got out of prison with the first two times being only casual lunches at a local diner. Both times, thanks to her mother being present, Rebecca dressed quite conservatively in loose fitting blouses, keeping well-hidden those lethal sized tits of hers.
Meeting her smile with one of his own, he replied, "You want me to be completely honest, honey."
"Yes, of course," she snapped back, "I'm a big girl. I can handle the truth."
"So you are. Well the truth is simple... you look fantastic in your new bikini, hon."
"I guess that means you have... ahh... noticed how I have filled out a bit since you been gone."
"Yes you certainly have young lady... filled out." He took another swig of his beer in a vain attempt to ward off the guilt gnawing around the edges of his heart for even talking about such a dangerous topic.
After a brief pause where she took a considerable swallow of her own beer Rebecca began to giggle.
"What is so funny?"
"I am just wondering if I should tell you the nickname Kathy gave me."
"Sure, why not. Knowing your cousin I imagine it will be not nice."
"Big tits, Becky."
Jacob squirmed a minute before responding casually, "Well it certainly is a fitting nickname honey."
"We think so. Anyways..." Rebecca, happy she was able to make her daddy squirm a bit from her gentle teasing, leaned back on the lounger getting comfortable again.
After a minute or two, she stretched out, before turning over on her tummy. "Daddy, I don't wanna get burned, would you mind rubbing some lotion on my back please."
Jacob, mumbled his assent while trying to focus his mind on something other than how good his daughter's perfectly glowing smooth skin might feel under his hands. Picking up the bottle of lotion, he carefully poured a large dab of lotion onto his hands before lowering them to her back.
Just as he suspected, her body felt nothing short of yummy to his wandering hands as they skated all around her back. He stared at the single tie of her bikini in the middle of her back, wondering what it might be like to, first, carefully untie it, and then, just as carefully, turn her around and onto her back. His mind, indulging in a wicked flight of fancy, then imagined what it might be like to ever so slowly pull his daughter's bikini top off, finally revealing those generous twin mounds of hers to his hungry gaze.
His naughty thoughts caused his already firm cock to be put on full alert status.
"Daddy," she asked softly, interrupting his fantasy, "would you mind untying me in the back. I don't want a tan line."
Christ it was as if she was reading his fucking mind.
"Sure, honey," he told her.
He tried to calm his nerves, along with his raging erection, but despite his best attempts, it was a pair of rather shaky fingers which untied her bikini top.
Once again, his hands traveled up and down the expanse of her back, patiently rubbing in, at her insistence, a fresh dollop of suntan lotion. Just when he thought he was done, she raised up a bit, turning to stare at him. "Daddy, I just want to say thank you."
"For what honey?"
"Oh just for everything, for buying me my new bikini... and for the new bra, but most of all, for the way you are so gently pampering me now. Your hands feel good. I am kind of shy you know... I mean, I don't let just anyone rub their hands all over my body."
"Shy huh... well the bikini you are wearing tells a different tale, sweetie."
"Daddy," she whined, "I thought you said you liked it?"
"I do... I am just saying you said 'you are kind of shy'... and I'm just saying the bikini, your bikini, is not something a shy girl would wear... in my opinion anyways."
"OK, I will amend my statement. I am generally shy." She fixed him with a sly smile before adding, "Around everyone, that is, except my daddy." She reached out, stroking the side of his face tenderly. "Who I love and adore so much that I feel absolutely no shyness around whatsoever."
She plopped back down on her tummy before saying, "Better?"
"Yes."
"Good. Now speaking of pampering me, would you mind very much continuing the pampering by rubbing some lotion onto the back of my legs."
As if it wasn't a question at all, she reached over and grabbed the bottle of suntan lotion off the nearby table, handing it to him.
He went slower than ever rubbing the lotion onto the back of her legs. Patiently, he worked his way up, a hand on each leg, before stopping well short of the lovely rise of her delectable little ass.
He was considering telling her he was done, when she beat him to the punch. "Daddy, please tell me you aren't done? C'mon, rub the lotion up higher... don't be shy... like me."
He took a deep breath; hesitating to do what she wanted. If he didn't know better it was almost as if she was... like flirting with him?
"Here, let me help you." She grabbed the bottle of lotion off the table, and instead of handing to him, maneuvered the bottle around to her backside before squirting out a sizable splotch of lotion on each of her upper legs, just below her buttocks covered so invitingly by her tanga bikini bottoms.
The next few minutes were pure hellish delight for Jacob. His hands, so close to the gentle rise of her ass, itched for more, but somehow, someway, he managed to just restrain them. Again, his mind engaged in a flight of fancy as he rubbed the lotion into the upper parts of her legs.
He imagined having the courage to let his hands go. How would that lovely ass feel to his desperate hands? Nice and firm, he bet. He also wondered what her reaction might be. In this latest flight of fancy, her reaction was a simple one, that is, nothing more than a simple sigh as she allowed him full access to her butt.
Finally, he pulled his hands away as she murmured. "That was nice, Daddy."
Nice was one way of putting it as he quickly bounced to his feet before quickly turning away as he tried to hide his erection from his daughter's eyes. "I think it's time I put our steaks on the grill, Becca," he told her as a prelude to fleeing inside the house.
Thankfully, she let him go with nothing more than a smirk... as her eyes caught a fleeting glimpse of what he was so desperately trying to hide.
After a pleasant dinner, they retired to the living room, settling down next to each other on the sofa.
"So young lady, what shall we do with the rest of our evening? Watch a movie maybe?"
"A movie? No, not tonight. Instead, I'm feeling like I wanna have some real fun. I don't wanna waste a night away from mom by doing something so normal and so boring as watching a movie."
"So, OK, do you have anything in mind?"
"I do maybe, but you will have to keep an open mind when I tell you, coz I am feeling adventurous."



"Sure my mind is open, hon. Tell me... what audacious thing do you have in mind?"
Snuggling up closer to him she dropped her voice. "Let me whisper it in your ear."
"Oh this must be something really bold if you have to whisper it in my ear," he chided her.
Bringing her mouth to his ear, she whispered a simple statement, "The Thing that Dwells in the Closet," before leaning back to see his reaction.
"Wow, I have not thought of that night in years, Becca."
"Really, Daddy," she told him smiling, "I think about it sometimes. It brings back warm memories of me and you. You know that game, or trick you played on me, whatever you wanna call it, taught me a lot."
"It was supposed to as I recall."
Now it was Jacob's turn to smile as memories of that night came flooding back to him.
The Thing that Dwells in the Closet was a game he played with her when she was younger. Like many a child, Rebecca had a real phobia about "monsters or things in the closet".
One night, she might have been all of eight years old, she was having a particular acute case of the heebie-jeebies about what dwelled in her closet when Jacob came up with an idea to try to quell those fears.
With her nervously watching, he slowly opened her closet door, before slipping inside. He was supposed to be checking the closet to make sure there was nothing dangerous lurking within, but when he didn't come out, Becca started to get scared.
A minute passed, then two minutes. She called out to him several times. He didn't respond, instead choosing to remain quiet. He wanted her to overcome her fears by actually having to come to the closet, open the door, and step inside to look for him. He counted on, sooner or later, her curiosity and concern of what happened to him would get the better of her and she would enter the closet.
Jacob remained hidden deep in the closet not making a sound. Another minute or two passed, before, finally, he heard her calling out, "Daddy... Daddy," as she crossed the room to the closet.
Rebecca slowly opened the closet door, just enough to slip her hand inside. The closet was dark and spooky-- or so she thought. She fumbled around for the light switch, it was just inside the closet on the wall to the right, and finding it, quickly flipped it upwards. Nothing. The closet remained dark.
Jacob, in anticipation of his daughter coming to look for him, after entering the closet, simply reached up and unscrewed the single bare bulb.
The rest of what happened he just sort of ad-libbed. Long story short, she finally found the courage to enter the closet, where the "The Thing that Dwells in the Closet" grabbed her and proceeded to commence with a ferocious, yet gentle, tickling attack leaving her squealing with utter childish delight.
When it was all over, he simply told her, "See honey, you were worried enough about me, about your daddy, to overcome your fears and enter the dark closet. And why is that?"
After thinking about it a minute her reply was simple. "Coz I love you, Daddy."
"So the lesson here is... love can overcome fear."
After that night, her fears about monsters in the closet pretty much were a thing of the past.
Back in the present, Rebecca poked her daddy in the chest saying, "Yeah, it's been like ten years since you played that little game with me." Poking him again, this time harder, she added, "Hiding in the closet and attacking me like some kind of devilish tickling monster... bad Daddy."
"As I recall your giggling maybe indicated you liked being attacked little girl."
"Maybe I did. In fact, maybe I liked it so much I want you to do it again. Just like that night."
"You can't be serious honey. You aren't a little girl anymore."
"What... Only little girls like to be attacked and tickled by their big bad daddy's?"
"I don't know, you tell me?"
"I am telling you. I wanna play the game again. Seriously... unless, of course, you are a big chicken and don't wanna play coz you are afraid since I am a big eighteen year old girl now, all grown up, powerful and strong, the stupid Thing that Dwells in the Closet won't find it so easy to overpower me this time."
"Hmm, I think..." Reaching out, he grabbed her hand, squeezing it tight enough to make her jump. "The Thing that Dwells in the Closet may be older, like you, but he still packs a punch."
"So let's play and find out."
"You really wanna do this?"
"Yes, yes, yes. How many ways can I say it? I told you I wanna do something different. I'm feeling bold and reckless and ready to defend myself."
"Fine... so how are we going to do this exactly? I mean last time you came in the closet, as I recall, and I just attacked you. Are we going to do the same thing this time?"
She smiled at him. "I have been thinking about this. Actually been planning it since I found out we were going to be alone for the weekend so this is what I propose."
She spent the next few minutes explaining the general "rules" of this new game, while he sat and listened while sipping on a shot of whiskey. It was a shot she insisted he drink, as she wanted "The Thing that Dwells in the Closet" to be just a little drunk so he would be, in her words, "ultra-aggressive" with his attacks upon her.
Jacob sighed as he stood in the dark closet waiting for his daughter to come into the room. Rebecca insisted they change the setting of their game from her bedroom to the master bedroom, since both the closet and the bedroom there were much bigger than her own room. "More room for the chase before you capture your poor little victim... if you capture your poor little victim that is," she told him with a sly smile.
In one hand was the wolf mask she insisted he wear when he came out of the closet to attack her. Despite his protests to the contrary, he told her he would feel silly wearing it, but she insisted it be part of their new game. The mask was a good ten years old. He had worn it as part of a Halloween costume exactly ten years ago, which, ironically was the same year they played their original game.
When he heard the bedroom door open, he moved to the front of the closet. Gripping the door knob, he ever so slowly turned it, before cracking the door open just enough for him to peer out and into the bedroom.
Rebecca entered the room. The shot of whiskey she just downed, she snuck the shot after her father went upstairs to hide in the closet, left her feeling brave and carefree. Pausing in the middle of her parents' bedroom, she had a sudden urge to change the narrative of their game--to something a bit naughtier.
What was supposed to happen next was supposed to be simple: she was to enter the bedroom, and then cross over to the bathroom, where inside the privacy of the bathroom she was supposed to change into her pajamas.
After coming out of the bathroom, the plan was for her to head straight to her parent's king size and slip under the covers, but before she could crawl into the bed, her daddy was to make some kind of loud noise inside the closet. She was then to investigate the noise by entering the closet, where he would commence with his tickling attack.
Jacob stared out from the closet, watching as she paused in the middle of the room. She was wearing a simple white blouse and a pair of faded blue jeans.
Instead of heading to the bathroom though, Rebecca turned so she was facing the closet and started to get undressed right there. Jacob swallowed hard as his daughter started to undo the buttons on her blouse.
He considered moving back deeper in the closet before telling himself she was just teasing him. She wasn't really going to continue to get undressed. She would probably undo a couple buttons only before disappearing into the bathroom.
But when she undid a second, and then a third, and still a fourth button, Jacob was starting to have doubts, and yet he found himself unable to look away.
After getting her blouse almost completely undone, Rebecca turned away, taking a few steps, not toward the bathroom off to the right, but toward the closet. She could sense it, the monster inside the closet that is, watching her... and maybe enjoying what it was witnessing.
The thought send quiet shivers up and down her spine. Slowly, ever so slowly, she unbuttoned the last two buttons of her blouse before stripping it off and tossing it casually on the floor.
He truly wanted to look away, but simply couldn't--thanks to the ultra-sexy bra she was wearing. He did not have much time to admire the gorgeous white lace bra, it was practically see through and must have been the same one she just bought at Victoria's Secret, as she quickly turned her back to the closet before starting to wriggle out of her tight jeans.
Now his wide, staring eyes became hopelessly trapped on her beautiful young teen age ass while she patiently stripped off her jeans... while making sure to add a bit of wiggle to her butt while doing so.
The delicate white lace panties she was wearing under her jeans, a perfect match to the bra, left Jacob sporting a rather sizable boner.
Rebecca was having so much fun teasing her daddy she decided to double down on the teasing. Grabbing her phone off the nightstand, she called her best friend, Kathy.
Kathy just lived a couple blocks away from Rebecca and besides being her best friend, she was also her cousin and number one partner in crime. If anything, Kathy might have been even wilder than Rebecca.
Rebecca plopped down on bed, toward the foot of it, allowing her to be in full view of The Thing that Dwells in the Closet.
"Hey, bitch, what's up?"
Jacob sighed. Now she was going to sit there in her bra and panties talking on the phone to one of her friends. Obviously his daughter was in a rather playful and teasing mood. If he doubted this fact at all, any doubt was removed when he moved to the very front of the closet and cracked the door open just a little wider so he could hear better.
"Yeah, he came over. Mom said I needed, you know, a fucking babysitter for the weekend."
"What did we do? He wanted to hang out by the pool and when I told him I didn't have a swimsuit that I really liked he insisted on dragging me to the mall and buying me one."
"Really, Rebecca," Jacob muttered to himself quietly, "I dragged you to the mall."
"Yeah, you wouldn't believe it. I was checking out this nice one piece suit, it was a bit conservative but I liked it, when he came up to me holding this super skimpy string bikini and suggested how it might look nice on me."
From inside the closet, Jacob muttered some more at his daughter's fictional tale to whoever the hell she was talking to.
"Anyways girl, he talked me into letting him buy it for me. Oh and then just as we were getting ready to leave he spotted the Victoria's Secret and asked me if I needed anything from there. I said not really but he, well, he seemed in a mood to spoil me so when he asked me if I was sure I didn't need anything I told him maybe I could actually use a new bra. Of course, he insisted we go in and pick something nice out for me and he would buy it."
"Quite the imagination there Rebecca." Jacob whispered as he shook his head over his daughter's totally embellished story.
"Yeah, well the white lace bra and panty set he picked out for me is actually super sexy."
She paused, looking directly over at the closet for the first time as a sly smile crossed her face.
"Yeah, I agree, that is why he probably bought it for me. More on that later but I gotta tell you what happened when we got home. He wanted to hang out by the pool and kind of suggested I wear the new bikini he picked out for me and you should have seen it Kathy... he couldn't keep his eyes off my tits!"
Jesus she was talking to Kathy his niece! Of course he shouldn't have been surprised as they were forever friends going way back and he had heard some wild stories about how his niece was... well basically a slutty little whore.
"Then he suggested we have some beer while hanging out by the pool and then he fed me a shot of whiskey after dinner and now... and now, you won't believe this but he wants me to model the bra and panties he bought for me at the mall. He says it's only fair he gets to see how they look on me since he paid for them."
"Of course I am going to do it... the poor man, you know he just got out of prison and could use a little beauty in his life."
At this point, after this latest and most outrageous lie, Jacob considered ending the whole thing by coming out of the closet and confronting her daughter about all the blatant lies she was telling but, in the end, he did nothing as he was just too curious to see just how far his playful and teasing daughter planned on taking things.
Again, she flashed a smile at the closet before finishing up. "And afterwards, after I am done modeling my new bra and panties for him, we are going to play this game, I will tell you later about it but I just hope he is going to take the game seriously and come at me... hard and fast with no holds barred. Anyways I will call you tomorrow and update you on all the sexy details... yeah... bye."
Turning away from the closet, Rebecca set her phone down on the nightstand before turning back the covers of the bed.
Well that was an interesting little detour from the original script Jacob thought to himself as he pulled the wolf mask down. Apparently, the game was back on course. Remembering how he was supposed to make a noise to catch her attention, Jacob rapped his knuckles against the closet door loud enough where it should get her attention.
Rebecca was just crawling into the bed when she paused. "What was that?" she said in mock surprise just loud enough for him to hear as she reached back over and turned the lamp on the nightstand back on.
Standing up, Rebecca announced forcefully, "I guess since I am a big and brave girl now, I better go investigate whatever made that noise in my closet."
Jacob moved deeper into the closet, partially hiding himself behind some of his ex-wife's dresses hanging from the rod on one side of the closet.
While waiting for her to enter the closet, Jacob mentally tried to prepare himself to aggresively attack his daughter, just like she wanted... without going too far.
Rebecca pushed the closet door open a bit more whispering, "Hello, is anyone in here?"
Jacob shuffled his feet nervously, preparing to attack.
Rebecca paused, letting the dramatic tension build, before stepping inside the closet.
Taking a good two or three steps inside the closet, without turning the light on, Rebecca peered around for a brief second or two before saying, "Well, I guess no one here. I guess I am hearing things."
Turning, she was just about out of the closet when her daddy sprang forward, hitting her full on, propelling her out of the closet.
She let out a loud yelp, before swatting at his hands going around her waist. Jacob's blood was up, maybe from all her teasing, giving him the strength to easily pick up his daughter up and carry her over to the bed.
Tossing her in the middle of the king size bed, Rebecca giggled as he dove on top of her. Commencing with a ferocious tickling attack upon her vulnerable mid-section, Jacob happily let his hands scramble all her his daughter's taunt belly as she squealed in childish delight. Not wanting to go too far, he then scaled back his attack, much to his daughter's frustration.
"Time out," she snapped angrily at him.
"What is it honey," he asked pulling up the mask. "You sound irritated."
"I am irritated, Daddy," she barked at him. "You are not playing right."
"What do you mean? I attacked you just like you wanted."
"Well you are half right," she said as she maneuvered herself over to the edge of the bed before sitting upright. "You are attacking me, but you aren't being aggressive enough like I want."
He could tell by the excessive whine in her voice she was truly upset, and not just playing. Any doubts he harbored about her being upset were removed when he tried to respond but she quickly interrupted him with a curt, "I wasn't done complaining yet."
"By all means continue then," he told his headstrong daughter.
"I told you to not hold back and you're holding back. All you have attacked so far is my tummy and that's not what I want. I swear, the first time we are alone in forever and you can't even give me what I want Daddy... it's very disappointing."
"I am sorry, princess. What is it you want exactly?"
"First, before I tell you answer me this. Am I really still your princess, the same as when I was a little girl and you would always give me whatever I wanted while spoiling me rotten... or now that I am eighteen you think me too old to really spoil like you used to. Yes or no!"
"OK, yes to the first part..." He reached out and took her hand into his. Squeezing it tight, he whispered, "You still are my princess and no to the second part. I don't think you are too old to spoil."
"Good, then promise me something... now... without hesitation and without reservation while swearing you shall abide by your promise."
"OK, but what am I promising. You gotta tell me."
"No, if you truly love me and I am truly your favorite princess of all time you must trust me and make your promise first before knowing what you are promising."
Jacob paused for a quiet moment before making a bad choice: he tried to joke about the promise she wanted.
"But hon, what if I promise, and then I can't deliver because you ask me to... Like, oh I don't know, buy you a pony and have it delivered tomorrow."
Instead of answering, Rebecca simply got up and started to storm out of the bedroom. He sprinted across the room, catching her at the doorway.
"Where you going. I was just joking."
"See you ain't taking me serious so forget it."
"Fine. I am hon. I promise OK. Whatever you want it's yours."
"Swear."
"Swear. Cross my heart and hope to die."
They headed back over to the bed, sitting down side by side.
"I am listening," he told her.
"I wanna us to finish the game we are playing, but you gotta agree to play by my rules, gotta agree to play the game the way I wanna play it... not the prim and proper way you think it should be played. I ain't a little girl anymore. I play big girl games and that is what I want."
Fine... princess. Tell me exactly how you want our game to be played then. I guess tell me what I am doing wrong."
"I already told you. I guess I gotta be more specific. I want to be attacked by The Thing that Dwells in the Closet and The Thing that Dwells in the Closet is a big, bad monster who has no morals and no qualms about attacking a beautiful young princess. And by attacking them I mean... everywhere Daddy. I want to feel the monster's evil naughty paws tickling and attacking the princess not only on her tummy, but on her thighs, her arms, her chest, and even between her legs... a little bit if the opportunity presents itself I mean."
"Honey, I'm not sure..." He didn't get far as she quickly interrupted him.
"Daddy no protesting you promised. I said the stupid monster dwelling in my closet is evil and wicked and that is the way you need to play him. He is a monster so he has no morals meaning you cannot hold back! Promise."
He hesitated only briefly before nodding his head and whispering, "I promise."
"Good," she said with a self-satisfied little smile on her pretty face. "Now while the monster may be big and strong and has no morals he does have one weakness that might save the princess from his nasty attack."
"What is that?"
"He has a real weakness for the princess's eternal beauty but even more so for her sweet kisses so if she is able to manage, somehow, to ward off his attack long enough to maneuver herself in a position where she can kiss him the monster will start to lose power and if she can actually manage to land a kiss on his lips... The Thing that Dwells in the Closet will instantly become powerless so, basically the princesses' kisses is the monster's kryptonite."



"So really, just a simple kiss on the lips and he loses his power, his strength and would naturally stop attacking then."
"That is right and the more kisses she applies the weaker he gets... until finally he falls totally under her spell and her control. Agreed?"
"Agreed?" he replied.
"And finally you don't have to wear the mask this time. I think it was throwing your attack off. I will just pretend... a little... you are a hideous looking monster."
"Ha-ha just a little. Fine, no mask."
"OK so we gotta start where I just entered the closet and go from there and remember Daddy... don't disappoint me this time.
"I won't disappoint you, honey," he told her while trying desperately to figure out just how he was going to keep this little game of theirs from going someplace naughty.
By the time he got back inside the closet, he knew it was hopeless. He was trapped by his promise and he would have to, at the very least, get a little naughty with his daughter.
Well that is the way she wanted it so she gets it, he muttered to himself as he shut the closet door before hunkering down toward the back of closet.
Once again, Jacob shifted back and forth nervously, waiting for his daughter to enter the closet. After maybe a good thirty seconds or so the door slowly creaked open.
"Hello, is anyone in here?" she whispered softly to the dark closet.
Jacob remained perfectly still, inviting her to enter the closet.
Rebecca paused, letting the dramatic tension build, before stepping a good two or three steps inside the closet.
She, again, didn't bother to turn the light on as she peered about the dark closet.
"Well, there is no one here. I guess I am hearing things."
When she started to turn around and head out of the closet, this time, instead of choosing that moment to attack, he raised his hand up, swatting at a row of unused metal hangers hanging down from the closet rod.
Rebecca turned after hearing the noise. "Who is there," she called out trying to make her voice sound as scared at possible.
Jacob reached up, this time just tapping a couple of the hangers so they softly clinked together.
She smiled in the dark. He wants me to come deeper inside the closet. She obliged him as she took another small step or two into the closet. "I know someone is in here," she bravely whispered as the ensuing racket drew the monster's prey deeper inside the dark closet.
This time he was totally silent. Just come one step closer, he wordlessly told himself as he prepared to attack--without reservation this time, just as she demanded.
After a brief pause, she took another step forward and it was game on.
The Thing that Dwells in the Closet burst forth from his hiding spot hitting his young prey with a vicious full frontal attack as Rebecca squealed in surprised delight.
Picking her up, he propelled the giggling Rebecca out of the closet, across the bedroom, before flinging her onto the bed.
"Got you now, little girl," he barked as he dove on the bed after her. Just like she wanted, his hands were over all over. He first assailed her mid-section with a pair of tickling, grasping hands as she tried, somewhat, to fend off his attack.
His hands floated up and down her body, grasping, clawing at first her thighs before moving back across her mid-section. Mindful of his promise to have no morals, he briefly let his hands glide up and onto her tits, giving them a brief squeeze.
God they felt nice and firm, the monster thought to himself as he felt his sizable cock coming alive.
Ignoring her pleas of "Stop you naughty monster... I don't like to be tickled," he threw his body onto her, using its full weight to pin her to the bed face down.
Bringing his mouth to his ear, he hissed, "Submit and admit your defeat."
"OK... OK, "she gasped. "Just let me up."
The monster rolled off of her as she twisted onto her back to face him. Involuntarily, the monster found his eyes drawn to her heaving breasts inside that pretty lace bra.
Knowing the stupid monster was distracted at the sight of her big tits, she struck back. Without warning, she propelled herself forward into him. Caught off guard by her sudden attack, The Thing that Dwells Inside the Closet fell onto its back.
Before he could even react the girl was showering his face with kisses. The monster, having a real weakness for being kissed, suddenly became docile.
"Hmm, you like that," she purred, "Like my sweet kisses huh," she whispered as she moved her lips to his.
When she kissed him, several times over, full on the lips without reservation, Jacob could have happily died right then such was his joy at receiving so many sweet blessings from his beautiful daughter.
The monster sank back further onto the bed, instantly feeling his power being drained away by her wicked kisses.
"I own you now... you stupid monster so lay back and relax. My kisses has cast a spell over you making you totally mine."
"They have," the monster replied weakly as the Becca settled herself down lightly on his mid-section.
"Now I shall have a full confession from The Thing that Dwells in my Closet... meaning I will ask questions that you must answer truthfully."
The monster nodded his head in agreement.
"First question for the monster... Does he have a teenage daughter roughly the same age as myself."
"Yes, I would dare to say you two are the exact same age as you both are eighteen."
"And do you find your daughter pretty?"
"I find my daughter to be abundantly beautiful beyond compare."
Having a sudden inspiration on just how she could get her daddy to confess--everything--Rebecca said, "You know me and your daughter just happen to be friends."
"You are?" the monster answered meekly.
"Yes and she told me that just this afternoon you were hanging out together by the pool and that you simply could not keep your eyes off her chest. "
Jacob said nothing for a long moment prompting her to hiss, "You must answer stupid monster. Remember you are totally under my spell."
Deciding he agreed to play this game, so yeah he must, like she demanded, tell the truth, Jacob answered her question. "I did find myself staring... maybe a little bit but in my defense she was wearing this super sexy little string bikini that... that showed off her breasts... quite nicely."
"And pray tell Mr. Monster just who bought the sexy little bikini you daughter was strutting around in?"
"I did," he answered.
"I see," the Rebecca purred.
Thrusting her chest out at the monster for all its worth, the princess asked in a sultry whisper, "So tell me then... are my tits just as nice as your daughter's?"
"Yes, just as nice."
Picking his limp hands up in her own, she said, "I bet you dreamed of what it might be like to play with your daughter's boobies this afternoon while you were staring at them huh? Tell the truth!"
Jacob swallowed hard. He knew he should end this now... but somehow he just couldn't. Surely, she was just teasing him some more.
"I did," he finally confessed.
"Well maybe your precious little daughter would not let her daddy play with her big boobies but you know what... the sluttly little princess will. Tell me, honestly, does the big bad monster wanna play with the lil princess' boobies?"
Jacob stared, not believing she would ask such a thing, but even as he debated on just how to answer she was upping the ante. Grabbing his hands she guided them to her chest while whispering, "I already know the answer stupid monster."
She pushed his hands up against the fullness of her tits and... and he was lost.
"Go on... you know you want to," she whispered as he started to fondle her tits through that beautiful lace bra of hers.
She allowed him just a few blissful seconds to feel the fullness of her bountiful breasts before she pulled back. "Close your eyes and lay your head back."
He obeyed, wondering just what she was planning on next.
He felt the fullness of her boobs being pressed down gently against his face as his cock jerked to new heights of hardness.
Swaying purposefully back and forth, the princess bounced her big boobs across the monster's face causing him to squirm mightily.
Bringing her mouth to his ear, she whispered, "When you can't take it anymore... attack me daddy... this time with your hungry mouth."
Pulling back she let her boobies hang mere inches from his face as she waited for his reaction.
The monster opened his eyes to find the princess bra clad tits hanging in his face. Such beauty he had never before witnessed.
Their eyes met briefly; long enough anyways where he just knew she was wholly serious about wanting the monster inside of him to attack her... with its hungry mouth.
Once more, she dropped her breasts into his face while swaying slightly back and forth.
Jacob made a decision the. He would, slowly, count to five and if she didn't stop by then... it would be game on.
She didn't stop and just after reaching a count of five, the monster snapped.
Propelling himself forward, he easily flipped the princess onto her back before falling on. He rained dozens of wet sloppy kisses all over her chest, ignoring the fact her bra was still in place.
His hands soon joined the fray as he brought them up to aggressively squeeze those big tits of hers while his kisses moved up to her vulnerable neck and throat.
"Oh God, that's it, Daddy... lose control. Show me how badly you want me."
No argument there. He would show her. He let his kisses fall back down to his chest as he shoved his hands under her, meaning to undo her bra.
He was just on the verge of either undoing her bra, or ripping it open, either option would have worked fine, when she suddenly called out, "Wait. Stop."
He sighed deeply. So it was nothing but a tease after all.
Pulling back, he looked down at her.
She had a coy smile on her pretty face.
"I have an idea. Let's have the monster and the princess play a new game."
Jacob smiled back. He could hardly wait to hear what this new game might entail.
They sat on the edge of the bed, side by side as she explained this new game to him.
"Let's play the old classic... hide and seek. You are going to go in the bathroom, giving me time to come up with a real good hiding spot and then come look for me."
"And what happens when I find you?"
"If you find me, you shall win a prize but you only have hmm, five minutes only to find the princess or the game, and the night, is over and yes I mean that... the night will be over and you shall never know the princess' bountiful delights again... ever."
"That seems a bit harsh... don't you think, hon."
"It's called incentive to find me and claim your prize. Trust me, Daddy..." Reaching out, she stroked the side of his face before whispering. "You shall really like your prize I think."
"OK, so what kind of prize does the monster get if he finds the princess?"
"That is a surprise. Now go... into the bathroom with you, no more talk naughty monster. Set your phone for ten minutes, so you have five to wait and five to find me. Oh and one last thing... all the lights in the house will be off and you can't turn them on or use any kind of light except for the glow from your phone to find the princess and your prize."
He nodded his head in agreement as he trudged off to the bathroom after setting the stopwatch feature on his phone to the allotted time.
It was the longest five minutes of his life before he finally emerged from the bathroom into the pitch dark bedroom.
He cursed silently to himself. In the utter darkness of the house, with only the glow from his phone as light it might rather difficult to find her-- considering she could be hiding anywhere in the house.
Wasting no time, waving the phone in front of him, he did a quick cursory check of the bedroom, including the closet before hurrying out into the hallway. He really hadn't expected her to be hiding so close anyways.
He moved rapidly down the hallway to her bedroom, thinking she could be there. Opening the door, he again held the phone aloft allowing its meager light to penetrate the darkness.
When he didn't notice anything right away he checked the time on his phone. A fucking minute had already passed.
He was about to curse again, out loud this time, when he heard it. From downstairs came some kind of noise.
He smiled. She was giving him a clue which meant--she wanted to be found!
Dashing out of her dark bedroom he hurried on down the hall toward the stairs.
Moving carefully down the stairs, he listened closely for any more clues.
The house, unfortunately, remained deathly silent.
After a quick check of the kitchen, and the dining room revealed nothing, he moved to the living room. Hurrying as fast as possible in the dark, while waving the phone back and forth, the monster was dismayed to find nothing in the living room either.
Emerging from the living room, he hurried over to the closet next to the front door. Flinging the door open, he held the phone out in front of him. By the soft glow of the phone he could see the closet was empty.
Dejected, he checked the time again. Just over a minute remained.
Moving down the short hallway, he headed toward the stairs leading to the bottom level of the tri-level house.
The bottom level of the house had a large family room, complete with a real brick fireplace, and the laundry room.
He was about halfway down the stairs when he saw it. Coming from the family room was a soft glow.
Forcing himself to slow down as he navigated the dark stairs, his heart raced like mad as he knew his clever, playful daughter must have started a fire.
The stairs emptied into the family room and, sure enough, he could hear the soft crackle of flames coming from the fireplace.
At first, he didn't see her as the large sofa concealed her prone body stretched out on the white rug situated in front of the brick fireplace. But as he circled the sofa she came into full view... and what a view it was!!
He took a deep breath as she gave him a coy smile. She was prone on her back, propped up by a pair of throw pillows from the nearby sofa.
"Well you found me... just in time huh."
He clicked the stopwatch. "Still had thirty three seconds left so I get my surprise after all."
"Yes you do, but if you wanna claim it you have to show the princess you are worthy of it."
"How do I do that?"
"Strip down to your underwear so the princess can... ahh ascertain your worthiness."
When he hesitated, she hissed at him, "Do it now, monster as you are still under my spell."
As stripped off first his tee shirt, and then his jeans, she continued to stare at him.
"Now come a bit closer."
He took a step or two forward.
"Closer still."
Another step brought him within arm's length. He flushed slightly as her eyes seemed to be focused with laser like precision on his crotch-- on his growing manhood that is.
"Hmm, you appear to be worthy but let me check for sure."
Reaching out, she boldly grabbed the prominent bulge he was sporting inside his briefs.
"Hmm, nice and firm," she whispered, "that is a good start but its needs to be hard as diamonds if you are to claim your prize you stupid monster."
Sitting up, she turned to face him squarely. Positioning herself on her knees, she titled her head at him seductively before whispering, "Let's see what the slutty little princess can do about that. Close your eyes and do... not... move."
Still under her spell, the monster obeyed.
He felt her fingertips dancing playfully along his bare belly before slipping down further.
He seriously could not believe it was happening even as she began to slowly run her hands all over his crotch--just as she leaned forward to spray a dozen light kisses all over his tummy just above the waistband of his briefs.
The princess' hands soon had his cock on full alert status with the situation becoming even more desperate as she hooked a pair of fingers under the waistband of his briefs.
Ever so patiently the princess began to pull down the monster's briefs. She watched as the monster's cock, he was truly blessed, sprang forth from the tight confines of his briefs.
The monster let out a long shuddering breath as he felt his underwear slide down and off of him. He knew he was ready and primed for action-- down there-- so he could only imagine what the princess must be thinking.
Indeed, the monster's cock jutted out from his body, seemingly demanding attention from the spoiled brat of a princess, attention she was more than willing to give as she wrapped one hand around it.
"Hmm, you are nice and hard, you naughty monster." she cooed sweetly to him before upping the stakes by adding, "But let's see if I can get you even harder still."
Her mouth darted forward, her tongue lashing out as she licked the delicate underside of his sizable eight inch cock making it shudder as the monster let out a soft moan.
As the princess worked her experienced tongue up and down the immense shaft of the monster's cock, he responded by involuntarily reaching down. Tangling his fingers in her hair, he whispered to her hoarsely, "Put it in your mouth pretty princess.... Please."
The wicked princess succumbed to the monster's desires by opening her mouth wide and swallowing his cock whole before she began to gloriously slurp on it for several long seconds.
The long seconds turned into a good minute as she continued to bob up and down on his hardness while reaching up with one hand to stroke it in perfect harmony with her hand.
The monster was beside himself with pent up passion from the dual attentions of the princess' soft hand and warm mouth and was just about to explode when she stopped suddenly.
Pulling back she announced to him, "Not yet you wicked monster. You have not gotten your prize. Don't you want your prize?"
Opening his eyes, the monster stared down at the pretty princess as she was turning to grab something on the plush rug behind her.
"Yes... monster want prize... badly" he articulated carefully in his best growl.
"Watch then," she told him slyly as she leaned back onto the pillows.
He now could make out what was in her hand; it was a bottle of baby oil.
The princess positioned herself so she was relaxing on her back while using the two throw pillows strategically: one to relax her head on and the other was placed under her back to help prop her chest up.
He watched, his desire growing in leaps and bounds as she slowly reached behind her and unhooked her bra before, just as slowly, she pulled it off of her.
Again a long shuddering breath emitted from the monster. Such a pair of big, beautiful tits he had never had the joy of witnessing in his life now presented themselves to him for inspection. One pervading thought override all others as he stared pensively at his daughter's tits: They were perfectly oversized, perfectly tanned and perfectly fuckable all at once.
As she proceeded to squirt generous amounts of baby oil all over her tits, his desire for her, his desire for "them" only grew in leaps and bounds.
The oil caused her big tits to glisten and shine in the soft light of the fire, giving them an absolutely heavenly appearance.
After giving him a coy smile, she began carefully massaging the oil into her tits.
He tried not to look, afraid of what he might do, afraid he might fall on his daughter like a crazed wild beast. He tried so hard to concentrate, to look into those pretty brown eyes of hers, but it was hopeless--one minute he was looking at her eyes and the next he was watching her hands sliding invitingly up over those gorgeous tits, oiled flesh slipping between her fingers until she finished with a long, slow pull at her nipples.
He watched, mesmerized as she continued to tease and taunt him by rubbing the oil all over her boobs. Then finally, came the coup de grace.



With slow, feline grace she raised up on her knees, her eyes narrowing to slits, as she watched him with a little cat like smile. "You want to fuck your young daughter's big tits, don't you Daddy?"
She said it in the sweetest and most innocent manner possible which made it all the much worse ---that cute, shy little smile never leaving her face.
The sheer bluntness of the question damn near floored him. To hear his sweet little baby girl say such a thing. What could he say, assuming, of course, he was able to find his voice at all? A shock wave of sheer passion rolled over him, causing his knees to damn near buckle.
Suddenly, even simple speech seemed beyond his capacity, but somehow he managed a nod.
Her sardonic smile widened even more as she rose up a bit higher, thrusting her chest out even more, shaking her tits slightly as she was doing so. Cocking her head to one side, she cupped her magnificent breasts in her hands.
"You think my breasts are large enough for it, Daddy?" she asked in that same sweet, oh so innocent, tone.
Somehow he found his tongue as he whispered, "Oh God yes, baby, they are."
She gave both her nipples another long stroke with her playful fingers as she tilted her head back and closed her eyes. Shivering slightly, with a low, throaty moan she asked, "How badly do you want them, Daddy?"
He started to answer, then stopped.
How could she ask such questions? Hadn't he just been released from jail not so long ago?
He fought the urge to just jump on her and have his way but it was his eighteen year old daughter, he must remember that, and he needed to show some restraint--maybe it was all just a game to her.
"Well... answer me now, Daddy!" she whined, using her best bratty princess voice on him.
"Badly, sweetie, very, very badly," he replied in a voice barely rising above a whisper.
Satisfied she teased him enough with her words, she went back to teasing him by her actions when she taunted him by running her hands all over her boobs.
Pursing her lips, she let her head fall back as another low moan escaped her. "Ohh... I love the baby oil all over them... makes them slick and my nipples so hard. They're just aching for a hard, rigid cock to slide up and in between them."
She let her tongue caress her lips before raising up to stare boldly at him, at his cock that is. "Can I use your cock, Daddy?" she asked sweetly. "It looks really big and hard."
"Honey, I..."
She didn't wait for him to answer. Instead, she reached out, sliding her hands up his thighs before wrapping themselves around his straining cock, oiling it up neatly.
"This is nice," she purred in a voice pulsating with anticipation.
Her hands increased their pace, roaming all over her daddy's hard cock in different ways, moving down and caressing his balls. "Oh God, I can't wait, Daddy" she moaned before pleading, "I have to have it... I have to have your cock between my tits."
She fell back onto the pillows, pulling him down with her. He positioned himself directly over her chest, leaning forward on his knees, his hard cock slowly sinking between her boobs.
He groaned, barley able to contain himself before a heat wave of pure passion swept over him when he felt his young daughter's tits engulf his hardness.
Using her hands expertly, she pushed her tits together, making a tunnel of soft, smooth flesh for him to fuck.
He felt her tits sliding up and down his pole, creating wave after wave of heat coursing through his body. She was slowly moving her chest up and down, her tits wrapped around her daddy's manhood in a warm, snug embrace.
He had to bite his lip, hard, just to keep from coming, especially as she kept looking up at him with that same sweet, innocent smile.
"Nice, hard cock" she whispered in ecstasy as his cock speared between her tits, again and again and again, his hips involuntarily thrusting forward, harder and harder, each time. Each time his cock would slide out with excruciating slowness, and each time it would slam back in, pushing back up into that incredible, well-oiled tit-flesh.
Every thrust brought new sensations, new flashes of excitement, and him that much closer to exploding all over his young daughter's fucking boobs. Once more, in a vain attempt to avoid the inevitable, he bit his lip hard, trying to forestall things a bit longer, but her soft words was causing new waves of such excitement, such passion, and such pure forbidden lust to wash over him.
Her voice, hoarse with desire and passion was now begging him. "Oh Daddy, fuck my boobies harder...Please, fuck them harder... come on Daddy... you know you want to fuck your my titties even harder.
"Oh Christ... I almost..." The orgasm was approaching now at a measured pack, maybe faster than he would have liked, but unstoppable as her impassioned begging continued.
"Daddy, yes, that's it... fuck em harder... Yes... harder!" with the last "harder" coming out in a low growl.
She was his master, he knew as much, and did what she commanded--he began fucking her tits as hard and as fast as he could. His hands replaced hers at the sides of her boobs, holding them together making them tighter around his cock.
Snaking her now free hands around his waist, holding on, she helped him pull his cock in harder with each thrust.
The oil made it so easy ---his cock slid in and out, in and out, harder and faster just as she was begging for it. He would give her what she wanted. He was by now so overwhelmed by lust he was fucking his daughter's titties harder than he had ever fucked a woman's pussy even.
There was no holding back, no worry that he could physically hurt her as, of course, his wild thrusts were between her tits and not into her.
He felt her nails biting into the small of his back as she was holding on for dear life, but anytime his pace slackened she begged him not to stop... "Oh Daddy please... don't stop fucking my big tits... Please, I need them to be fucked so badly!"
Feeling the sting of those nails in his back only egged him on all the more to fuck the living shit out of her big boobs.
He was at the edge now, his strength waning, the feel of her hard nipples against his stomach draining the last of his will. His eyes had been shut tight, as he purposefully concentrated on NOT coming, but as he slowed down they fluttered open, looking down at her.
She was staring right back at him. "This is the first time I let anyone ever fuck them, Daddy."
Not wanting to doubt her word, as believing he was the first made it all the much sweeter, he only whispered back, "Really?"
"Yes, really... so are you going to come?" she asked hungrily.
"Yes"
"Are you going to come all over my virgin tits, Daddy? Pleaseee do it, come all over them, " she snarled, as she pulled him forward once again, plunging his achingly stiff cock into that beautiful tunnel of tit flesh.
"Oh God sweetie, Daddy is going to..."
"DO IT," she suddenly yelled, demanding his satisfaction with ferocity. "Come all over my tits! Come all over your young daughter's virgin boobies," she barked at him.
That one simple word, "virgin "was what finally caused the dam to break, with her daddy thrusting his cock between her tits at a rapid fire pace. The fire started in his legs and crept up the length of his entire body, his stomach cramping, his back arching, and her tits all over his aching cock.
He screamed "OH GOD HONEY..." as his cock exploded in cum while still thrusting deeper with each ejaculation. His whole body went limp as the powerful orgasm turned his muscles to jelly.
He fell over sideways next to her as she wrapped her arms around him, pulling him next to her.
"Did the monster enjoy his prize?" she whispered.
"Yes, that was some prize the pretty princess awarded the ugly old monster," he said while stroking the side of her face tenderly. "And he enjoyed it immensely, just as he loves the princess immensely."
"I love you too, Daddy. Now lay back relax, close your eyes and recover your strength because I have an idea of what we might do for an encore." She gave him a sly smile. "The fun and games are not over with yet."
"There not?" he mumbled before allowing himself to slip off to sleep.
Sometime later, maybe an hour or a bit more, Becca was shaking him awake.
"It's time to play again, Daddy."
"So tell me, what does my naughty little daughter have in mind this time?"
"I just think what started in my closet those long years ago should end in my closet."
"Seems appropriate."
"OK so this is what I have in mind..."
Ten minutes later, after a quick wash up and refresh in the bathroom, Jacob was squatting in the back of Becca's small closet, waiting for her to enter. She was in the other bathroom, getting ready herself.
After what seemed forever to the anxious Jacob, he heard his daughter enter her bedroom. Moving quietly to the front of the closet he peered out.
She was dressed casually in a pair of old Levi's and a simple button up white sleeveless top with thin spaghetti straps.
He gave her a minute or two to comb her hair before he used his knuckles to rap lightly on the half open closet door.
Whipping around, Becca cried out. "W-who is there?"
Rebecca stood up. "Who is there I said? Is it The Thing that Dwells in the Closet?" Picking up the small flashlight she brought from the kitchen, she slowly approached the closet.
Jacob took a step back from the threshold of the closet and into the deeper shadows within, remaining silent.
"I... I'm not afraid of you Mr. Thing. I'm not a little girl anymore."
She paused a few feet away from the closet, curious to see how he might react to her challenge.
Reaching out, Jacob was just able to get his hand on the door. Pushing it open, the old closet door groaned as it swung outward with an audible moan. It was an express invitation to come in the closet and play.
Becca took the bait when she carefully approached the closet before stopping just outside the threshold. Reaching inside the dark closet, the only light on in her bedroom was the small light bulbs circling her lighted vanity mirror, leaving her bedroom, and the closet even more so, in almost total darkness, she fumbled about for the light switch.
After finding it, she tried to click it on. Nothing. Smiling, she knew he must have unscrewed the light bulb.
"Clever, stupid monster. I bet you unscrewed the light bulb... well, I'm not afraid of the dark anymore so that really doesn't bother me... much."
Her brave statement was his cue. From the back of the closet where he was crouching behind a bevy of her nice dresses hanging from a closet rod, he spoke up in a gruff voice. "Prove it."
"How?"
"Turn off all the lights in your room and then come back in the closet and play with me... unless you be too scared."
After this last remark he chuckled softly in a teasing manner causing Rebecca to snap at him.
"I ain't a little girl anymore and I ain't scared. You'll see... whatever your stupid name is."
"You can call me simply Mister and since you are most definitely not a little girl anymore I won't call you that."
"Fine, I will be back... Mister."
"Leave the flashlight with me. Toss it into the closet."
Not wanting to show any sign of weakness, she obeyed, flipping the flashlight end over end into the closet.
Turning on her heel, proud of her performance, and simply elated with her daddy's performance as The Thing that Dwells in the Closet, now going by the simple moniker of "Mister" Rebecca stormed across her room.
She clicked the light off at the vanity table before carefully making her way back across the bedroom in the total darkness of the bedroom.
Pausing at the entrance to the closet, she called out. "I'm back and ready to play... Mister. Ready to prove I ain't scared of you."
When there was no response, Rebecca took a deep breath and stepped inside the closet. Whatever happened next-- unlike the events leading up to this very moment-- would be unscripted and basically up to her daddy and The Thing that Dwells in the Closet.
In a voice both gruff and firm, and very much unlike the normal sweet tone he used with her, The Thing snapped at her, "Now if you are really not scared of me sweetie, come deeper inside the closet."
Taking a deep breath, her heart racing, she took another two steps inside the closet.
"Now, turn around," he told her in an authoritative tone, "and shut the door... Now!"
Reaching back in the dark, she found the door and then, in another display of pretend anger, slammed the door shut.
Despite the fact they were only playacting, still in the complete and utter darkness of the closet, combined with not knowing exactly how her daddy was going to play things, Rebecca felt a cold chill of fright crawling up her spine.
When nothing happened after a long three or four seconds she let out a shaky breath.
"Are you still there," she whispered. In response, she heard a rustling noise coming from the back of the closet before he spoke again.
"Come deeper in the closet still," the Thing told her in his deep gravelly voice.
"I'm not afraid," she muttered yet again as she took a pair of small steps deeper inside the closet.
"Then show me how brave you are. Bend over and in front of you is your step stool. Find it."
Rebecca carefully bent over, searching with her outstretched hands for her step stool.
After a couple futile swipes of her hand back and forth in the dark her hand brushed up against it.
"Got it," she whispered.
"Good, now carefully climb up onto it."
To help her, he turned the flashlight on aiming the beam at the wooden step stool measuring fourteen inches long, by seven inches wide, by nine and half inches high.
Rebecca carefully climbed up on the step stool, more than a little curious just what the Thing was up to by having her do this.
"Now what?" she barked at him.
After a brief pause the Thing told her, "So you wanna prove to me how really, really brave you are?"
"Yes," she immediately answered back.
"Then take your jeans off. Slowly. Do it now!"
She dropped her hands to her waist as the bright beam of the flashlight played itself up and down her body before settling squarely on her mid-section.
Patiently she undid the button on her jeans before slowly pulling down the zipper.
"Go on... take them off," he barked at her, his voice hoarse with desire. "But turn around first."
Becca carefully turned herself around on the stool before she began to wriggle out of the tight jeans. Making sure to add an extra helping of wiggle to her nice ass, she struggled out of the jeans before dropping them on the floor--- all as the beam of the flashlight played directly on her butt, making her feel a bit like a star up on stage.
"Now we are going to play a game. It's called target practice and if you play it well you shall get a reward."
"W-hat do I have to do?"
"Hmm, not much, just stand there and be my target, but first you have to answer a question and don't you dare lie to me because I will check on your answer with your mother if I suspect you are lying."
"OK, I won't lie, Mister," she answered meekly using her sweetest, softest voice sensing he wanted her to act as sweet and innocent as possible.
Wanting to turn him on the utmost, moving forward, Becca decided to oblige him completely on this matter
"Are you wearing a bra, sweetie?"
Thinking quickly, Becca decided to make her answer as teasing as possible.
"Yes, Mommy started making me wear a bra just last year when my boobies started getting really, super big."
"Hmm, so The Thing in the Closet's favorite little victim is now all grown up in the booby department... or so she claims. Tell me hon, just what size bra do you wear?"
"Thirty-two, triple D."
"My, my, that is super big, honey. I wonder can you be real daring and take your bra off for me and drop it on the floor next to your jeans."
"Do I have to take off my top too, Mister... coz I'm kinda shy about showing my boobies off you know, I mean no one has really ever seen them before. I'm a wholly sweet and innocent virgin you know."
Jacob smiled, of course she was lying, but still, thinking she was telling the truth would add a titillating angle to their game. "Hmm, that is nice to know, sweetie as The Thing that Dwells in the Closet especially likes to play with innocent little virgins."
"Really," she whispered shyly.
"Well then, for now, just so you won't feel too nervous, I will allow you to leave your top on for our little game... I hope that helps relax you."
"Gee thanks mister, it does help relax me," Becca said as she reached behind her and undid her bra. Slipping it off, she dropped the bra next to her jeans.
He wondered if he was going to have her remove her sexy white thong panties but instead he told her, "Now since I am being so nice and letting you keep your top on you have to do something for me."
"What?"
"Put your hands behind your back and keep them there."
She obeyed him, and after a brief pause sensed him moving around in the dark closet. Then he was behind her--tying her hands snugly behind her back with what she assumed to be one of her mom's scarves.
After retreating to the back of the closet, the Thing told her,
"OK you ready to play my game of target practice, hon?"
"Sure... I like games, Mister."
"Good, so like I said, all you gotta do is just stand there."
Not wanting to ruin his cold and wet surprise he had in store for her he didn't offer any more information.
Reaching down, he dipped into the small ice cooler he brought into the closet with him just prior to their game starting, pulling out the pair of water pistols stored there among the ice cubes and popsicles.
"Oh wait, I almost forget. First I have to put a blindfold on the prisoner... just like they do when they are facing a firing squad."
Reaching into his back pocket, Jacob pulled out a dark blindfold.
"Wait, Mister, you... you aren't going to execute the prisoner are you?" she cried out in horror.
"Relax, honey, as long as you be a good prisoner and do what I say you won't be executed. I promise. Now hold still and let me put this blindfold on you."
"OK," she whispered meekly as her world was made even darker after he secured the blindfold around her eyes.
"Now give me just a minute to adjust the lighting so I can see my target and then the game will began."
Moving over to his left, Jacob cleared a small spot out on one of the shelves lining her closet along one side. After placing the flashlight on the cleared off spot, he turned it on. Using a pair of tee shirts he propped the light up so it was shining directly on his target's midsection.
"All set?" he called out to her as he aimed his super soaker squirt gun at her.
"Y-yes," Rebecca nervously replied as she had no conceivable idea what he had planned for her.
"Ready... Aim... Fire," he happily called out.
After raising one of the squirt pistols and pointing in the general direction of her chest, Jacob squeezed the trigger. Becca let out a small squeal as she felt the freezing cold stream of water hit her directly on her upper belly.
"Eww... that's cold, mister," she cried out.
"Well I would hope so considering I've had my pistols packed in ice for the past hour. Now that was only a test shot. Now comes the real thing."
He squeezed off a couple quick bursts from only one of the pistols, not really aiming much, with the first burst of water hitting her on her upper left arm and the second landing on her opposite shoulder. He squeezed off one more haphazard shot from the other pistol with the stream of water just grazing her left cheek, making her flinch.
Again-- without really aiming-- he fired both pistols simultaneously. The first shot splattered water all over her tummy while the second soaked her top just below the precipitous rise of her mighty tits. Again, the prisoner flinched from the cold sting of the water.



Another quick volley from both pistols found one shot hitting her left arm, with a second and a third shot landing at the base of her throat and her left thigh respectively.
Giggling, she decided to egg him on a bit, "Gee Mister, I don't think you are a very good shot."
"Really... why do you say that?"
"Well, somehow I just think you would not be hitting me in my arm, or my throat, or even down further around my thighs, on purpose I mean, when you have such other..." She now made it a point to wiggle her chest a bit making those big boobs of her bounce up and down under the tight confines of her snug top. "Attractive targets to aim for... like my big boobies maybe."
Her teasing worked as he took careful aim now, after moving a bit closer, before whispering, "I think you might be right. Let's see if I can..."
Becca squirmed in anticipation of being doused with more of the freezing cold water while also having a pretty good idea of just where his next shots would be directed.
He let loose now with a fusillade of four shots, two from each pistol, carefully aimed directly at her chest. Between his careful aim, and being a bit closer to his target, all four of his shots found their mark, soaking her clingy white top and making her shiver with cold delight.
"Still think I'm a poor shot, huh?"
"Not that time as I think your shots found their mark."
"As these next ones will also," he happily announced while firing another quick volley of shots aimed directly at her chest once more.
Becca jiggled as the cold sting of the water when two of the four shots hit her directly on her highly sensitive nipples.
This barrage was followed by another well aimed salvo of shots with the first salvo splashing down on her chest, soaking her top even more, while the follow up salvo landed directly between her thighs, soaking her pretty little panties.
Now with both her top and bottoms completely soaked, Becca stood on the stool shivering with pent up anticipation as she could only imagine just where this game of target practice was leading them.
The pistols were now nearly empty so not wanting to waste his final few shots, he stepped even closer to his poor target before unleashing a watery onslaught of rapid shots aimed directly at each of Becca's now fully erect nipples.
Her large nipples were easy targets as they poked invitingly through her wet top. He continued the twin bombardment--without mercy--as Becca cried out in anguished delight, "Please Mister, it's so cold... no more."
He ignored her pleas as shot after shot splattered home, nailing those large erect nipples of hers over and over again until finally both of his pistols ran dry.
The prisoner's nipples now ached with coldness as the barrage finally tapered off to nothing.
"Well that's it. I am dry," he told her cheerily.
"And I freezing, Mister. Are... are you going to do something to warm me up?"
Reaching behind her, he quickly loosened the scarf allowing her hands to be freed. "I think you should help yourself by removing that wet top of yours, hon."
"OK," she meekly said as she brought her hands around to the front of her top while he picked up the flashlight, directing the beam onto her chest.
She slowly began to undo the buttons, there was six of them, running up the middle of her top. As each of the buttons slowly came undone, she sensed how he must be staring so intently at her chest as her boobs slowly were bared to him.
After she undid the final button he barked at her, "Now take it off."
Rebecca stripped off the soaked top before dropping it on the floor. Jacob took a long moment to stare longingly at his daughter's gorgeous boobs before quickly securing her hands behind her back once more.
"Now, since you did so good in being my beautiful little target I think you deserve a nice prize. So what do you say sweetie, you want your prize now. I can't tell you what it is though as it's gotta to be a surprise."
"That's OK if you can't tell me because I like surprises," Becca sang out sweetly, "Especially... hmm big ones, Mister."
"You do, OK, then, let me help you do from your stool then..." Taking her by the upper arm he helped her down and off the stool.
"But if you want your prize you are going to have to continue being a good girl and do what you are told."
"OK," she happily agreed.
"Alright then, crouch down on your knees sweetie and open your mouth wide."
Becca dropped to her knees in eager anticipation of what she hoped to be a nice, large prize.
Jacob, being as quiet as possible, opened the cooler and pulled out one of the grape Popsicles.
Bringing it over to her, he whispered quietly, "Here is your prize, sugar. Now suck on it nicely."
Becca was both thrilled and disappointed when the cold Popsicle entered her warm mouth. Grape was her favorite and the truth was she had loved Popsicles when she was younger and still, even at her advanced age of eighteen, possessed a keen desire for them.
Leaning down, he whispered in her ear. "Show me what a big girl you are by the way you suck on your Popsicle sweetie while maintaining your sweet innocence with your words and maybe later I will give you something even nicer to suck on."
Letting the delicious grape flavored Popsicle slip out of her mouth she whispered back, "Promise, mister?"
"Yes I promise, sweetie. Now let's play a game of pretend. Let's pretend, hmm, I am your daddy maybe and I just bought this Popsicle for you and you tell your daddy how much you like it."
Rebecca happily nodded her head in assent.
Sucking the Popsicle deeper into her mouth she bobbed her head up and down on it several times as he held it steady for her. Letting it slip out of her mouth she whispered sweetly, "Daddy, my Popsicle tastes so good and... wow it's so big and hard making it real easy to suck on it. You wanna watch?"
"Sure honey," he replied as his cock started to come to life again.
Grabbing the flashlight off the shelving, he pointed it down at her. Jacob watched with growing excitement as she first lashed her tongue out and around the rounded tip of the grape Popsicle. Adding to his excitement was the loud slurping noises she was making as she sucked it deeper into her mouth.
"Hmm, that is so good," she moaned, "I just love Popsicles... especially when they are so big and hard."
Again, she circled the her tongue around the head of the Popsicle before letting it slip up and down its cold shaft several times while again making as much slurping like noises as possible.
Rebecca carried on like this until the Popsicle was down to a mere nub. Pulling the stick back he tossed it aside before telling her in a voice trembling with excitement, "It looked... and sounded like you really enjoyed sucking on your Popsicle, honey."
"I did. Can I have another... pretty please?"
"Hmm, I am afraid that was the only grape Popsicle your daddy has baby girl."
"Ahhh," she whined with supreme disappointment. "I was really looking forward to sucking on another Popsicle, Daddy."
"Well, Daddy didn't say he didn't have nothing for you to suck on honeybunch. In fact..." He dropped his hands to his jeans, quietly undoing them. "It just so happens, I have just one last Popsicle for you to suck on baby girl but this one is very, very special and you gotta be very careful on how you suck on it... and especially no biting, sweetie pie."
"Really... tell me more daddy about this 'special' Popsicle. It sounds interesting."
"Well as you suck on it, if you do a real nice job it actually gets bigger instead of smaller... and this Popsicle is also very special in instead of being cold its actually warm."
"Wow, that does sound special," Rebecca said quietly. "What else?"
"Hmm, one more thing... if you do a real, real good job in sucking on this special Popsicle you will get a tasty, gooey surprise treat at the end."
"I like tasty surprise treats, Daddy. I want it... please... let me suck on your special Popsicle."
Smiling down at her, he slowly pulled his semi rigid cock out of his jeans before moving it closer to her mouth. He moved the flashlight now to the lower of the two wire shelfs running along that side of the closet, positioning it so it shone almost directly on them down there.
"OK then honey. Open your mouth and you can suck on your daddy's special Popsicle."
Jacob let out a soft moan as his cock entered the warm recesses of his daughter's mouth as she eagerly began to suckle on it so nice and gently, making his former semi rigid state of affairs turn to rock solid hardness in a mere manner of a few quiet seconds.
"Hmm that's it baby... suck on it so nicely," he whispered to her as he tangled his hands in her hair. She responded by doubling down on her efforts to please him.
Lashing her tongue out and around it, she licked him up and down several times before whispering, "God Daddy this Popsicle is the best ever... I mean it's so big and hard."
Taking a deep breath, Becca went to work again, determined to get her surprise at the end. Slowly she took him in her mouth, bobbing her head up and down as she went, sucking on him eagerly."
Picking up steam, she began to bob her head up and down faster while making the loud slurping noises she knew he liked.
Jacob opened his eyes and was greeted by the absolute surreal sight of his daughter, on her knees, her hands tightly bound behind her back as she sucked so eagerly on his cock inside her closet. He could never have imagined a scene like this in a thousand years making it all the more of a turn on.
"Oh God honey, you are doing so good...hmm that's it... Don't stop. "
They were both losing control. Jacob used his one hand wrapped in her hair to propel her mouth forward forcing her to take more of him which Becca eagerly did.
Enthusiastically, she dipped and bobbed her head up and down, faster, then slower, before faster yet, making him moan all the more.
Overheated by now from watching her, Jacob found he could not last much longer as Becca continued to suck and slurp greedily on his cock.
"Oh God baby," he managed to whisper just as his pending orgasm spilled forth into her mouth.
Rebecca willingly swallowed her daddy's load before letting his cock slip out of her mouth. "That was a nice gooey surprise there at the end, Daddy?"
"Did you like it sweetheart," he whispered back as he untied her before removing the blindfold.
"Loved it... just like I loved our roleplaying. I guess now I know who I get my wicked imagination from and it's not Mom."
"Yeah, your mom was... in a word... boring when it came to the sexy stuff."
"I know, fortunately for you, her daughter, your daughter, is not."
Taking him by the hand, she started to lead him out of the bedroom.
"Where are you taking me sweetie?"
"Where ever I want Daddy, but for now to the bathroom where you can take a hot shower and recharge your battery. I will wait for you in your former bedroom."
Jacob let out a soft sigh of relief as he disappeared inside the bathroom as apparently their night of forbidden love was not done yet.
Twenty minutes later, after taking a long hot shower, he trudged down the hallway, dressed in a tee shirt and boxers, to his former bedroom.
Upon entering the bedroom he was stopped dead in his tracks by the sight of his beautiful daughter sitting in the middle of the bed. She was wearing a white bridal lingerie set that included a strapless bra, silky thong panties, and a matching suspender belt holding up a pair of thigh high white stockings. It was both equal parts sexy and romantic while being vaguely familiar.
Adding to the scene was the dozen or so small tea light candles Rebecca scattered strategically throughout the bedroom, casting the entirety of the bedroom in a soft romantic glow.
"Hi Daddy" she cooed. "Do you like what I am wearing... just for you."
At first he was silent, dumbstruck maybe by the living portrait of unparalleled beauty sitting there perched in the middle of his former bed, but finally, as he crossed the room toward her, he found his tongue. "Jesus honey, you are a vision of pure beauty, a vision of utter loveliness that words cannot hope to ever adequately describe but you know what you're wearing looks familiar."
"It should... Its mom's wedding night outfit. She showed it to me a long time ago when we had our lame talk about sex and what men like. Me being the snoop I am, found it again and decided to try it on... for you. So what do you think? Do I look better in it than you remember mom looking?" She raised up, staring at him seductively while thrusting her chest out toward him for all its worth.
"Christ honey, I... I couldn't imagine anyone looking better than you look right now... ever." His eyes became stuck on her chest as it looked as if those big boobs of hers were barely being contained by the strapless bra.
"I want you to fuck me Daddy, better, harder, longer, than you did mom even on her wedding night." Tilting her head at him seductively, she added in a soft purr, "Do you think you can do that?"
As he crawled up on the bed, he whispered, "I can certainly try."
Jacob, he suspected his daughter was not a virgin, was determined to put any of her past lovers, most likely fumbling teenage boys, to shame in the lovemaking department.
With this in mind he would be very patient in warming her up before he unleashed his hard cock on her and fucked the living shit out of her... like she wanted.
Already having had two orgasms he would need a bit of recovery time with the long hot shower he just took helping him down that road a bit already.
She smiled at him as he moved closer. "I can't believe how gorgeous you look sweetheart," he whispered to her. "I am going to make love to you so nicely honey."
It started with several kisses, nice and sweet, as they continued to whisper soft exclamations of love to one another. He let his mouth slip down, determined to find that sweet spot on her neck or throat that would turn her to putty.
After spending an inordinate amount of time raining kisses up and down her neck he found it about four or five inches below her ear on the side of her neck. Her intense squirming and soft moaning as he kissed there being a dead giveaway.
He now attacked this area with reckless abandon just as he brought his hands up to delicately fondle those delicious boobs of hers through the soft material of her strapless bra.
Presently, she ended up on her back, staring up at him wide eyed as he rained kiss upon kiss all over her weak spot, making her squirm and sigh all the more, before letting his kisses move down.
He proceeded to kiss, lick and nibble all the bare skin left uncovered by his daughter's sexy wedding night outfit while making it a point to leave the outfit intact.
He spent an inordinate amount of time showering her with kisses just above and below the pretty bra before letting his kisses fall down to her taunt belly. Her constant sighs of contentment told him he was doing more than OK as he kissed his way all around the exposed part of her tummy just above the wide swath of lacey material from her garter belt, and then, on down to her youthful, well-toned thighs.
Licking and nibbling, kissing and licking, he covered the entirety of both thighs above her stockings with his soft attentions making her both sigh and squirm as his kisses came closer to the buried treasure between her legs.
He carefully turned her over so he could spend some time raining kisses down on her beautiful ass cheeks exposed by her sexy thong. Again, Becca sighed with the utmost contentment as she simply loved the soft attentions her daddy was paying to her.
In the past, the several guys she had been with would have already been done by now leaving her to later on pleasure herself, but her daddy, he was just getting warmed up it appeared.
His tongue darted all over her lovely tanned ass cheeks as his hands reached up kneading her shoulders at the same time. Finally, he turned her back over.
Raising up on his knees, he just sat there staring at her, saying and doing nothing.
"What are you doing, Daddy?" she whispered.
"Just admiring that beautiful body of yours before I..."
Reaching down he cupped her tits, jiggling them gently, before he whispered, "Began pleasuring you once more."
It would be so easy to gently yank down on her strapless bra, allowing those big youthful tits of hers to come spilling out. God knows he wanted to but instead he resisted as he wanted to ratchet up the tension between them.
He let his hands slide down, scrapping slowly across her belly before dipping down and under her panties. Using one finger he carefully inserted it inside of her.
"Hmm, you are incredibly wet honey," he told her softly. "And I think ready for more. Let's get these off of you."
With infinite patience, he gently pulled her panties off of her before tossing them aside. He stared down at her moist cunt for a few precious seconds before lowering his mouth to it.
He started by slowly kissing his way all around-- without actually touching it-- before finally he settled his mouth a few precious inches above her beckoning pussy lips. Using a pair of gentle hands, he softly spread her legs wide before lowering his mouth to the moist treasure. Lapping delicately at her pussy, like a cat with a bowl of milk, he went to work. Twisting and turning his tongue all around, he soon had her squirming all over the bed... even before he carefully inserted a finger up and inside of her again.
He quickened the pace of his tongue as it found her clit, attacking it with fevered ardor as she started to moan louder.
"Oh Daddy you are... you are going to make me... come."
Seizing the moment, he pushed two fingers up and inside of her faster, and then faster still, as his tongue continued to lap delicately at her clit.
Shaking his head back and forth, his tongue twirled around her clit before he pursed his lips to suck on it gently. After a few breathless seconds, he released the pressure, before doing it all over again as he quickly fell into a rhythm that soon had her shaking.
She was coming. Hard. And she let the world know.
"Oh God Daddy, I am commmminnnng!!" she virtually screamed as her whole body began to shake.
He allowed her a second or two to regain her composure before smiling down at her as he whispered. "That was only the beginning, sweetie. Now get on your feet."
He helped position her so she was standing directly in front of him as he settled himself down on the edge of the bed. Moving slowly, he reached up fingering the small white ribbon in the center of her gorgeous strapless bra.
"That is such a pretty little ribbon, honey." Flicking it back and forth with his finger he looked up smiling at her.
"Yeah it is. The whole bra is pretty. I can see why mom wore it on your wedding night... I just hope I'm doing it justice, Daddy."
"Trust me... you are baby."
"Does... does it look better on me than it did on Mom?" she asked in a throaty whisper.
"Hmm, much better," he said. "Probably coz you got such a great set of tits... Big Tits Becky."
"Hmm, you remembered my nickname huh."
"Yeah... I did. Now be a good girl and close your eyes and put your hands behind your back and keep them there.
Big Tits Becky obeyed tucking her hands behind her back as she closed her eyes in wild anticipation about what her Daddy was about to do to her.
Showing the patience of a saint, he started by slowly fondling her breasts through the soft material of her bra before slowly letting his hands slide around to the back where he made quick work of the triple clasps.
Jacob let out a loud sigh as he sat there staring at his daughter's lethal triple D cup breasts. He forced himself to count to ten slowly, allowing his desire to build, before the storm broke.



The storm started slowly before picking up in intensity when he buried his face in between those delicious mounds, slowly kissing his way up one slope and then another. Upon reaching the summit her teased each of her taunt nipples in turn with a playful, darting tongue making her squirm and hiss quietly.
Back and forth he lapped at her tits, paying attention to each dutifully before he began to lose control with his light kisses and nibbles quickly turning into a wild sucking fest as Jacob's wanton desire for his daughter's big, beautiful breasts, tweaked by his waiting to remove her bra, finally took over.
He let his hands slip around her backside to knead her delicious ass as his mouth flew from one ripe nipple to another. Finally, sensing she was ready, he stood up. Grabbing her around the waist he growled, "You are going to watch yourself get fucked little girl."
'Hmm the monster is back I see," she giggled as he pushed and prodded her across the room and out the door.
He slapped at her ass admonishing her to "Hurry" as she weaved her way down the hallway toward her bedroom, giggling the whole time.
Once inside, he steered her over to her vanity table. They engaged in a wild kissing fest, his hands pawing at her breasts as she reached down, pulling his boxers down and off.
Settling down on the vanity bench facing the mirror his large cock protruded upwards. Grabbing her around the waist, he spun her around so she was facing the mirror also before carefully lowering her down while she pulled her thong aside.
Becca let out a loud moan as she was impaled by her daddy's hardness. Using a pair of strong hands around her waist, Jacob helped propel his lithe daughter up and down on his now rock hard penis.
Each downward thrust caused those tremendous tits of hers to jiggle and bounce delightfully as Jacob peered around her to watch the reflection of her bouncing boobs in the mirror.
"Oh God Daddy, you feeeel sooo good," she moaned as he thrust his hips upwards again and again.
He closed his eyes before attacking her neck with a series of impassioned kisses as she reached behind her to grip him around the neck. Bouncing merrily up and down on his lap, with each upward thrust driving his cock deeper inside of her, Becca was soon approaching another orgasm.
"Daddy... I... going to... come again!" she panted as he gripped her tighter around the waist.
Thinking of how she teased him earlier, and wanting his revenge, he propelled his hips upward as hard as possible, fucking his young daughter with reckless abandon.
Watching those heavenly tits bounce cheerfully up and down as he fucked her, eliciting a continuous series of loud moans from her, had Jacob on the edge of another tremendous orgasm. In storybook fashion, after another half dozen or so of hard thrusts, they came together within mere seconds of each other.
Picking his shaking daughter up, Jacob carried her back to his former bedroom where they fell into a quiet slumber cuddled under the blankets sweetly in each other arms.
Jacob's last thought before slipping off to sleep was direct and simple: was this a one night stand of sorts... or just the beginning.
Becca, on the other hand, had no such thoughts before slipping off to sleep as she knew, beyond a shadow of a doubt, the fun and games between them was only just getting started.
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Stevie was being haunted by his mother—or, at least, he prayed it was her. Alone in the big house, who else could it be causing the weird happenings.
Despite the odd occurrences inside the three bedroom, tri level house, on the edge of the suburbs, the thought of selling the house and moving never crossed his mind as he deeply, even after her death, still loved his mother and to sell the house and move would forever break whatever tenuous bond he still enjoyed with her.
The unsettling occurrences only seemed to be increasing as the one year anniversary of her death approached. Jessie, aged forty three when she passed from an advanced stage of breast cancer, had made him a solemn promise only a mere forty eight hours before she passed she would stay with him . . . even past her death.
The peculiar events started just a few weeks after she died. The first thing he noticed was how, in the upstairs bedrooms, the doors would swing open and shut of their own accord. Even stranger was how the curtains covering her bedroom window, in particular, would move even with the window shut and the A/C off.
Then there was the matter of how small objects: his wallet, keys, comb, toothbrush, etc. would suddenly go missing, only to reappear a few minutes later in a different location with no plausible explanation. Although he was never really scared, he was twenty years old and too old to be scared he told himself, still the odd events unnerved him.
Not all of the things happening inside the house were of a scary nature though. Some, in fact, were down right sweet. Two prime examples of this occurred a just few days before the one year anniversary of her passing.
First, he came down on an early spring Sunday morning to find the kitchen table set for him with his favorite cereal out and some fresh flowers in a vase in the middle of the table.
Remembering how his mom had a habit of celebrating the coming of spring by picking fresh flowers from the backyard, caused his heart to wrench with weary depression. Although it had been almost a year, Stevie, always a momma's boy through and through, had not even come close to moving on from her.
Then, even more telling, the next morning he entered the kitchen to find a note pinned with a magnet to the fridge. The note was simple but spoke volumes. It was a crude drawing of a smiley face with four words scrawled neatly belong, in his mom's precise handwriting: I miss my baby.
Later on, as he was getting undressed for bed, he felt the unmistakable feeling of being watched. He ignored the feeling and not wanting to show any fear, he continued to get undressed down to his boxers before slipping under the covers of his bed.
Just as he was falling asleep though he could have sworn there was the light touch of a soft hand carefully tugging the sheet up and around his shoulders—was she tucking him in?
This was followed by the gentle touch of fingers momentarily dancing in his long unkempt hair. Although he was already dozing off, he was still sure he felt something. His mom, they often cuddled on cold nights on the sofa while watching TV, had been prone to running her fingers through his hair in just such a manner. Sure it was her, if not it was a nice enough fantasy to think so, he fell into a deep sleep with a smile on his face.
The next morning, the very day before the one year anniversary of her passing, things took a seriously playful and somewhat naughty twist.
He was taking a shower in the upstairs bathroom when, after turning the water off, he stepped out of the shower to find the towel he left out on the bathroom counter was missing . . . along with the clean pair of boxers.
Having nothing to cover his naked body up with, he ventured out in the hallway, meaning to grab a fresh towel from the closet at the end of the hallway. He just opened the closet door, and was reaching up for a new towel when he felt someone lightly slap his bare behind before letting out a childish giggle.
His mom used to giggle just like that, all demure and childlike, especially when she was in a playful mood. Whipping around, he just caught a flash of movement, or so he thought, before whatever he thought he saw vanished into thin air.
Sighing, he wrapped the towel around his naked body, before trudging back toward the bathroom his heart beating wildly in his chest from that soft slap on his buttocks.
The next day, sadly, passed rather uneventfully. He was sure she would have tried to make contact since she died just a few minutes before midnight marking this day on the calendar as the official one year anniversary of her death.
He went to bed that night, earlier and more depressed than usual. Around ten forty five he awoke from a quiet slumber to the sound of crashing thunder.
The forecast for the evening called for heavy thunderstorms and apparently, for once, the weatherman was deadly accurate as first his room was momentarily lit up by a bright flash of lightning, followed closely by a crack of thunder, literally shaking the old house to its very foundation.
Stevie sighed. Although not very manly, he always hated thunderstorms, especially at night. If his mother had been there with him, she would have been a source of great comfort, but as of yet there was no sign of her.
Climbing out of bed, he decided to head downstairs to get a glass of warm milk. Warm milk and some intense cuddling were both wonderful cures his mother in the not so distant past, used on him to help calm his nerves during storms.
Reaching over, he yanked on the chord of his bedside lamp. Nothing.
"Damn the power is out," he muttered softly to himself as he reached for the night stand drawer.
Pulling one of the large taper candles out from the drawer, he kept a few there for just such occasions as the old house tended to lose power easily, especially after his mother passed.
After putting on a tee shirt and gym shorts, he lit the candle. With a heavy sigh, God he missed her, he trudged out in to the hallway and on down the stairs. For the moment his mind was focused on simply getting his glass of milk from the kitchen, drinking it down, and then returning to the relative safety of his bed.
The cuddling part of his mom's cure was obviously missing which caused him to be more than a little depressed as he carefully navigated down the dark stairs holding the single candle aloft.
It seems that his mom, nothing short of an angel in life, had developed a bit of a devilishly streak in the afterlife as halfway down the stairs, someone or something, it had to be her he prayed, quickly brushed past him on the stairs while playfully blowing out the candle.
The stairs was plunged into utter darkness. Stevie froze. "Mom . . . is that you?"
When his only reply was a lonely silence, he started to turn, planning on heading back up the stairs, and back to his room to relight the candle.
Maybe it wasn't her, he thought gloomily to himself. Maybe I left a window open before going to bed and it was simply a draft blowing past me on the stairs.
God knows it was certainly windy enough with the storm and all whipping around outside for this to be a plausible explanation.
But after taking only one step back up the stairs it happened. There was a quick flash of lightning and in that flash he saw her. Or thought he saw her. Or hoped he saw her and it was simply not an over active imagination playing cruel tricks on him.
The incredibly brilliant flash of lightning revealed a figure, she appeared to be clad in a tan nightgown, standing at the top of the stairs with a beguiling smile on her pretty face.
Jessie's soft, motherly smile, it might have been her best feature on her slightly plain but still attractive face. Her short, fashionable hair, a light brown, was unmistakable even in the quick flash of lightening. The figure, as best as Stevie could tell, looked about the same height and size of his mother, five six, maybe hundred and thirty pounds, but it was that caring, motherly smile, speaking of enduring love, tender and kindness to him which was most evidence Stevie had the figure he spied was indeed his mom.
He knew that smile anywhere. How could he not considering it had ruled his life for as long as he could remember.
If that is not my mother, it's the twin sister she doesn't have, Stevie thought in the meager second and half this hauntingly beautiful figure presented itself to him. Yes, indeed his mother seemed to glow in unearthly beauty as she stood there at the top of the stairs, smiling down at him. If it wasn't his eyes somehow deceiving him the fact was she appeared five, or maybe even ten years younger to him and abundantly attractive.
After the stairs nosedived back into utter darkness, Stevie stood frozen for a few long seconds, trying in vain to detect any movement at the top of the stairs. Finding none, he started to ascend the stairs once again. "It's probably just my eyes playing tricks on me and some wishful thinking she was there," he muttered to himself.
He managed to reach his room without further incident, and after lighting the candle once again, headed back down the stairs.
In a perfect case of déjà vu once again he felt something breezing past him, this time just as he was reaching the top of the stairs, causing the candle to first flicker before winking out.
"Christ, not again," he muttered as he heard the door to his mother's room open and then shut.
He considered chasing his playful tormentor into her room, but without the benefit of light decided against such a bold course of action. Instead, once more he scampered back down the hallway to his room.
After relighting the candle, his lesson learned, he took the book of matches with him before heading out into the hallway.
This time, unlike the previous two times, his playful tormentor, made no attempt at stealth. Instead, just as he was descending the stairs and was near the bottom, he heard the loud pitter patter of footsteps rapidly bouncing down the stairs behind him.
Before he could even turn around, he both felt and heard a loud puffing noise just before his candle flickered and then went out. This was directly followed by something a bit more ominous when his tormentor gave him a hard pinch directly on his butt.
Giggling, his attacker fled back up the stairs but not before Stevie was able to catch a glimpse of her as he, well prepared this time, quickly relit the candle, raising it just in time to cast enough light to catch a flash of color at the top of the stairs.
A flash of tannish color that is. Tan as in the same color of the nightgown he had thought he spied his mother wearing when the stairs were lit up momentarily by the quick flash of lightning.
Maybe she is real after all, he excitedly thought while again resisting the urge to give chase.
Instead, he continued on his journey to the kitchen, determined to get his glass of milk.
Leaning against the counter, candle in one hand, glass of milk in another, Stevie sipped on his milk as the house creaked and moaned while being lashed with the dual threats of both heavy wind and loud raindrops.
At least the thunder and lightning had ceased for the moment, he thought to himself as he drained the last of the milk.
Not ready to go back to bed yet, the warm milk needed time to work its magic, Stevie retired instead to the living room, cuddling under a heavy blanket he pulled from the downstairs closet.
Let her come to me, he thought wearily as he started to doze off on the comfortable sofa about ten minutes later.
He had just nodded off when he felt a soft kiss on his lips before a whispered voice was cooing in his ear.
"Search deep in your memories honey and remember a stormy night, just like this one, from the past, something both unpleasant and pleasant for us and when you do, and only then, come find me so we can both relive that night but this time . . . with maybe a happier ending for my baby."
Bolting up from the sofa, he came instantly awake. Stevie knew the truth this time: it was her voice whispering softly to him which meant it was also her soft lips which caressed his just mere seconds ago.
But as beguiling as that kiss might have been, it was those soft whispered words about remembering the past that set his pulse to racing for his heart realized what they meant even if his brain, as of yet, wasn't able to fully comprehend their meaning.
Wanting to follow her instructions exactly, he concentrated on the past. It didn't take long for that night to come back to him. It had been both wholly wonderful and traumatic all at once.
He was eighteen years old and had just learned of his mother's cancer not three days earlier, and how serious it was, when he experienced one of those god awful nightmares that can even scare older boys. That particular night, just like this night, was rocked by the crash and boom of thunderstorms.
The nightmare shook him enough where he was afraid to go back to sleep. Seeking comfort, from both the storm and the awful dream, he went to his mother's room.
He remembered entering the room, she was at her vanity table brushing her hair, and very hesitantly admitted to having such a god awful nightmare he couldn't get back to sleep. Smiling that soft smile of hers, she led him out of the room and downstairs to the cozy den, assuring him she had the cure for his awful dream.
While he started a fire in the old fashioned brick fireplace, she ran off to get a blanket for them to snuggle under. When she returned she was carrying not just the blanket but also a glass of wine.
He remembered how she quickly downed the wine before they snuggled together under the blanket. Wrapped in her tight embrace, he told her of his nightmare.
In his nightmare he was in alone in some unknown dark room with thunder and lightning crashing all around him on the outside. Suddenly his mom was there, across the room and crying. She was being assaulted by a skeleton type figure in a hooded black robe. He knew, with stark horrifying clarity just who her attacker was: the Grim Reaper himself.
Stevie jumped to his feet as the Reaper dragged his mother away. He recollected spotting a single word scrawled in sickly yellow across the front of his black robe: CANCER.
He needed to save her, but as he tried to catch them, it was like running in quicksand. The Reaper cackled; his mother cried as she was being dragged down a long hallway. At the end of the hallway a door opened. Beyond was a fiery room of dancing flames.
His mother screamed again as the Grim Reaper dragged her closer toward the flames licking out from that damnable room. Stevie redoubled his efforts, especially after he broke free from the sucking quicksand. Running furiously he tried to catch them, but the hallway seemed to stretch out further, increasing the distance between them no matter how fast he ran.
It was all in vain. His mother disappeared into and beyond that wall of flame with the Grim Reaper still cackling manically. Stevie crashed against the door as it slammed shut. Beyond he could hear his mother's pleading, crying voice, "Stevie save me, Stevie please . . ."
He woke up in a cold sweat then. His heart racing, tears streaming from his eyes. He knew then cancer was going to take his mother. The dream and then the retelling of it was the traumatic part of the night; the wonderful part was to quickly follow making it all worth it.
After he told her of the dream, he snuggled deeper under the blanket as he broke down in hot tears.
He remembered now her sweet whispered words and what happened next as if it just happened yesterday.
She raised his face up towards her, whispering, "Shhh baby, Mommy is here . . . Mommy is here."
She then proceeded to patiently, to wonderfully, spray the entirety of his cheeks with light airy kisses before -blissfully—her lips found his.
They exchanged several kisses, her soft, sweet lips tasted of the red wine she just drank. He remembered how he wanted more, how those kisses make his cock quickly grow from soft to firm.
Sadly though, the firmness of his cock caused him to panic. Afraid of going too far, he pulled back, breaking off their kisses before she gently wrapped him into her warm embrace. Slowly his tear stained face sank down against her chest until it ended up squarely in the soft valley between her deliciously nice breasts.
God how he wished there was nothing between his cheeks and those lovely breasts of hers but there was: the pretty tan nightgown. Yes, the same nightgown he spied her wearing when the stairs were lit up briefly.
The past now properly remembered, Stevie rose to his feet, hoping, praying that is, she would be up in her room, waiting for him to come to her . . . and complain of being scared by an awful nightmare.
As Stevie slowly climbed the stairs he realized he would not even have to lie about having a nightmare as this whole past year, without her, had been a true living nightmare of loneliness.
Holding his lit tamper candle out in front of him, he slowed as he reached the top of the stairs. Turning toward her room, he noticed the door was shut tight now but there seemed to be just the faintest of light coming from under it.
He moved slowly toward her bedroom, pausing as he reached the door. He listened and heard nothing before slowly pushing the door open.
She was there; sitting at her vanity table, combing her hair out. She was wearing a tan nightgown. Assuming it was the same tan nightgown he spied her wearing earlier on the stairs, the same one she wore the night of his bad dream so long ago, he slowly advanced across the bedroom to her.
The faint light he spied came from several flaming small tea light candles spread out on the table in front of her. She continued to brush her gorgeous short light brown hair, apparently unaware of his presence.
Stevie had left his mom's room totally alone after she died. He simply refused to get rid of any of her stuff. It just would have been too painful. Now he was glad as she sat there using the expensive Mason Pearson hair brush he got her as a Christmas present on the last holiday they celebrated before she passed.
Crossing the room some of the things he read about ghosts came back to him. How they often repeated their actions from when they were alive. This certainly seemed to be the case tonight as he recalled how his mom used to sit before going to bed, every night, brushing her hair in front of the vanity mirror. Often, even when the power was not out, she would brush her hair by candle light as she had a bit of a fetish for candles.
As he moved directly up behind her, he blew out his own candle before tucking it in the pocket of his gym shorts. She finally acknowledged his presence when she gave his reflection in the mirror a sad smile.
He returned the smile before whispering, "Mom . . . Mommy . . . I . . . I had a bad nightmare. It was awful."
She stopped brushing her hair. Carefully, she placed the brush on the vanity table as their eyes met briefly in the mirror causing his heart to race.
Looking down at his feet, he shuffled them nervously, afraid this whole surreal experience was nothing but a dream itself. But if it was a dream it was very much threatening to become a "hard" dream as he was more than a little firm down there.
This firmness was caused by staring at her in her nightgown. The sleeveless gown, it was not, per se, sexy, as it wasn't particularly tight, nor short, stretching all the way to the floor, but instead it was, like her, simply nice and pretty.
Adding the only color to the otherwise solid tan of the gown, the cups covering his mom's nice 34 C breasts were covered with a series of beguiling, fairly wide, alternating dark pink and light brown stripes. Inside the stripes were a series of small heart shaped figures.



Under the bust of the gown was a delicate tan string tied in the middle. He remembered how he stared longingly at that string that night, wishing he possessed the courage to untie it as a prelude to maybe removing her gown completely. But, in the end, seeing his mother naked, remained nothing more than a mere fantasy.
Saying nothing still, she stood up before turning to face him, her face a mask of motherly concern.
Reaching out she brushed her hands lightly against his cheek. Despite how solid she looked, her fingers flickering across his cheeks was like being touched by the faintest of breezes.
Giving him an almost sly smile her hands floated down to just below her chest.
In a soft voice that just rose to the faintest of whispers she said, "Mommy knows what you need, baby?"
Grasping the large tie, bit by infinite bit, she started to undo it.
Stevie watched as his mom leisurely loosen the tie under her bust before reaching up with both hands to carefully slip the semi-wide straps of her gown across her shoulders.
She seemed to be almost under some kind of spell, her half lidded eyes had this dreamy, faraway look to them, both appealing and unnerving all at once. Combining this dreamy look with her ultra-slow movements left Stevie feeling his mother was almost in some kind of half-awake coma. Adding to the coma like effect she seemed to be under was the way her spoken words to him were so few and so quiet.
Then again she was coming back from the . . . NO! He wouldn't, couldn't think of her like that. Instead, he concentrated—hard—on this being a totally real experience with his, yes, totally alive mother.
It was easy to lose himself in such thoughts as he stared while she carefully dragged the twin straps of her gown across, and then over and down each of her shoulders.
Stevie's cock jerked in his underwear and then became instantly hard as her gown floated down and off her naked body to gather at a heap by her feet.
In the soft light of the candles his mother's naked body looked extraordinarily beautiful.
She tilted her head seductively at him, blinking those dreamy eyes in a most alluring manner as he stared, awestruck, at her nakedness.
His eyes soon became stuck on her nice breasts. They glowed with unearthly beauty as he continued to stare before finally he let his gaze fall downward.
She was fully naked he happily discovered as his gaze fell between her legs where he spied a neatly trimmed matting of light brown pubic hair matching the color of the hair on her head.
Taking his hand, she led him over to the bed. His eyes focused on her slightly plump, perfectly rounded bottom as it too shined with smoldering splendor, causing his cock to reach new heights of hardness.
Pausing just before her bed, she reached out, turning the covers back before turning to face him.
Again she hit him with that soft fetching smile before reaching out. Gripping the bottom edge of his tee shirt, she patiently pulled it up and off of him before turning her attention to his shorts.
He stood perfectly still as his mother leisurely stripped off the shorts. He noticed her eyes flickering downward as an almost impish grin spread across her face.
There was a brief pause before, unbelievably, she was tucking her fingers under the waistband of his shorts and carefully pulling them down.
He heard her let out an audible sigh as his large seven and half inch cock was released from the tight confinement of his briefs.
She gently helped him get settled in her bed before joining him. Turning, they lay on their sides facing each other as he whispered, "I missed you so much, Mommy."
"Show me," she whispered back.
This time when they kissed he did not pull back when her tongue slipped out to quietly explore the depths of his mouth. Reaching down, she found his hands before guiding them up to her breasts.
He kneaded them softly—God they were so nice and firm-- as their tongues danced and pulsated in and out of each other's mouths.
After a fiery exchange of breathless kisses, he felt her lightly pushing his face down into the warm valley of her breasts. Stroking his lips with a tender finger, she whispered, in a voice quivering with desperation and urgency, "It's time . . . for your midnight feeding, baby."
Stevie's heart thumped in his chest as he closed his eyes and opened his mouth —just as the old antique grandfather clock in the corner of the bedroom began to chime quietly. It, indeed, was midnight.
As his mother's warm breast slipped into his mouth, Stevie, undone with passion, began to suckle on it urgently. He felt her nipple first stiffen before becoming fully erect as he lashed his tongue out and around it.
Her soft moaning only served to urge him on all the more as he switched to her other breast, attacking this one with equal aplomb.
Oddly enough, the more he suckled on his mother's breasts the more life he seemed to be breathing into her as she was starting to moan louder, and then louder still, as continued to imbibe on her nice breasts with a barely contained passion.
"Go on baby, make love to mommy's breasts with your mouth. Suck on them please."
It was a pleasant enough thing to agree to, especially as-- seemingly - she continued to come more alive, the more he slurped greedily on her tits.
She was squirming all over the bed now as time seemed to stand still while he tenderly suckled on her breasts. Five minutes passed as the quiet bedroom was filled with the sounds of his lip smacking, passion filled suckling session. Finally, things reached their zenith when she grabbed his hand, pushing it between her legs.
"See how wet your midnight feeding it making me honey?" she told him in a loud and harsh whisper.
He happily discovered how very right his mother was when his index finger easily slide up and inside of her, making her whine loudly, as he continued to feast on her breasts.
"Honey, can . . . can you kiss your mother, down there, between her legs, please baby."
He kissed his way down across her tummy till her found the sweet nectar between her legs. Lashing his tongue out, he lathered her sweet tasting pussy with a plethora of light kisses before flickering his tongue across her clit, making her squirm mightily.
Yeah, she was fully alive now and hot wired for action as Stevie went to town eating her out. His darting, twisting tongue soon had Jessie wriggling all over the bed.
Reaching up with his hands, he fondled her tits as he shoved his tongue deeper in her wet hole, swirling it around to maximum effect.
"Oh baby, mommy is going to . . ." She never finished her sentence as his tongue found her clit once more. Assaulting it with unbridled enthusiasm, Stevie sent his mom careening over the edge.
"Now it's your turn," she said as she turned over.
Rising up on her knees, she grabbed the headboard of her bed, presenting her backside to be plundered.
He carefully stroked her bare ass with both hands before leaning forward, his hands sliding up to cup her delicious hanging breasts as his assaulted her neck with a series of passionate kisses.
Bringing his cock up, he placed it carefully at her wet opening while he continued the gentle assault on her tits with his hands.
"Go on baby, put it in. Make love to your Mommy . . . hard and fast," she whined as his cock nestled itself inch by inch into the wet, warm folds of her waiting vagina.
Finally, unable to show any more restraint, with a loud grunt, Stevie propelled his hips forward driving the entire length of his sizable cock deep inside of her.
Jessie let out a loud wail as his cock plunged deep inside of her. Gripping her hips with both hands, overwhelmed with sheer forbidden passion, Stevie began to fuck his mother as if both of their lives depended on just how hard he could ram his cock inside of her.
She was soon moaning like the cheapest of harlots as he pounded his cock inside of her a good half dozen times before he let out a loud whimper as he spurted a huge load of cum deep inside of her.
Collapsing unto the bed with both his leg and arms muscles still quivering, Stevie found her wrapping him into her warm embrace as she ran her fingers through his hair.
"Mom are . . . are you back now . . . for good I mean? How is this possible?"
"Shhh baby, I am not allowed to answer questions of what happens after we pass to the other side. I will just say the other side, as I know it, is filled with magic and mystery and has both demons and angels, and just like on this plane of existence where the good guys are not always wholly good and the bad guys not all thoroughly bad, not all demons are bad and not all angels are good. You shall learn more when the time is right but not from me."
More she would not say and as he suddenly felt very tired, maybe more tired than he had ever in his life, he did not press the matter, but instead closed his eyes, falling into a deep slumber. When he woke up in the morning she was gone.
A week passed, and then two while the house remained depressingly quiet. His only solace came when he remembered how she told him, "You shall learn more when the time is right but not from me."
She never once told him anything but the truth so took some measure of comfort, sooner or later, something would happen.
Thankfully, it turned out to be sooner as a day later he came down to breakfast to find a note, written in his mom's ultra-neat handwriting, attached to the fridge by a magnet.
The note was nothing more than a phone number. He stared at it for a short moment before tucking it into his pocket. Obviously, she wanted him to call the number but since he was already running late for work the call would have to wait until he got home.
That afternoon he carefully dialed the number, waiting breathlessly for someone to pick up.
A soft feminine voice on the other end picked up after the third ring. "Olga's Oddities . . . all things supernatural, all the time. How may I help you?"
"Hmm, I'm not really sure. My . . . my mom left me this number and I . . . I was supposed to call I think but--"
"Is your name Stevie?" the voice interrupted.
"Yes."
"My great grandmother Olga, she is the owner, told me to expect your call sometime soon. My name is Sophia."
"Oh, well the thing is my mom . . . well its . . . it's complicated and I'm not sure why I am calling."
"Don't worry my great grandmother knows why. She told me you would be traveling many miles to come here and talk to her but it would be well worth it for you."
"Oh, hmm, well where is here. I mean, where are you located?"
"In a little town called Wilksbury. It's in Connecticut, not far from New Haven."
"Oh, ahh, I am in Suffolk, Virginia. So I am supposed to come talk to your great grandmother? Does she have information about my Mom?"
"Is your mom a ghost?"
Stevie paused at the highly precise quesiton. It was just thrown out there so casually before answering. "Yes, I mean she passed a little over a year ago and--"
"Say nothing more. Save it for my Nana. When can you come here? The sooner the better."
"It's a bit far but . . . ahh I think tomorrow I suppose if I got up early I could be there by the early afternoon."
"Good. Here is the address."
After getting an address of a café near the bookstore a very anxious and excited Stevie could hardly wait for the next day to come.
It was a little after 1 pm when Stevie wandered into the nearly empty small café. There was two people sitting at a long lunch counter, locals more than likely, and then in a back booth was a positively ancient looking old woman dressed in all black.
That must be Olga as Sophia had told him her nana was both very old, liked to dress in black, and always sat in the same corner booth in the very back of the café.
Stevie slowly approached the woman. "Excuse me are you Olga?"
Looking up, the old lady gave him a toothless grin before she murmured, "I be Olga and you be Stevie, eh?"
"Yes."
"Good, good. Sit then, don't make old woman eat alone, huh. Buy me lunch and Olga tell you much tings you need to knows."
Stevie slowly lowered himself into the booth across from the old lady as she cackled. "You be as cute as your mom did say eh?"
"I suppose. You . . . you talked to my mom. You know she is . . ."
"Yes passed. I know. Olga knows all, explain all over soup and sandwich."
Stevie spent the next thirty minutes listening to the old lady tell him all sorts of fascinating things. Olga, with a straight face, described herself as being nothing less than a witch, and was someone his mother reached out to before dying and actually befriended. This friendship survived her death as Olga relayed how his mother continued to communicate with the old lady in her dreams.
Toward the end of their lunch, Olga passed a plain white envelope to him. "Read dis when you gets home and if you brave take the potion I'm about to give you."
Reaching into a large burlap bag sitting next to her on the café booth, the old lady rummaged around it a bit before pulling a small clear vial from it filled with a red looking liquid and a letter sized plain brown envelope.
Shoving the vial across the table to him, she smiled her enduring toothless grin before dropping her voice to a low whisper. "This be me special potion, boy. It be mighty powerful. Letter explain. Don't worry, Olga no write the letter, my granddaughter did, but the words, the request come from your mother and from Ms. Aphasia."
"Apha—who?" Stevie asked having never heard of this person.
"She be a powerful demon who taken your mother under her dark wing. Hmm, that be why she able visit you agains. Now it be time to reward, Ms. Aphasia for her allowing such a ting."
Stevie, properly worried, started to open his mouth to ask about this demon named Aphasia, but before he could get the words out Olga was raising one gnarled finger and waving it. "No questions boy. Go home, read letter. Now time for old lady to go sell more books at her store."
Stevie, observing how there was something forceful in the old ladies demeanor indicating she would not welcome being questioned, scurried out of the booth and helped Olga to her feet. Turning a baleful eye on him, she bade him a good day and shuffled off out the door.
The nearly five hour drive home was nothing short of torture thanks to Stevie's overwhelming curiosity about the letter, but deciding it would be best to wait until he got home to read it, as Olga suggested, he put his curiosity on hold.
It was just past eight before Stevie settled down to read the letter. It was computer generated on Word, doubled spaced and about page and a half long.
Paper clipped to the larger note was a small piece of stationery with something written on it. The handwritten scrawl was excessively neat.
Stevie-
Trust in Olga's potions. My great grandmother is—as advertised—a powerful witch with equally powerful potions which will work as advertised.
Sophia
"Well she certainly looks the part anyways," Stevie muttered to himself before setting the small note aside. Turning his attention to the large note he started reading it with increasing fascination.
Stevie:
I am writing this to you a mere few days before I am to pass. Thanks to my powerful friend Olga (if you are reading this you have met her by now) I know the exact day, to the hour even, I am set to expire. Olga, among other powers, has the ability, sometimes clear, sometimes not so clear, to divine the future. My future, sadly, is clear. Once I pass to the other side I will be in contact with a powerful entity that goes by the name of Aphasia.
Aphasia is known, among a select few that study such things, by several monikers: Mistress of Wickedness, She Who Must be Obeyed, Dominatrix of Forbidden Desire, but regardless of what she is called I am in her debt thanks to her granting me the power to return to your world.
If you want to see your mom gain her peace and cross over to the other side without issue we must do the biding of Ms. Aphasia and replay the debt owed to her. My part is asking you to do this, your part is actually doing it.
The potion Olga gave you will allow you to do this. After taking the potion you shall fall into a deep coma like sleep where you will be transported to an alternate plane of reality. On this plane, for her viewing pleasure, you shall be seduced by one of her minions she owes a favor to. Now this is the important part: on this alternate plane of existence you must be receptive to being seduced, honey . . . by this other mother of yours.
I cannot stress how important that part is so I will say it again: When you cross over, please acknowledge her love, acknowledge her desperate need for a son to love, and to love her back-- as you loved me before and still do. Do not worry about me being jealous for jealousy is not an emotion I can afford.
When you wake up in the morning you shall remember what happened, the good parts anyways, as if it was a very vivid and pleasant naughty dream, but unlike dreams, which are often fuzzy and make no sense this dream of yours will offer perfect clarity and will not at all seem like a dream while it is happening.
You are doing this because, above all else, Ms. Aphasia is a voyeur supreme of her pet humans' forbidden activities. You may be wondering-- if she likes watching a mother and son together why can't we be together again while she watches us?
A fair question and one that I shall answer: because she has already seen us together hon. Yes she was there that night, watching carefully as I seduced you and being she has already watched us once and loves variety, she wants to see you again, but with another woman. One of her minions that is owed a favor and needs some good loving attention from her adorably cute son: YOU.
I promised her you would do this so please hon take the potion tonight and if you please the Dominatrix of Forbidden Desire as she watches she shall allow me to cross to the other side peacefully.
Needless to say, if the debt goes unpaid, she is a demon and has promised me she shall curse you with bad luck until your dying day in addition to not allowing me to pass peacefully. Olga assured me she has the power to do so and it would be quite unwise to leave this debt we owe her unpaid.
Knowing you shall take Olga's potion for us I will tell you the necessary background information about the minion you shall be meeting tonight.
Your Mom's name is Dianna, Caucasian, forty two years old, extremely shapely (just like you like) with a mane of golden brown hair falling just past her shoulders. Her pretty hazel eyes are accented by a kind caring face and a clear, youngish looking, lightly tanned complexion. She is five foot six and weighs maybe one hundred and thirty some pounds.
She has the loving personality of an angel while possessing a pair of devilishly delicious large 36 DD breasts crowned by a pair of rather sizable nipples. I am sure you will sigh with inner delight when you see them, Stevie.
Your backstory is this: she has been married to your father (don't worry for you night of indiscretion he will be conveniently away on business), her high school sweetheart and the only man she has ever been with for twenty six years now. To say their relationship is on the stale side would be a vast understatement. In fact, just a few days prior she found out he was having an affair and, therefore, is feeling very insecure and vulnerable.
She is both lonely and bored but won't consider divorce until you are out of college. You are home for the weekend and after having a bad dream you will receive comfort for her. More I will not say . . . don't want to ruin your surprise but I will instruct you as follows: allow her to seduce you slowly, step by step. During the seduction process you will be expected to act both sweet and innocent, honey but most of all act like you are feeling extremely vulnerable and even still scared from your powerfully bad dream, (trust me baby your dream will be bad, Aphasia has assured me of this) allowing Dianna's full motherly instincts to kick in.



Honey, if you follow these instructions and behave in the following manner as I just described Aphasia will be pleased and will doubtlessly consider my debt to her paid.
Love,
Mom
After reading the letter a second time, wanting to make sure he didn't miss any detail, no matter how small, Stevie took a deep breath.
Reaching back into the envelope, he pulled the vial containing the magical potion out. Staring at it thoughtfully, it only took him a few seconds before he decided he would play along and take the potion.
After a hurried dinner and a quick shower, Stevie crawled into his bed around eight pm and before he could lose his nerve downed the contents of the vial.
The reddish looking liquid was semi-sweet and make him instantly drowsy. In less than a minute he was slumbering peacefully.
Stevie awoke some three and half hours later with a small shriek. His new mother, it had to be her, was sitting on the edge of the bed shaking his shoulder.
Blinking his eyes as he came awake he was totally disorientated. "Mom?"
"Yes baby, your mom is right here. You were having a bad dream I think. I heard you moaning loudly and heard you crying out and that's when I came in to check on you."
He was sweating profusely with his lone sheet all tangled around his feet while his blanket had somehow been tossed on the floor. Then with shocking horror he noticed it. He was sporting a huge erection inside his simple white cotton briefs.
She obviously noticed it too as she gave him a soft smile. "Here's lets cover you up, Stevie before you tell me about your bad dream or maybe it wasn't so bad after all huh?"
"Mom!!" he said embarrassed. He tried to roll over away from her but she grabbed his shoulder.
"It's nothing to be embarrassed about honey. Most boys have those type of dreams."
"It wasn't that type of dream. Not really," he grumbled as he looked at her.
Despite looking a bit disheveled with her normally pretty chestnut brown hair pinned up and wearing no makeup, his new mother still looked pretty good in a mature motherly sort of way. This was in spite of the drab looking long sleeve cotton sleepshirt she was wearing. The ill-fitting, red multi plaid shirt came down to her knees and was simply unattractive in every way possible.
He instantly knew this was her usual sleeping attire just as he instantly knew he didn't like it when she pinned her hair up. Figuring the witch's potion must have planted all the necessary memories in his brain, he allowed himself to relax a bit.
Just before falling asleep he had been worrying about what if his new mom asked him something about their past he could not answer, or brought up some important event he should remember but couldn't recall. Apparently, this would not be a cause of concern allowing him to fully concentrate on the matter at hand: his awful nightmare.
The bad dream reverberated around his mind causing him, even though he was fully awake now, no small measure of angst.
"So tell me about your dream, Stevie."
He started to open his mouth and then snapped it shut knowing, somehow, telling her about the dream, right away, was not the proper way to go.
"I . . . I can't. It's embarrassing."
"Oh come on, sweetie. Don't be like that," she told him softly as she ruffled his hair. "I'm your mom remember which means you can tell me anything . . . even your bad dreams that involve her."
"How . . . how do you know it involved you?"
"I heard you crying out as I came into your room something like 'No mommy, stop it hurts'. I guess maybe I was doing something to you . . . bad?"
"Mom please . . . I can't tell you my dream."
She stood up as an angry frown crossed her face. "Lack of trust Stevie, is lack of love."
And with that final statement, she went storming out of his room, slamming the door shut as she went.
After stewing about it for about five minutes, Stevie threw on a pair of old jeans and a tee shirt and went to her room.
He knocked on the door softly and when there was no response he pushed the door open. She was sitting there in the middle of her bed with a box of Kleenex.
She looked up as he entered.
"There was a time Stevie when you would tell me anything but I guess that time has passed and has that intense love you once felt for your mommy."
He sighed as he crossed the room. "OK I will tell you but its . . . it's a bit naughty, Mom."
She patted the bed next to her. "Your mom can handle naughty."
"OK . . . fine. Here it is. In my dream you caught me doing something and got real mad . . . enough to scare me . . . enough to hurt me."
"What did I catch you doing that made me so mad, sweetie?"
Dropping his voice to a low whisper he said, "You caught me . . . masturbating."
"Honey that is normal for a boy your age so why would I be mad?"
"Maybe because I was using your . . . ahh panties."
She smiled. She just couldn't help herself before her face turned serious.
"Hmm, I can see how that might made some mother's upset . . . but not me . . . but I guess in your dream that was not the case. I was mad?"
"Real mad. You reached out and grabbed me . . . you know down there . . . and squeezed. Hard . . . until I cried out."
"Well that must have been when I heard you say 'Mommy you are hurting me.' I was wondering what I did."
Stevie looked down, not sure what to say next before he mumbled, "So now you know."
"I do and now, since I know, we need to talk about this a bit as obviously you are feeling more than a little guilty over your dream which leads me to believe . . . ahh your dream maybe is a reflection of reality?"
"What do you mean?"
"I mean have you ever . . . you know . . . with your Mom's panties."
"Mom I . . ."
"Before you lie sweetheart you should know one thing. Your mom is sort of a neat freak when it comes to her underwear drawer and has everything arranged in it just so . . . you understand what I am saying."
He shook his head no in a vain attempt to ward off the truth. He knew exactly what she was talking about.
"OK I will just come out and say it. In other words, I know when someone has been messing about in my drawer where I keep my panties and since I know your father has no interest in the sexy stuff with me anymore that only leaves you, hon."
She let the thought dangle in the air as she reached out to stroke the side of his face . . . just as he was starting to turn beet red.
"You don't have to admit nothing baby. I can see the guilt all over your adorably cute face, but don't worry . . . mommy is not mad at you using her panties to help you get a bit of self-pleasure."
"You are not?"
Hmm, unless . . ."
"Unless . . . what?"
"Unless while you are using your mom's panties to do your business you are thinking about some sexy young thing from your school. That would be like cheating I think."
"No . . . I wasn't thinking of any young girls, Mom."
"So who do you think about when you do it then . . . with your mommy's panties? Tell me the truth or I will be upset." After a long pause she added. "Tell you what, I will whisper the answer in your ear and you just nod your head if I am right."
Leaning over she whispered, "You were dreaming of your mom . . . right, sweetie."
Leaning back she gave him a serious look as he fidgeted about the bed before finally nodding his head yes.
"Good then this is what we need to do. Listen to me as I can't have you wracked with guilt for something that a lot of boys feel for their mothers and that is . . . desire. Now the first thing we need to go is both get ready. You go take a quick shower which will give me time to get things ready here so go get freshened up and then come back to me."
Stevie mumbled his assent before hurrying across the room toward the door but before he could reach it she called out to him.
She began to speak as she crossed the room toward him. "Before you go there is one last thing I need to tell you and it's very important so listen closely."
Stopping before him she dropped her voice to a whisper as she outlined what she wanted. "I want to keep things as sweet and innocent as possible so neither one of us has to feel much guilt if something a little naughty happens between us as I'm helping you so that is how I want you to act for me, baby." Reaching out she stroked the side of his face. "Sweet and wholly innocent and also you must pretend to be very naïve, very, very naïve about the sexy stuff. Do you understand?"
"I am very naïve about the sexy stuff, Mom," he answered truthfully.
The demon inside of Dianna smiled. This was going better than she could have hoped.
Fifteen minutes later, it was just past eleven, he was padding on back down the hallway to his mom's room full of hopeful curiosity as to just what she had planned.
The house shook and moaned from a strong gust of wind causing him to shiver. He was wearing his usual sleeping attire: a pair of gym shorts with a tee shirt and no socks. Several of those embedded memories now hit him all at once: it was late November and they lived in New Hampshire, it was cold tonight with the lows dipping down into the mid-twenties.
Her door was partially open and after peeking his head inside he scanned the room.
When he didn't see her anyplace in the room, he stepped inside. "Mom . . . where you at?" he called out tentatively.
"Here honey," she popped her head out from the closet. "I will be out in a minute. I am trying to decide what nice thing to wear for you, but while you are waiting, why don't you turn out all the lights and get a nice fire going for us."
He hurriedly followed her instructions before settling down on the padded bench, staring idly into the flickering flames of the fire while enjoying its warming effects when he heard his mother crossing the room toward him.
He turned to look at her and nearly fell off the bench when he found himself confronted with a vision of pure sexiness. She had put on some perfectly applied makeup, allowing her pretty face to shine with unearthly beauty in the soft flickering light of the fire. She also let her hair down but the real show stopper was the gorgeous aqua blue sheer night gown she was now wearing.
It was sheer enough, in fact, to be practically see through allowing him to get a glimpse of his mom's large breasts. They hung there, like two perfectly formed dollops of womanly perfection, perfectly on display for his wide, staring eyes.
He noticed, couldn't help but to notice how his mom's nipples—Jesus, they were huge. In particular, the areolas of her perfectly large tits were fucking enormous.
He took a deep breath before tearing his eyes off his mom's tits and giving her a warm smile.
"You like your mommy's new pajamas honey," she cooed to him.
"Yes . . . they look nice on you, Mommy."
"Good. Then wait here while I get us some wine."
She turned. Strutting across the bedroom, she presented her slightly plump ass to him for inspection. It passed with flying colors as he loved the way her matching sexy turquoise brief panties showed off both of her ass cheeks without shame.
As she pulled out a bottle of white wine from the fridge and a small bucket, filling it with ice to chill the wine, another of those powerful memories hit him: my mom gets real friendly and highly emotional when drinking wine.
As she crossed the room back to him carrying the ice filled bucket with its bottle of white wine stuck in the center while in her other hand she held a pair of wine glasses, Stevie couldn't help himself as-- once again-- he found his eyes drawn to those big bouncy tits of hers as she strutted toward him.
"I'm glad you like your mommy's pajamas. I know turquoise is one of your favorite colors so I picked this out with you in mind, sweetie."
"You did," he lamely answered. It was all he could think to say.
He watched as she poured them both a full glass of wine. "Here this will help relax us both I think. Now drink it all down and quickly hon so you can get the full effects."
Following his mother's lead, he gulped down his wine. Smiling, she refilled both of their glasses halfway saying, "We can sip on this one."
After they both took a couple of large sips, she gave him a serious look before saying, "I have a question for you honey and I think you should answer my honestly."
"I will."
"OK so how many times have you used your mom's panties to . . . you know."
He fidgeted slightly before responding truthfully, the answer just popped into his head, "About, I don't know exactly, maybe fifteen times I think."
"Hmm, that is quite a bit and do you have a favorite pair of your mom's panties that you use the most often."
"Yes."
"Good. So why don't you go over and grab them from my drawer." Smiling she added, "I think you know where I keep them."
Stevie hopped to his feet, feeling an acute mixture of embarrassment and excitement all at once.
Once he reached her panty drawer he didn't, as he remembered he usually did, have to dig around to find her black satin lace panties which was his absolute favorite. Instead, they were resting right there on the top of all her other panties leading him to believe she had intentionally placed them there.
Once he reached the padded bench again he handed her the panties.
She held them up saying, "Hmm you found one of your mom's sexier panties I see." She then brought them up to her face, touching her cheek with them as she whispered, "Oh these are soft. I can see why you like them so much."
Dianne gave him a fetching smile before whispering, "So can you go ahead and show your mom just how exactly you use them to hmm, get off, baby."
He swallowed hard. "You mean . . . you want me to . . . ahh in front of you?"
"Yes," she whispered. Taking him by the hand, she led him the few feet over to the fire. "I want you to learn it's OK to do what you are doing. Now lay down on the rug sweetie and take care of your business while I go sit back down and watch."
She handed him the pair of panties before moving back over to the padded bench and sitting down.
Stevie sighed nervously as he laid down on the large plush white rug spread out in front of the fireplace.
He looked up at her; she was staring at him. "Go on baby. Do what your mom asked you to do. Trust me it's for the best."
"I trust you, Mom." He mumbled as he slowly pulled down his gym shorts and briefs just enough to allow him to slip his cock out.
At this point, his cock was still rather on the soft side, probably from being nervous, as he wrapped the silk panties around it. Thinking it would make him feel less nervous, he pretended he was alone as he started to move the panties around his flaccid penis.
After about thirty seconds, despite his best efforts, it was still not coming alive, managing only to barely reach a semi firm status. He was simply too tense from her watching him so intently.
"Mommy . . . it's . . . not working. I mean . . . I'm too nervous I think . . . you know with you watching." Embarrassed, he stuffed his limp cock back inside his briefs.
She smiled at him softly before standing up. Moving over to the bed, she gathered up her two pillows and the thick comforter before moving over and dropping down next to him.
She carefully arranged the pillows under him before pulling the comforter up to cover both their bodies as she stretched out on her side next to him.
Leaning on one elbow, she looked down at him while brushing her fingers through his hair. "Maybe mommy can help if you let her huh?"
"OK," he answered still uneasy.
"First, lay back close your eyes and try to relax as she decides best how to handle things . . . down there for her nervous little man."
Leaning back on the pillows, Stevie shut his eyes while wondering just exactly what she might be planning.
"Hmm, first of all I think it must have been, ahh, distracting holding both your briefs down and your shorts while trying to pleasure yourself so let's do this."
It started off nice anyways as she slowly stripped off his tee shirt and then his briefs so he was completely naked. After tossing them both off to the side she snuggled under the comforter next to his naked body once more.
Bring her mouth to his ear she whispered, "Maybe this will help things down there sweetheart."
She gave him several soft kisses, directly on his lips, and then a longer, firmer one setting his heart on fire with forbidden desire.
"Kiss me back, sweetie," she whispered as her hand slipped down under the comforter.
It was an easy order to obey as he kissed his mom back while feeling her hand slipping down lower across his belly.
Her tongue slipped inside his mouth just about the same time her hand slipped down over his growing manhood. Swirling her tongue deep in his mouth to maximum effect caused Stevie's cock to be upgraded from limp to firm.
Almost in self-defense he found his own tongue slipping out to taste her delicious wine stained lips.
"Hmm, someone finally is coming fully awake down there," she whispered as she finally broke off their kiss. Lifting up, she allowed the comforter to fall away from her body.
Reaching out, she gently brushed her finger along one cheek whispering, "Open your eyes and look at your mother, sweetheart."
Stevie eyes fluttered open to find his mother staring at him with a look of motherly concern. She had raised up just enough to allow the comforter to fall down revealing her upper body to him.
"Go on you can stare at your mommy's big boobies if you want sweetheart. I know you like them."
"I do," he said as his eyes happily flitted all over her chest.
Slipping one hand back under the comforter, Dianne found his cock was now growing quiet firm.
Reaching back she grabbed the black silk panties and brought them under the comforter. "Now concentrate on how good your mommy's titties look baby while she sees if she can get you fully awake down there."
Stevie let out a sharp hiss as he felt the soft silk panties being wrapped around his cock before she began to move them slowly up and down his growing manhood.
"Lay back down and close your eyes again sweetie while I take care of you."
He obeyed and was duly rewarded for his efforts when Dianne leaned down allowing her generous tits to fall fully down against his face . . . just as she slipped the panties down to delicately cups his testicles.
"Oh god that feels so good," he whispered as her tits bounced against his cheeks. He liked how soft the material of her nightie was against his cheeks and even more so how nice and firm her big boobs felt being gently smushed down against his face.
"Hmm, I think someone is fully awake now . . ." Dianne whispered as she moved the panties back to her son's hard shaft. Wrapping them fully around it, she started moving her hand up and down, slowly at first, before gradually picking up speed.
It didn't take long from this point as between his mother's big beautiful tits bouncing against his cheeks and her skilled hand working its magic down there he was near to coming already.
"Come on sweetie, come for your mommy . . . like before . . ." she cooed to him. "Come all over her pretty black panties . . . please baby, do it for me."
Stevie was on the verge of coming as the thought of his mom pleading with him to come was simply too much of a turn on.
Wanting to witness the eruption first hand, she quickly pulled the comforter down just in time to see the head of his cock poke up from under her black panties as she slipped it back down his rock hard shaft.
Dianne giggled as she saw a huge load of hot cum come spurting out of the head of his cock coating both her hand and the panties.
"Wow that was some eruption, baby," she said before leaning down and giving him a soft kiss on the cheek.



Gathering him in her arms, she cradled him against her ample bosom and within minutes Stevie had slipped into a quiet slumber.
Sometime later, how long he could rightly not say, Stevie's eyes fluttered open. His head was still cradled gently against her breasts but what was not so gentle was the full on erection he was now sporting.
Lifting up, he whispered to her. "Mommy are . . . are you awake."
"Hmm, yes baby," she whispered. She had slipped into a light sleep herself but being the good mother she was she quickly woke up when he moved even ever so slightly.
"I'm . . . hmm hard again. Can you . . . like . . ." He let the thought dangle hoping she would finish it for him.
"Take care of my baby again. Of course, hon. Here . . ." Lifting up she gently nudged him onto his back while repositioning herself so her upper body was raised up and leaning back against the pillows for support. "Relax and listen while I tell you a secret from our past."
"You know when you were just a baby honey you used to wake mommy up with your desperate crying almost every night a bit past midnight."
"Why was I crying, Mommy?" he asked curiously.
"Because you were hungry sweetie and being the good mommy I was I didn't mind at all feeding my baby . . . even if it was the middle of the night. I called it your midnight feeding and to tell you the truth those times while I was feeding you, right here in this room, in front of this fireplace, on a cold winter's evenings when it was just me and you. . ."
"Where was dad?"
"He was working the overnight shift then hon so he was gone most nights."
"Oh . . . so we were alone."
"Yes, very much so and you know my secret is this . . . those times, those midnight feedings I used to give you were so sweet, so loving and so pleasant for me that I think they are some of, if not my best memories of us together. I mean, I could feel our love growing to unspeakable heights as I leaned back and allowed you to feed."
"I wish I could remember that," Stevie whispered softly.
"Hmm, maybe we should create some new memories . . . for the both of us. Tell me . . . are you hungry now sweetheart?"
"Yes, Mommy," Stevie whispered, his excitement growing as he could see where this was leading.
Using the gentlest of pressure she guided his face down toward her chest and then, yes, into the warm bosom between her ample breasts. Her turquoise nightgown felt heavenly soft against his cheek as he pressed his face tight against her pillowy breasts.
Dianna took a deep breath before diving into the forbidden waters. First she gently nudged his head off of her chest before reaching down and gripping the lower edge of her nightie.
Smiling at him warming, she slowly lifted her nightie up until her bare boobs, God they were so big and beautiful, were revealed to his softly staring eyes.
"Snuggle your head back down baby against Mommy's chest and close your eyes sweetie. It's time for our midnight feeding."
Stevie closed his eyes before his face slipped down into that vast abyss of his mom's soft, warm bosom. He opened his mouth as she used a gentle guiding hand around the back of his head to nudge his open mouth towards her waiting breast.
His cock sprang to attention once he felt her inviting nipple slid into his waiting mouth. What happened next was the most natural thing in the world as his hunger, his absolute desire for his mommy's breasts took completely over.
After suckling her nipple greedily into his mouth, he heard her let out a soft, gentle sigh before whispering, "That's it baby, don't be shy . . . suckle on your mommy's tits. Please sweetie, suckle the love from your mommy's breasts just like you used to suckle milk from it."
His mother's encouraging words drove Stevie over the edge. His tongue lashed out first, lathering the entirety of his mommy's nipple with warm saliva as it became wholly erect from the loving attentions he was paying it.
Once erect, Stevie clamped his lips around it and began to suckle like mad.
"Oh Jesus, honey that's it, suck on my boobies, baby," she begged him. "Don't stop."
His tongue lashed out again and again as he intermixed the tongue lashing with an excess of tender kisses. Moving his mouth all around the vast expanse of her boob, he showered it with dozens of kisses before she urgently nudged his mouth with her hand back to her large distended nipple.
Opening his mouth wide, Stevie sucked the entirety of her nipple into his warm mouth and began suckling on it with such eager attentions that is soon had his mommy moaning softly while begging for more.
Her voice, desperate with passion, urged him on. "Oh God that feels so good, baby." Tangling her hand into his hair, she tenderly prodded his face over to her other breast.
Warming to the task, liking the way he could seemingly make his mommy moan and beg for more, Stevie decided to do a bit of teasing.
Whispering sweetly, he asked, "Mommy can I have a bit of play time before I continue my midnight feeding. Pleaassee."
Straightening up, she artfully thrust her chest out at him. "So what does Mommy's baby wanna play with I wonder?"
After a brief pause he giggled before saying shyly, "Your big boobies, Mommy . . . if you'll let me. Please . . . pretty please."
"Oh sweetie," she cooed. "Listen to me, Mommy's little Stevie pooh never, ever has to ask permission to play with his mommy's big boobies. You understand me, never . . . I mean as long as we are alone."
"OK Mommy," he replied. "Can you close your eyes then and not open them until I say coz I have a surprise for you."
"Sure Mommy can do that sweetheart," she replied eagerly wondering what her obviously playful son might be up to.
As soon as her eyes were shut, Stevie reached over to the nearby ice bucket, grabbing a one of the larger ice cubes from it.
With a mischievous smile, he pushed the ice cube against one of her nipples making her first jerk from surprised delight before whispering, "Oh God that is so cold, baby."
"But do you like it," he asked sweetly as he circled the ice cube around her areola several times before moving it over to the other one, noting with happy delight how the coldness of the ice cube made both her nipples snap to attention in a most delicious manner.
"Yes, baby. Mommy likes you teasing her nipples but you know . . ." Raising up, she brushed his hands away as she told him in a voice cracking with excitement. "But if you really wanna play little teasing games like that lets . . . let's go all the way with it huh."
Leaning forward she whispered something in his ear that set his poor heart to a thumping.
"Really . . . we . . . we can do that, Mommy."
"Yes baby. Mommy's toys are in the bottom drawer of the night stand. I'll get them out and get everything prepared while you go wait in my bathroom and I will call you when everything is ready."
Stevie went scampering off to her bathroom as Dianna bustled around the bedroom getting everything set for some serious play time with her young and innocent son.
A minute later, Stevie heard her calling him. "Come out, hon, everything is set."
Stevie came out of the bathroom to find his mom, night gown back on, sitting in the middle of the bed, leaning on one arm, with a fetching smile on her face. The only light in the bedroom came from the soft glow of the flickering flames over in the fireplace.
"Come on over here to the bed, Stevie so you can see I was serious in what I just whispered to you a minute ago."
He hurriedly crossed the room in eager anticipation of his surprise. Once he reached the bed she motioned to one of the upper bed posts. "Look . . . you see."
Stevie peered towards where she was pointing. Attached to the upper bed post was a gleaming black fur lined handcuff. "Y-yes." Glancing around the bed, he noticed there was one of those gleaming black handcuffs attached to each of the four posts of her bed.
"Are those really for you . . . like you said?" he asked with nervous anticipation.
"Yes, like I suggested your mommy will be totally and utterly helpless and at your playful mercy when you begin to play with her. Now come on, and help secure her to the bed so you can get started with your play time."
It took about thirty seconds for Stevie to secure his mom by both her wrists and ankles to the bed. After securing her, he propped her head up with a pillow.
Bringing a full glass of the chilled wine over to her, he held it up to her lips before commanding her to, "Drink . . . all of it at once."
She only managed to get about half of the glass down in one swallow before turning her head away and whispering, "No more, honey. Your mommy has had enough already."
"Fine, well I don't wanna waste it so . . ." Smiling mischievously, he moved the still half full glass of wine, after adding several ice cubes to it that is, down and over her chest.
"Hey what . . . No, please!" She didn't get a chance to finish her protest before Stevie slowly dumped the remaining bit of all over her nightie soaking it.
"Oh shit that is cold!" Dianne cried.
"You think that is cold huh just wait," Stevie happily chortled as he dipped the empty glass into the bucket containing the ice cubes.
Seeing what he was doing, Dianne started to protest more. "Stevie, no honey, you can't. Pleaasse."
"I like it when you whine and beg Mommy but it won't help you. I am going to turn those bit tits of yours into a pair of big ole ice bergs."
The wine glass was about a third full of freezing cold melted ice while also containing a sizable allotment of ice cubes. Smiling at her, he brought the glass over to above her chest.
"No please . . ."
He paused just as he was about to tip the glass. "Shhh, Mommy or I will do this over and over again."
Dianna clamped her mouth shut and took a shuddering breath as she watched her son carefully tip the glass forward. The icy cold water soaked her thin nightie as Stevie happily maneuvered the trickle of freezing cold water back and forth over her chest, soaking it completely.
Once the glass was empty, Stevie carefully pulled his mom's nightie completely up exposing those big tits to whatever delicious thing he was planning on next.
Moving fast, he grabbed two of the largest ice cubes left and brought them over above her breasts.
"Now close your eyes mommy while I play."
Dianne shut her eyes knowing she would be in for some serious teasing now.
Stevie lowered the twin ice cubes down, attacking both her nipples simultaneously as Dianne twisted and turned in vain against the coldness attacking her poor nipples as he giggled with playful delight.
Stevie continued to rub the ice cubes all over her nipples until they became too small to manage. Smiling, he decided on one final act of teasing.
After filling the wine glass full of the last bit of melted ice water from inside the bucket, he brought it over to directly above his mom's chest.
"Open your eyes," he commanded her.
Staring up at the glass over her chest she asked in a very shaky voice, "What is in the glass baby?"
"Just some of the ice cold melted water from the bucket is all. Your boobs look thirsty so . . ."
Smiling broadly he began to tip the glass down as she started to whine, "Please no Stevie, your mommy's boobs are already freezing and--"
Dianne's protest was cut off abruptly when a cold trickle of water fell directly on her left nipple making her hiss out loud.
"Oh God . . ."
He kept up the steady stream of water until the glass was about half empty before he brought it over to her right nipple, giving it the same treatment as she squirmed and wriggled against the handcuffs in a vain attempt to avoid the icy water. Once he was done he pulled her wet nightie back in place.
After setting the glass aside he went over to the fire, adding some fresh wood until it was, once more, a blazing inferno. He stretched his hands out to the fire warming them up nicely just as he mom began to whimper. "Please honey, come warm your mommy's boobies up. They are so cold. They feel . . . feel just like a pair of ice bergs . . . just like you wanted. Now, pretty please, come warm them up, baby. I'm begging you."
Stevie ignored her whining for another good minute or two as he continued to warm his hands up by the fire. Finally, after what seemed forever to Dianne anyways, Stevie turned and slowly approached her.
"You are going to play with them some more right baby . . . this time with those warm hands of yours."
He smiled as he settled down next to her on his knees. Looking down at her, he allowed his desire to build as his eyes focused solely on her chest. He liked the way the wet nightie clung to her body; liked the way her fully erect nipples poked out from under the nightie, seemingly begging for some warm attentions.
"Please baby . . . warm them up for mommy," she whispered. "Pretty please. Don't you wanna play with them some more with those warm hands of yours."
Finally he gave into her begging. "My hands are warm see Mommy." Bringing them up to her face he held them against her cheeks.
"They are warm sweetheart . . . and I bet they would do a real nice job of warming my boobies up . . . don't you think."
"Hmm, I suppose so but your nightie it's all wet and in the way."
"So take it off then baby. There is ties at both shoulders . . . just untie it there and take it off of me."
Reaching over, Stevie quickly undid both ties before stripping the wet nightie off of her and tossing it aside.
"There that is better honey," she cooed to him. "Now you can play with them with those warm hands of yours with nothing in the way."
"Really Mommy," he teased her, "you will let me play with your boobies. You . . . you don't mind."
"Not at all sweetie . . . I mean that is why I allowed you to handcuff me to the bed so . . . so you could do anything you wanted to your pretty mommy."
"Hmm, I do want to play some more."
Reaching down, he started to fondle her tits—finally—to the much anticipated delight of his mother's.
"Oh God honey your warms hands feel so good," Dianne whispered as she closed her eyes and thrust her boobs up for his viewing pleasure.
Stevie ran his hands all over her boobies, mixing in a generous plethora of tender squeezes, as Dianne squirmed in utter delight over the way he was being so nice and gentle with them.
He moved his hands to the very summit of her mighty breasts before flickering his fingers, one by one, over her both of her ripe nipples concurrently.
"Baby I . . . I bet your mouth is nice and warm, just like your hands. Can you maybe suck on your mommy's big titties and warm them up that way. Please sweetheart . . . can you do that for me?"
"OK, Mommy," he replied as he lowered his mouth to her chest.
Dianne let out a pronounced moan as she felt her still frigid boobs, each in turn, being warmly assaulted by her son's ravenous mouth.
Ravenous was indeed the word as Stevie, in no time flat, began to suck on his mom's tits with reckless abandon causing her to squirm mightily once more against the handcuffs securing her to the bed.
She wanted him; needed him inside of her. "Please Stevie, baby . . . mommy wants you inside of her. Please put it in me. Please baby."
Moving slowly, allowing the tension to build, he raised up before turning. Slowly he removed her panties so she was utterly naked before him. Then just as slowly, wanting the memory to be forever imbedded deep inside his very soul he crawled on top of his mother.
"OHHH GOD . . ." Dianne moaned as she felt his hardness penetrate her for the first time.
Things started slowly as he buried his face against her neck. Pumping up and down, slowly, carefully, he made sweet love to his pretty mommy causing her to moan with untold pleasure.
But her moaning, her squirming under him, touched him someplace deep and forbidden—that is it turned him on immensely!
Bringing his mouth to hers, he rained a series of reckless kisses all over her face and throat as he went from zero to sixty in his lovemaking in a mere matter of seconds.
Raising up, he watched the effects of the incessant pounding he was giving her. It was simply awe inspiring the way her big, beautiful boobs bounced up and down every time he slammed his cock deep inside of her.
Soon, his only goal in life was to make those boobs of hers bounce up and down with every powerful thrust of his manhood. Adding to his forbidden pleasure was the way his mommy was moaning with carnal lust from the ceaseless fucking he was giving her.
Stevie found out one simple fact about himself: a woman's moans of pleasure was a great turn on to him and the fact his mother was moaning like the cheapest of harlots, because of the way he was fucking her so good and hard, was the greatest turn on of all.
It only took another half dozen or so thrusts of his cock deep inside of her before they were both, in a story book ending to things, coming in near synchronized accord.
Panting, he rolled off of her before quickly undoing the cuffs. Freed from her bondage, Dianne immediately guided him over to in front of the fire, the bed was too wet to comfortably sleep in, where they spent the night under a blanket, cuddled in a deep loving embrace.
In the morning, as promised, Stevie clearly remembered his dream to the point where his cock became instantly hard. After whacking off to the memory of his pleasurable dream, he let out a deep sigh. His mom's debt was paid to the demon bitch but now what?
Would she pay him another visit? Oh how he prayed she would.
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The Art of Bonding: The Three B's
Leiko would finally have to tell her young sons, the triplets Mark, Matthew, and Mikey, the truth. She prayed her revelation would not utterly ruin the wonderful relationships she somehow managed to foster with the three of them.
It was nearly seven thirty pm and the four of them were just finishing up getting the majority of the mess cleaned up from the small party they threw to celebrate the boys' eighteenth birthday. It was not a big party, they only had a few friends over, but what the party lacked in size was made up for in sheer fun.
The highlight of the party came at the very end with Leiko breaking out a bottle of celebratory champagne, just for the three of them, after all the guests left. After sharing several birthday toasts she felt just brave enough to finally make her confession.
Speaking in a soft, serious tone she told them, "Listen guys your mom has something important to tell you three. It's something I have been keeping a secret for too long."
"Oh a secret wow. I hope it's dark and delicious," the playful Matthew said as he snuggled up next to her on the sofa.
"Yeah, the darker the better, Mom," Mark added as he too smuggled up on the other side of her.
"OK but this is serious guys and I just hope you don't... well, change your feelings about me after I tell you."
"This does sound serious," Mikey remarked as he reached over his brother to grab his mom's hand. Squeezing it tight he whispered, "We all love you so much mom I can't imagine you telling us anything to change that."
"Yeah, for sure," the other two said in almost perfect unison.
"Look... it's been a long day for me and I am getting tired so I am going to go upstairs and get out of my clothes so that way after telling you what I need to tell you I can go off to bed straight away. Alright so just hang down here for a minute."
Upstairs, Leiko quickly stripped off her jeans and sweater, before slipping on her favorite boring white fuzzy robe.
The thirty three year old Leiko was of Chinese descent and possessed, in spades, a dark mysterious beauty that seemed to be reserved for women from the Far East in particular. After her first boob job some three months after she got married, her ex-husband, the boy's father had preferred women who were gifted in the boobie department, Leiko possessed a pair of heartwarming 38 D tits which fit abundantly well on her 5' 7", 125-pound frame.
Her tits, much to the delight of the triplets who, like their father, all preferred large breasted women, looked so much bigger framed against her slim, twenty three inch waist. Besides the nice tits, she owned an incredibly long, full mane of jet black hair. The hair, again much to her three boys' delight, fell well past her ass and was, along with her big tits, her pride and joy in the looks department.
Her most enduring quality to her adoring fan club, the triplets, besides her big tits and long hair that is, was her wholly sweet and enduring smile. She smiled easily and laughed even easier. Her engaging smile matched her playful and steamy personality which was the one real reason why all there of her boys found her company fairly intoxicating.
But as Leiko trudged down the stairs she couldn't help but to wonder, after hiding the truth all these years, maybe revealing it now was going to turn out to be a huge mistake.
It was a risk though she was determined to take as entering the living room, she was resolute in wanting to tell them everything, despite the nagging fear she might lose them over the inconvenient truth she was about to reveal.
Basically, the "everything" was she was not their mother. Heck, she was not even their damn stepmother as her and the boy's father, Thomas, even after living together for so long, never married.
Mark, Matthew and Mikey had been just three years old when she came into their lives. The boy's real mother, Lela, of Asian descent like herself, abandoned them at the tender age of one and half after a bitter divorce from Thomas.
After a whirlwind romance, Leiko and Thomas decided to move in together. Wanting to get away from the city, Thomas moved his new wife and boys out west to a small town in Montana.
He bought a large, four bedroom ranch with a nice pool out back and a huge back yard. Inside, the house's best features were a large, down home kitchen and a spacious den with a real brick fireplace.
The last he heard Lela was shacking up with some European soccer star and living in Spain. After Leiko moved in, they became a family thanks, in large part, to the absolute way she fawned over the three boys. Things were so good they made the decision that it might be for the best, for the time being anyways, not to mention anything about the boy's real mother and her utter abandonment of them until they were much older.
Leiko, unable to have kids of her own, easily slipped into the role of the triplet's mom, embracing the fact the boys were hers in every way that mattered but blood.
Of course, being so young when she came into their lives none of them had any clue Leiko was anything but their real mother.
Eventually, Thomas said they would break the truth to them-- maybe when they were teenagers-- but in the meantime he went with the philosophy if it wasn't broke why fix it.
Tragedy struck shortly after the boys did become teenagers when Thomas was killed in an auto accident. Not wanting to burden their grieving hearts with yet another shock to their already fragile emotions from losing their father, Leiko saw no upside, at this point anyways, in telling them the truth about how their real mother abandoned them and how she was just a mom to them in name only.
Instead, she decided to wait, making a firm decision not to tell them the truth until they were adults. Now, finally, after what seemed forever, that day was here: they were eighteen and now officially anyways, classified as adults.
Settling herself down among the three of them on the sofa, Leiko took a deep breath before launching into her confession. "OK I am just going to come out and say it, boys. Now please, hold any questions you have until the end please so I can just get through this."
"OK" they all replied somberly.
"So hmm, this is difficult to say but I am not your mother... I mean your natural birth mother that is, but maybe worse even, being your dad and me never got married, I am not even your step mother, guys. In essence, I am nothing to you."
She paused briefly, glancing at each one in turn. They all looked as if they had been sucker punched.
"I don't want to go into any great details tonight but your mother, your birth mother I mean, divorced your father when you guys were about eighteen months old and moved to Spain shortly after that. Over the years me and your father never discouraged or prevented her from contacting you, but when she didn't, I just... well, right or wrong, took on the role as being your mother, which I was more than happy to do because the truth is, I didn't move in with your father to be with him, but more to be with you three. I mean, I felt a bond, almost instantly from that very first time your dad let me hold you all in my arms so while I may not be your real mother when it comes to having blood ties but in every other way I feel I am, you know, your rightful mom and just so you know, it was both me and your dad's decision not to tell you the truth. We had actually planned on telling you when you were older, like teenagers but then, you know, the accident happened and it was just us and I simply felt you had enough to deal with in losing your father without adding more emotional trauma to your lives and I just pray, with all my heart and soul, what I just told you doesn't change the way you feel about me... but if it does... I will deal with it."
Leiko fell silent as she tried, and mostly failed, to blink back the tears threatening to spill from her pretty hazel eyes.
It was Matthew, the de facto leader of the triplets, who leaned over to Leiko first, whispering, "This changes nothing for me... Mom."
After planting a nice kiss firmly on her cheek he leaned back as both Matthew and Mikey snuggled up next to her while planting kisses of their own on her cheeks while in firm unison telling her, "It changes nothing for us either, Mommy."
Leiko let out a large sigh of relief as they all, seemingly, accepted her secret with nary a protest or an unkind word.
"Thank God," she said smiling brightly, "I was so worried you guys would take the news badly. Listen, I am really tired though from the party and maybe from the emotional stress of worrying about how you were going to take my secret so I am going to go lay down and if you want we will talk about this more tomorrow."
"Sure, Mom," they told her as she headed for the stairs feeling tired but light as a feather.
It was just about ten fifteen when Leiko bolted upright in her bed. "Jesus what a horrible dream," she whispered to herself.
Sighing heavily, she climbed groggily out of the bed. She was incredibly thirsty and needed to make the long trek downstairs to get a glass of water.
Still half asleep, Leiko pulled one of her oversized night gowns from her nightstand, slipping it over her naked body and made her way down the stairs and into the kitchen.
It was nearly dark there with the only light coming from the small, dim light over the kitchen sink, leaving the spacious kitchen mostly in dark shadows.
She was halfway across it when she let out a little yelp. "Jesus you guys scared me."
"Sorry Mom," Matthew replied for the three of them. They had been over in the corner at the table, sitting and talking quietly amongst themselves, when their mom, yes, despite her news, they all still considered Leiko, one hundred percent, their mom, came wandering into the kitchen.
"I just need a glass of water," she told them tiredly.
"Here, here sit down," Mikey said jumping to his feet and pulling the chair out. "I will get it for you."
"Fine," she said as she plopped down in the chair with a heavy sigh.
Immediately, Matthew sensed something was wrong as his mother dropped wearily down in the chair across the small table from him.
Mikey too sensed the same as he came back with her glass of water. Placing it down before her he said, "What's wrong, Mom?"
"Nothing really boys," she lied even as, still now, the horrible dream continued to prey on her mind.
It did not help matters coming downstairs to find them whispering amongst themselves in the kitchen. Had they been discussing the secret she just spilled to them? Discussing how she was really not their mother and wondering just who their real mother might be and, even worse, maybe how they could get in touch with her.
"Don't try that, Mom," Matthew stated firmly, "we know something is wrong."
"What were you guys whispering about when I came into the kitchen?"
"Nothing much," Matthew answered for them. "Just making plans for next weekend. You know I have that tournament coming up over in Billings."
"Yeah, I guess," she said in between sips of her water.
"So what is wrong?" Mikey said as he reached over and grabbed her hand. "Something is up?"
She sighed. Mikey, of the three of them, was the most sweet, and above all else, the most persistent when he wanted something from her. She knew from experience he would keep at her until she caved and told them.
"OK, I had a real bad dream and it involved the three of you. Real horrible emotionally I mean and it's like... you know... preying on my mind."
"Tell us," Mark said. "Talking about a bad dream helps right?" He turned, looking at both of his brothers for affirmation.
"Yes, I think it helps," Mikey replied.
"Fine, I will tell you," Leiko said, knowing they were speaking the truth. "I was in a dark room, staggering around waving a piece of paper saying 'please sign this boys' and you guys were off somewhere in the dark just laughing and saying, 'You can't make us sign coz you ain't our mother, you ain't nothing to us' I cried out for you guys to stop saying that but you just keep chanting it almost... and then I woke up."
"It's just a dream, Mom." Mikey said as he squeezed her hand tight. "I mean--"
Forcefully interrupting his brother, Matthew interjected with his opinion. "That's is where you are wrong, bro. It means something, especially if it was bad enough to leave her so upset. Tell us... what is this paper you wanted us to sign?
"It's supposed to be a secret. I mean I was going to tell you tomorrow but..." She shrugged her shoulders in resignation, thinking it might be best to tell them now.
"Tell us now. It's obviously important," Matthew firmly told her.
"Fine. It's... adoption papers. I hired a lawyer last year to get started on adopting the three of you. I knew this day was coming, where I would tell you my secret and then be reduced to nothing so I was hoping we could make me being your mother wholly legal. The lawyer is dropping them off tomorrow for us to all sign and go over the legal stuff."
"So you will be our adopted, Mom?" they all happily said in near total harmony.
"Yes... if you will sign that is. If you want me to be your officially adopted mother."
"I will sign but I don't need a stupid piece of paper for me to know you are my real mother," Mikey said, almost fiercely. Reaching out, he grasped her hand, squeezing it tight.
"Me neither," Mark and Matthew both added as they too grabbed her hands.
"I am relieved to hear that but... I don't know. My dream... it seemed so real."
"So let's make it unreal, Mom. Let's go out and do something nice and special tomorrow after we sign the papers," Mikey suggested.
Speaking up, Matthew said loudly, "No... I think we need to do something tonight... hear and now... to reassure her, guys."
"Yeah, I agree," Mark, always the studious, aka, "smart" one, interjected. "Her dream means she has doubts and is insecure about our feelings for her... especially now that we know the truth."
"Yeah, I think you are right, honey," Leiko said. "I mean I do feel insecure now that you guys know the truth."
"We can we do to put your mind at ease then?" Mikey asked softly.
"I don't know. Maybe something, maybe nothing, but I do have some thoughts about why I had my bad dream but you will probably just think they are silly."
"Try us," Mikey said.
"Fine, well, I think I had the bad dream due to a simple lack of bonding when you three were babies. I came into your lives when you were just a little over three years old so I missed a lot of the, ahh, good stuff when you were babies. Basically, I missed something I call the three B's of mother and child bonding."
"The three B's. Sounds interesting?" Mark said. "Tell us what they are."
"Promise you won't laugh?"
"We promise," they sang out in agreement.
"OK, well, I call it the three B's because the major theme in all three start with the letter B. The first is bath or bathing. None of you ever got to share a bath with your mommy when you were babies because obviously I wasn't around yet so we missed out on that important bonding experience. The second B is for bed. Again, none of you ever shared your mommy's bed during the night or even took naps with me during the day. Your father was very much against me... he worried that is, about me babying you guys too much, so he really wasn't for you guys sleeping with me in our bed. So yeah, we missed that important bonding experience too."
She fell silent then. The last B, she was sure, would be the most uncomfortable to talk about.
"And the last B? What is that?" Mikey prompted her in his soft, sweet voice.
"Mmm, I probably have shared too much already," she said after a brief hesitation.
"Oh c'mon, Mom. You have to tell us. You told us two out of three already?" Matthew stated with a sharp edge to his voice.
"Yes I suppose I did, it's just... the last B is the most important one to me and it is the one that makes me wanna cry when I think about it too much."
"So tell us," they all whispered one after the other. Reaching out, they took turns grabbing her hands and squeezing them tight.
She caved then. "Fine. The last B is for breast feeding, which, obviously is the most important bonding experience a mother and a child can experience and something I am, just as obviously, destined to never experience."
They were all silent for a long moment or two before Mark decided to take a shot at analyzing the situation. "So you think your bad dream comes from being insecure about our love for you and your insecurity comes from our lack of bonding when we were babies. Your lack of experiencing the three B's?"
"Yes. I think so," Leiko replied in between sniffles as the tears were beginning to flow.
"So what do you suggest we do to make things better, Mom?" Mark carefully ventured.
"What is there to suggest, hon? I mean you guys all big and grown up now and way too old to experience the three B's with your mommy... no matter how desperately she wants to experience them. I mean me sharing a bath with any of you, me sharing my bed with any of you, and most certainly me sharing my breasts with any of you would be... impossible... not to mention being kind of wrong and naughty, especially at your advanced ages."
There was another long drawn out moment of silence, even longer than the last one, before Matthew boldly stated, "Nothing is impossible when it comes to affairs of the heart, Mom. And as far as being wrong or naughty..." He paused, shrugging his broad shoulders, "If your three B's are done with love and sweetness and we make it our little secret how can it be wrong and so what if its naughty and you know, me personally, I feel I would never be too old to enjoy some intimate bonding with my mommy."
Both Mark and Mikey vigorously nodded their heads in agreement with their brother's assessment of the situation, causing ripples of unbidden excitement to run up and down Leiko's spine.
"It would have to be our little secret boys. You understand that?"
Mark spoke up first saying, "I am good at keeping secrets."
"Me too," Mikey quickly chimed in.
Turning, the three of them all stared at Matthew. After all, it was his idea to explore this possible naughty course of action further.
After a brief pause he spoke his mind firmly, "Shared secrets will only make us closer to you, Mom."
"I agree honey, but as tempting as your thoughts is it's impossible simply because, if we can't do all three of my B's then I don't want to do any of them."
"What makes any one of them three B's impossible, Mom?" Mikey asked.
"It's, sadly, the most important of the three that is impossible honey. Your mom, obviously, has no breast milk to share with you and you three, very obviously, of course, are no longer in need of that kind of nourishment."
Again a long silence fell over that table before, Mark used his big brain to maybe solve the problem. "That is true but you have something else you could share with your sons, Mom in place of breast milk."
"And what is that?"
"Love. It can flow from your breasts, just as milk would have so long ago and isn't breast feeding about the love, about the bonding, as much as it is about the milk."
Leiko smiled sadly. "Yes that is true but... I mean... doesn't the thought of, you know, suckling on your mommy's breasts kind of seem gross to the three of you?"
They all shook their heads no before their old friend silence fell over the table yet again. This time it was Leiko who broke it after suddenly jumping to her feet. "Oh boys this is silly. I know you are all too old to enjoy having any of those bonding experiences with me. I am just being emotional. I should go back to bed and try to get some sleep. Good night."
Before she could escape the room though Matthew jumped to his feet, grabbing her by the arm gently. "Hey don't give up on us so easily, Mom. We want to do this for you." Turning back to his two brothers he said, "Right guys?"



"Yes," Mikey answered quietly as Mark added a louder, "For sure, Mom."
Leiko sighed heavily before giving her very fateful answer in a soft whisper. "The truth is I want to also but I just worry if it's really the right thing to do."
Smiling, Matthew reached into his jeans pocket. After digging out a coin he announced, "I have a quarter. Let's leave it up to fate, Mom. I will flip the coin and if it lands on heads then Fate deems it OK for us to explore your three B's and if it lands on tails then it's not meant to be."
After a brief moment to consider her son's proposition Leiko slowly nodded her head yes as leaving it up to Fate would go a long way towards relieving any guilt she might have for being naughty.
After Matthew flipped the coin high in the air onto the kitchen table they all leaned eagerly forward to see if the coin landed on its head.
"Heads," Leiko whispered as her heart fluttered.
"Yes, heads. Fate has spoken," Matthew declared as his brothers nodded their heads in happy agreement.
"So what B are we going to do first, Mom? The bath maybe?" Mikey quietly asked but before she could answer Matthew interjected, "I think starting off with the bath would be a good idea but I have a suggestion. I mean, I like my brothers and all..." He paused to smile at them before smirking. "Even though they are a couple of dorks but I don't wanna share a bath with them... or the other two B's so I suggest, since there is three of us and there is three B's, each of us gets one of the B's to share with Mom."
Still in a muted state of shock from this unexpected turn of events, Leiko numbly whispered, "I think that is a good idea."
"Yeah, but which of us gets which B?" Mark asked.
"Let Mom decide," Mikey ventured as he squeezed her hand.
"I'm good with that." Matthew declared. "She can decide who gets what B and in what order and for how long."
As they all looked at her with eager anticipation, Leiko, after a brief hesitation pointed to Mikey. "First I will share my bath bonding experience with Mikey."
Mikey beamed proudly as taking a bath with his Mommy was highly appealing to him.
Next, after a longer hesitation, she reached out across the table. Gripping Mark's hand, she whispered, "After my bath with your brother I will share my... my breasts with you, hon."
Mark's heart nearly exploded with utter excitement as given the choice of which of the three B's to experience with his mother her breasts would have been his first choice.
"I guess that means I get to share your bed, huh," Matthew said with supreme satisfaction.
"I guess so sweetie," she whispered back.
After a brief discussion they settled on each of them getting a full hour to bond with their mommy with Mikey's bath starting shortly at around eleven fifteen, followed by Mark and his bonding experience with her breasts starting an hour later, and then Matthew would join her in her bed at a just past one am or so.
Before they all headed upstairs though Leiko had one important demand to impart on her three eager young sons.
"Fate has spoken its desire," Leiko told them in a serious voice. "But now your mom shall speak hers. Boys if we are going to do this, I need things to be kept... ahh... as sweet and as innocent as possible. You all must agree, for your mom's sake, to swear to keep your actions during our bonding experiences, I'll say it again so you understand how important it is to me, as sweet and as innocent as possible. Promise me you guys won't take advantage of Fate's decision and by that I mean I want you to all act adorably cute and naïve with me. Let me be the mommy and lead and you guys just follow. And to be real honest, I don't know how things will turn out, but whatever happens, even if it's a little bit naughty, it must be done with sweetness and innocence. So if you all can agree to this I will agree to abide by Fate's decision and allow myself to finally experience the three B's, one each, with my three sweet, innocent, and adorably cute young sons."
They all nodded their heads in unison while murmuring their agreement to keep things sweet and innocent... as possible.
She then shooed Mark and Matthew upstairs to their rooms so she could discuss her pending bath with Mikey at the kitchen table.
"Look Mikey," Leiko started, "I want to not only keep things sweet and innocent between us, but I want them also to be realistic in a sense."
"What do you mean?"
"It's just I don't want us to just go upstairs and hop in the tub together with hmm, how do I say this, I guess with no pretext as why you are taking a bath with your mom so you need to come up with something to make me like... want to invite you into the tub with me. Something that will wanna make your mommy provide the sweetest of her three boys some loving comfort in the form of allowing him to bathe with her. You understand what I am saying?"
"Yes I think so," Mikey replied.
"Good," she said as she glanced at her phone. It ten forty five. After standing up from the table, she told him, "I'm going to go upstairs and get my bath started and you wait about twenty minutes before coming upstairs and knocking on my door with whatever sweet excuse you think might make me invite you to take a bath with me."
Leiko hurried off upstairs, leaving Mikey to ponder what she just told him.
After considering and then rejecting about three or four ideas, Mikey finally settled on something to tell his mom that might satisfy her need to have a somewhat realistic excuse to invite him to take a bath together.
Leiko, dressed in a purple silk robe, was sitting in front of her vanity table mirror, combing her long dark hair while sipping on her second glass of wine. She had wolfed the initial glass down, hoping it would help give her the courage to go through with their sweet and naughty plans for the evening.
She smiled to herself after she heard the light tapping on her door. "Well its show time," she quietly whispered to herself as she crossed the spacious bedroom over to the door.
Opening the door, she found Mikey sadly staring up at her. He was wearing his usual sleeping attire: a pair of boxers and a tee shirt.
"What is it hon?"
"Can we talk for a minute, Mom?" he quietly asked.
"Hmm sure, I was just about to take a bath. The tub is filling now but I have a minute."
They settled down on the edge of her king sized bed next to each other as Mikey launched into his excuse to try and get his expected invite to his mom's bathtub.
"Matthew, especially Matthew, but Mark too, have both been picking on me, Mom."
"Again. I told them about that, but I guess they don't listen. What are they picking on you about now, Mikey?"
"They keep calling me a momma's boy coz I am always hanging out with you and coz I, like, don't have a girlfriend or even date any girls."
"Really," she told him while resisting an urge to smile broadly. Already she could see a clear path of how her son's "excuse" could led directly to her bathtub in a most innocent manner. "Well there is nothing wrong with being a momma's boy you know and I will them both that in the morning."
"Mom, you can't tell them I came in here and complained to you. They will just pick on me worse, especially Matthew."
"OK, fine, I won't say anything to either of them but..." Reaching out she ruffled his hair, "But I can tell by that seriously sad expression on your adorably cute face I need to do something."
"Yeah, I guess, but you are getting ready to take a bath so... maybe tomorrow."
Hoping and praying she would stop him, Mikey hopped to his feet and started to cross the room to her door. As he started to pull her door open, he was beginning to think his lame excuse was an utter failure.
"Wait, Mikey," she said as she hurried across the room toward him. "I think I need to do something here and now, not tomorrow, to make you feel better."
Reaching past him, she pulled the door shut before taking him by the hand and leading him back to her bed. "Here sit down. First, you need to relax a bit while I check on my bath."
Hurrying over to her vanity table she grabbed her half full glass of wine.
"Here sip on this while I check on my bath and then we will talk for a quick minute."
She thrust the glass of red wine in his hand before hurrying off to her bathroom.
Mikey looked at the glass of wine doubtfully, he had never tried wine before. Shrugging his shoulders, he took a small sip. "Hmm not bad," he muttered to himself before taking a larger sip this time.
After adding a generous amount of bubble bath to the nearly full tub, she spread a plethora of small tea light candles around the tiled edges of the tub.
Upon returning to the bedroom, she spied the nearly empty glass causing her to smile as she settled back down next to him on the bed. "It will be about another five minutes before my bath is full which should be just enough time for you to tell me the truth, hon."
"The truth about what, Mom?"
"The truth about if you are, in fact, a momma's boy." Reaching out, she took his hand in hers. Squeezing it tight-- as she dropped her voice to a quiet whisper-- she said, "Please tell me you are honey... but only if it's the truth."
After a brief hesitation, Mikey slowly nodded his head yes.
While they may have been playacting the truth was not far off as Mikey was, in fact, a "momma's boy" through and through. And he was being honest in telling her his two brother's often did tease him about being such.
"And are you embarrassed about this?"
He shrugged his shoulders. "I don't know really. Maybe a little. I mean, I am eighteen and I do hang out with you a lot... maybe too much."
"Or maybe not enough sweetie," Leiko quickly corrected him before extending her invitation. "You know, there can be real advantages to being a quote, unquote, momma's boy, Mikey."
"Such as," Mikey grumbled.
Taking a deep breath, she was about to do the unthinkable, she stood up. "Follow me and I will show you."
Taking his hand in hers, she slowly led him into the bathroom where she shut and locked the door before turning to him.
"You know it warms my heart that one of you, and if I am being totally honest, I am glad it's you, still clings to their mommy fiercely."
"Really... you are glad it's me," he whispered.
"Yes. You have always been my favorite and that is why I am glad you are a momma's boy."
Reaching out, she slowly dragged one finger across his cheek. "Now I told you there were advantages to being a momma's boy and do you know what one of them is?"
"No."
"Momma's boys get to take baths with their Mommy. Would you like to take a bath with me, sweetheart."
Mikey looked down before glancing up at her and nodding shyly yes. Excitement filled his heart as he stared at the tub in quiet anticipation. The steam rising from it above a frothy thick layer of bubbles only increased his growing excitement.
"Now wait here I will be right back, hon," she told him. Hurrying out to the bedroom, she returned a quick minute later carrying an ice filled bucket with a bottle of wine stuck in the middle.
Mikey's keenness to take a bath with his mommy doubled upon spotting the bottle of wine. His mother tended to get a bit fun and frisky after a glass or two of wine.
After putting the bucket down on the tiled edge of the tub within easy reach, she turned to her son saying, "Now hold still honey, while your mommy undresses you. I know you are shy but don't worry..." She paused gesturing at the tub, "I added lots of bubble bath so you have something to hide your naked body under."
"OK," he told her as she quickly helped him strip off his tee shirt and shorts before turning around.
"OK go ahead and hop in the tub while your mother takes a minute to light the candles. You don't mind do you as I think the soft candle light while help relax us both during our bath."
Leiko resisted the naughty urge to turn and look at her naked son as he quickly hustled over to the bathtub and hopped inside. Instead, she concentrated on hurriedly lighting the nearly dozen tea light candles surrounding the tub.
After getting all the candles lit, Leiko paused in front of the tub. Their eyes met briefly as she slowly started to strip off her robe.
Mikey, remembering he was supposed to be acting as sweet and innocent as possible, did the virtuous thing by turning away and not staring as his mother disrobed.
She positioned herself across from him in the large sunken circular tub as Mikey continued to stay innocent by not looking at his mother until the majority of her body, all the good parts anyways, were safely under the protective screen of bubbles.
"Now let's start your bath by you shampooing your hair all nice and clean first, Mikey. OK?"
Turning away from him, she busied herself filling her glass of wine before taking a large swallow of it, draining nearly half of it all at once.
"Mommy... Can't you do it for me? Can't you shampoo my hair? I like it when you do it."
She sighed heavily before taking another swig of wine from her glass. "You really are the baby of my three boys huh, sweetie... wanting mommy to shampoo your hair for you. I suppose you will want me to wash you up too when I am done with your hair, huh?"
He gave her a sheepish smile as he whispered, "That would be nice I think... if you don't mind."
"Now you know I don't mind, sweetie. It makes me feel good that at least one of my three boys, my favorite that is, doesn't think he is too old to be babied a bit by his mommy."
Maneuvering herself behind him, she gently washed his hair before using a small pitcher to rinse it off. Mikey, delighted at the attentions from his mother, sighed as he relaxed back against her with his eyes shut.
"There... all done with shampooing your hair. Now you still want me to wash you up too, hon," she whispered just before polishing off the balance of her wine.
"Yes," he replied softly.
"OK but only if you promise to relax and stay still while your mommy washes you up. I mean sometimes you squirm so much when I try to wash you it makes it difficult."
Picking up on her make believe theme, Mikey doubled down on it. "I know, but I promise to be good this time and not squirm too much, Mommy."
"Good and tell you what, you do that, don't squirm so much and Mommy will allow you a bit of playtime in the tub when she is done OK?"
Mikey happily nodded his head about getting "playtime" in the tub.
Leiko, still sitting behind him, started with his neck and shoulders, before moving the soap filled washcloth down both his arms and then around to his back. Leaning forward, a now happily drunken Leiko pressed her body firmly against his as she whispered in his ear. "I know you will be good as Mommy remembers how much her little Mikey likes his playtime in the tub."
Mikey stayed as still as possible, wanting to be good for her while trying not to think about what "play time in the tub" might encompass.
He closed his eyes again, leaning back against her as he felt the soapy washrag move slowly across his chest in wide circles before slowly slipping down and onto his belly.
He could only wonder, is she was going to wash me up, "down there" as his mom dipped the rag under the water, causing his excitement to grow. Much to his disappointment the wandering washcloth veered away at the last possible second.
Tapping him on the shoulder, she said, "Turn around hon and close your eyes so your mommy can wash your legs."
He turned around, facing her. "Lift your leg out of the water," she told him.
Mikey, after closing his eyes so he would not be able to catch a glimpse of her naked boobies as she washed him up, carefully lifted his right leg out of the water, allowing her to wash it, and then his left leg next while making sure to stay innocent like she wanted by keeping his private parts well hidden under the protective screen of the bubbles.
"There all done," she announced.
"Mommy, hmm, I think you forgot to wash me... somewhere."
"Really honey where did mommy forget?"
"Between my legs," he shyly whispered.
Leiko sighed heavily, wondering if she really should take the plunge as she drained the balance of her wine, making her officially, yeah, more drunk, and just brave enough to tell him, "I suppose since I washed everywhere else I ought to get there too huh, but only if you promise to be real good and not squirm all around when I wash you up down there."
"I promise, Mommy," he whispered as he leaned back against her, liking the way he could feel her large breasts pushing up against his back.
Leiko applied a new generous amount of soap to the washcloth before dipping it under the frothy bubbles. She let out a small sigh of forbidden excitement to find her son was already semi hard down there when her hand bumped up against him. Moving slowly, she circled the washcloth leisurely against his inner thighs before swiping it once, and then a second time, gently against his testicles.
Mikey remained perfectly still, his eyes tightly shut, as he leaned back against her. Going all in, she then wrapped the washcloth firmly around his growing manhood before slowly beginning to move it up and down ever so slowly.
"I hope you don't mind, Mommy taking her time to wash her... hmm not so little boy up down there, Mikey sweetheart. It's important to get you really clean in that particular spot you know."
"I... I k-know," he whispered as he resisted the urge to start squirming. "I don't mind."
"Good," Leiko breathed in his ear as she let the washcloth slip down to his balls. "Now remember, don't fidget around, honey."
Cupping them gently inside the warmth of the washcloth, she jiggled them a bit making him let out a pronounced sigh. Moving slowly, she then moved the wash cloth back up to his now fully hard cock, but after giving it a few soft strokes she suddenly had a small panic attack.
Fearful, she was taking things too far, she pulled the wash cloth up from under the soapy bubbles.
"There all done and washed up, Mikey. Time for you to get out," she announced firmly.
"But Mommy you promised me some playtime in the tub when I was done being washed up," he whined.
"I know but it's getting late and I still need to wash up myself so I'm afraid we don't have time both for you to play and for me to wash up."
"Aww," he groaned.
"Sorry sweetie. The towel is right there for you to dry off with," she said gesturing over towards the bathroom counter.
"Not fair," Mikey said quietly. "I'm... I'm not ready to get out."
"OK, how about this. If you promise to sit there and be patient while your mommy washes herself up real fast when she is done and out of the tub you can have maybe ten minutes or so playtime in the tub by yourself. Sound like a deal."
"I guess," he replied quietly.
She looked at him. He had that hurt puppy dog look on his face that never failed to melt her heart. "Or... or maybe instead of Mommy doing a quick wash up and hurrying to get out of the tub so you can have your playtime all to yourself, she could take her time washing up... with your help... but then, of course, if you going to help me wash up, it won't leave you any time to play in the tub afterwards."
She watched as he lifted his head up. He had a soft twinkle in his eyes as he seemed to be mulling over her offer.
"So what is more important to you hon, playtime in the tub by yourself or helping mommy wash up."
After a brief pause, Mikey said, "Helping mommy wash up."
"Good answer, hon," she told him. "Now let's see how we should do this. Hmm, I think I will wash and then later when I am all done you can use your mommy's blue pitcher there. Fill it up with nice warm water and then you can rinse the soap off me."
After she maneuvered herself in front of him, Leiko, making sure to keep her good parts under the protective screen of bubbles, proceeded to wash first her arms and then her shoulders.



Whispering, she told him, "Now don't be naughty and stare at your mommy's naked body... too much... as she is washing herself up honey."
"Yes, Mommy. I promise I won't," he answered obediently while knowing it would be nigh impossible to keep such a promise... no matter how hard he tried.
Basically deciding to ignore him for the moment and simply concentrate on washing herself up, Leiko, thanks to the copious amounts of wine she polished off already, worried little about if she was exposing her body to his curious eyes as she raised up while washing herself up, allowing her breasts to emerge from under their protective screen of bubbles for the first time.
Still ignoring him, despite her curiosity to know if he was watching, Leiko slowly washed her tummy off in soft semi circles before moving the washcloth up and swabbing her upper chest, just above her breasts, and then her throat.
Just before dropping back down, she smiled to herself as he glanced over at him. He was being good after all as he was staring downwards at the bubbles like they were the most interesting thing in the world.
Slunk down now once more under the bubbles, Leiko lifted her legs carefully, one and at time, out of the water, giving each a through washing off.
"I am going to need some help washing this next part of my body off Mikey."
"Sure," he eagerly replied.
"I want you to wash your mommy's back for her, sweetie? Here take the wash cloth."
Making sure to keep her chest under the bubbles, Leiko twisted around in the tub handing him the washcloth. Fighting the feeling of disappointment, it was only her back she was needing help with, Mikey carefully applied the soapy wash cloth to his mom's back.
"Now take your time, Mikey," she whispered to him as she reached over and refilled her wine glass and began sipping on it.
Mickey lazily circled the washcloth up and down and all around the vast expanse of her back, taking his time just like she wanted.
After allowing him a decent amount of time to run the washcloth all over her back, Leiko finally told him. "I think my back is nice and clean now so..."
What she told him next was the culmination of everything which had happened since they hopped in the tub, and was only made possible by Leiko's excessive consumption of wine thus far since the still relatively innocent bath started.
"All that's left to wash now is your mommy's big boobies." Turning to him, she gave him a sly smile before saying in a sultry whisper. "I was wondering maybe, since you did such a nice job of washing your mommy's back, you might wanna help in washing up her boobies too?"
Mikey's heart nearly leapt in his throat. "I... I mean, yes, I could... if you really want, Mommy."
Reaching out, she stroked the side of face gently before whispering, "Of course Mommy wants... or she would not have asked. The question is... do you want? Tell me."
"I do."
"Promise though, just like my back you will go nice and slow in washing your mommy's boobies up while being sure to be extra careful with them, baby... especially her nipples as they are very, very sensitive."
"I p-promise," he said in a voice quaking with excitement.
"Well then while you are doing your job I am just going to lean back against you hon and maybe close my eyes for a minute and relax OK while you are pampering your mommy's boobies with a nice and through little wash up. Oh and here..." Reaching over, Leiko grabbed another washcloth from the edge of the tub and handed it to him.
"Maybe you could use a pair of washcloths since... you know your mommy has such a large pair of boobies," she told him with a giggle.
"OK" he said taking the dual pair of washcloths from her while desperately trying to keep his growing erection under control.
As she leaned back against him, he took a minute to get the dual washcloths all nice and soapy before carefully bringing them around to her chest.
Moving deliberately slow, he slipped both rags under the protective screen of the bubbles. His mother was still a slunk down, just enough, in the tub to keep her boobs just covered with the bubbles as he ran the twin rags delicately around the outer edges of her tits, circling their vast twin circumference ever so slowly as she let out a gentle sigh.
Leiko, deciding it was time to finally let her son see them, opened her eyes. Reaching down, she took one of the washcloths out of his hand saying, "Here let me help you get them nice and soaped up before washing them, honey."
Mikey stared over her shoulder as for the first time his mommy allowed her tits to emerge-- like a pair of majestic mountains slowly rising up out of a bubble covered sea-- from under the water.
God they're beautiful, he thought as she took one of the soapy washcloths from him. Raising it up over her chest, she giggled as she squeezed the rag hard allowing a large dollop of soap to come splashing down directly on her right breast.
Then squeezing the rag two more times in quick succession, a pair of soapy blobs this time came splashing down on her left breast. One final squeeze of the rag caused another splotch of soap to fall into the vast valley between her tits.
"Now that mommy has got her big tits are nice and soaped up it will make it easier for you to wash them huh?"
"Yes," he answered again quietly as she handed her rag back to him.
Thrusting her chest upwards, allowing her tits to be fully exposed and out of the water, she let her head fall back on his shoulder while shutting her eyes and murmuring, "Remember baby to be nice and gentle with your mommy's boobies as you wash them up."
Taking a deep breath, Mikey peered over her shoulder and with a washcloth in each hand, he started to run them delicately over his mom's tits. He circled each rag around the entirety of her breasts several times while giving them several tentative squeezes as he went.
If she noticed these furtive squeezes she said nothing as she reposed silently with her eyes shut and her head resting on his shoulder.
After circling the rags around once, and then again, over the fullness of her breasts he reluctantly told her, "I think I am done Mommy... washing off your boobies."
Leiko raised up. A very naughty thought was slowly worming its way into her brain and if she was going to go through with it she would need one final bit of liquid courage. Reaching over, she took another large sip of wine.
The warming effect of the wine on both her heart and soul hit her immediately and was just enough for her to propose her wicked idea. Taking a deep breath, she took the plunge deep into the forbidden waters of naughtiness. Although she was not really intending on letting anything untold happen she was just curious to see what his reaction might be.
"Now all Mommy has left to wash up baby is between her legs but she is so nice and relaxed now from the way you have been pampering her that I'm maybe just too lazy to wash myself there."
Shyly, Mikey made the suggestion she was maybe secretly hoping for. "Maybe I could... you know... wash up down there for you, Mommy?"
After a long pause, her heart racing, she finally came up with a compromise of sorts. "Honey I'm sorry but I think letting you wash me up there might be a bit too naughty but tell you what maybe you can still help me if you want."
"I do," he immediately answered.
"OK so then why don't you go ahead and grab mommy's rinsing pitcher there on the side and fill it up with warm water while she gets one of the rags ready."
After getting the washrag ready, Leiko maneuvered around so she was sitting on the top step of the two steps leading down into the sunken tub.
"You have the pitcher ready of warm water baby," she whispered as she slowly spread her legs while facing him.
"Yes, Mommy, but how am I going to help."
"Well I was thinking, if it OK with you, you could rinse mommy's kitty cat off after she is done washing it up."
Leiko raised her hips, allowing her barely submerged pussy to come rising out from under the bubbles.
Flicking her eyes toward him, she noticed how he was staring at her, directly between her legs that is, with rapt attention.
She gave him a mischievous smile before raising the rag just above her pussy and giving it a hard squeeze.
Mikey watched, spellbound, as a large frothy pair of bubbles plopped down just above his mom's vagina before slowly slipping downward and seeping into the beautiful folds her clean shaven gash.
Sighing, she took the washcloth and delicately ran it up and down the length of her tender pussy before circling it around several times.
Mikey watched in a happy daze, his cock growing to epic proportions of hardness, as his mommy unhurriedly washed between her legs.
Finally, Leiko tossed the wash cloth aside. "Mommy is done washing her kitty cat, baby. Now can you be good and rinse it off for her."
Mikey moved the full pitcher of warm water directly over and between her legs before tipping it down slightly, allowing a small trickle of warm water to come splashing down. Tipping it further, caused the trickle of water to become a steady stream that he carefully directly back and forth over the beautiful folds of her bald pussy.
Leiko sighed as the warm water splashed down and between her legs as what was happening between them seemed like some kind of soft, wicked dream.
After the last of the water fell from the pitcher Leiko told him, "Now refill the pitcher with some more warm water so you can finish the job of rinsing mommy off by doing my neck, shoulders and arms honey."
Mikey quickly refilled the pitcher with the warm water and after Leiko settled back down in front of him, he rinsed off both her arms and then her neck and shoulders.
"Should I rinse off you back next, Mommy?" he eagerly asked as the last of the water trickled out.
"Yes, sweetie. Do my back next."
After refilling the pitcher, Mikey moved it back and forth behind her allowing the nice warm water to come splashing out and fall down her back. Once the pitcher was drained completely she told him, "Now you just have to rinse off my boobies and our bath will be all done huh, sweetie?"
Mikey resisted an urge to smile as he refilled the pitcher with warm water. He had been worried she wasn't going to invite him to rinse off those majestic tits of hers.
Peering over her shoulder again, he held the full pitcher over her chest. Tipping it down slowly at first, he watched as the water came slowly cascading down all over the twin peaks of her chest.
Liking the way, the stream of water made her squirm, especially when it fell on her nipples, Mikey decided to direct the last third of the pitcher's water directly on both of her nipples, each in turn.
Leiko, she was once again reclining with her eyes shut against her son, felt the warm water splashing down on her overly sensitive nipples and it was, in fact, making her squirm something awful as it felt so damn good.
Once the pitcher was empty, despite not really wanting to, Leiko knew what needed to be done next... before it was too late.
Lifting up, she told him, "Well that's it, sweetie. Mommy is all nice and rinsed off now. It's time to get out of the tub I think."
Mikey responded with a loud whine, "But Mommy I am not done rinsing off your boobies yet. There is still some soapy residue on them. I think I need to refill the pitcher again and make sure to get it all off."
Leiko smiled inwardly. After a brief pause while she pretended to be mulling over her answer she sighed. "Well I suppose you are right. You do need to get all of that soapy residue off my boobies, sweetie... even if it takes another couple pitchers of warm water to do so."
Mikey eagerly began to fill a fresh pitcher of water up before, aiming carefully, he made sure the water came streaming out directly on to the first of his mom's fully erect nipples. Meticulously, he circled the pitcher around in a precise small arc so the entirety of her nipple received a full half pitcher of warm water before moving the still half full pitcher over to her other breast.
Once more, he deftly spilled the water onto her distended nipple making her squirm all the more. After the last of the water came spilling out, Leiko opened her eyes.
"I think my boobies are nice and clean now hon."
"Ahh, I don't think so, Mommy. I think I need to rinse them off one more time."
She smiled at him before whispering, "Normally I would say OK but in this case, well, I think some little boy is doing more playing than rinsing."
"I am?" he replied innocently.
Feeling wholly reckless, a drunken Leiko blurted out a naughty invitation to her son. "You are Mikey but you know what if you wanna have some real playtime in the tub with your mommy maybe we could play with one of her favorite toys."
"OK."
Reaching back Leiko retrieved her favorite toy from over in the corner of the tub where she keep it hidden discreetly under a wash cloth. It was a six and half inch pink waterproof vibrating dildo.
After holding it up and showing it to him she asked, "Do you know what this is sweetie?"
He did, but remembering how she wanted him to play at being naïve with the sexy stuff he told her, "Mmm it sort of looks like a pink submarine... all sleek and long and shiny, Mommy."
His answer pushed Leiko's imagination into overdrive. "That is exactly what it is baby. A small pink midget submarine. A research submarine in fact and guess what... it's on a very secret mission and guess who the captain is?"
He shrugged his shoulders as he said, "I don't know... tell me."
"You are baby. Here." She handed him the dildo/vibrator as she sank back down in the tub. "Now use your imagination as I tell the captain about this secret mission you are on with his little pink submarine."
"OK I am listening," he told her with ample curiosity.
"Well, you see hon, your sub... it's on a top secret mission to explore this mysterious cave under the Great Soapy Sea." Reaching out, she pushed his hand down holding the vibrator/submarine/dildo under the water. "You think you might be able to find the cave hon and do some... hmm, deep exploring."
"I will try," he said as he moved the "submarine" under the water toward her "secret cave".
Once the submarine was mere inches from the cave he paused, allowing the tension to build before whispering, "I think the captain has found the opening to the secret cave, mommy."
"Really... well why doesn't he ahh navigate the sub inside the cave and do some exploring?"
"OK," Mikey-- the lucky captain-- happily replied as he ever so slowly pushed the sleek vibrator up and inside of her.
Leiko let out a small moan as the vibrator entered her. "Turn on the submarines engine honey so it can explore deeper."
Reaching down, she pointed to the switch on the side of the dildo.
Mikey happily flicked on the vibrator, watching intently as it hummed into action. Pushing the humming submarine deep inside of her, he stared delighted at its effect on her.
She had been watching him intently, but as the dildo's vibrating feature came to life her head lolled back in forbidden pleasure. Her eyes fluttered shut as she moaned louder as her son worked the dildo slowly in and out of her.
"Faster... deeper baby... tell the captain to turn the engine up even higher," she whispered as her hips began to bound up and down.
He flipped the vibrator up to the highest setting as he obeyed her whispered command to go both faster and deeper by working the pink submarine deeper in the cave before quickly pulling out. He did this, most joyfully, over and over again, as his mother began to buck wildly, causing the water in the tub to splash all around.
Leiko was near to coming when she reached out and stopped him. Grabbing his hand, she pulled the vibrating dildo out of her pussy.
"I wasn't done exploring your cave yet, Mommy," he whined.
"Yes I know hon but I think you realize by now that your mommy's secret cave is full of hidden buried treasure... right?"
"Yes, I think so," he answered.
"Good and do you know how to get buried treasure out of the ground baby?"
"No... how?"
"Well I think you need to use a drill, sweetheart. A big hard drill." So he would not be mistaken as to her meaning she reached under the water whispering, "Like this one, maybe?"
Indeed her young son was hard as a rock down there.
"S- so I should... s-should use my drill to... you know," Mikey said in a voice quaking with untold excitement.
"Yes, baby. Now stand up and use your hands to grip your mommy's hips and then... drill away. Nice, hard and deep."
To make it easier on him, Leiko moved up and off the top step so she was resting on the tiled edge above it.
Mikey snuggled his nice and hard six and half inch "drill" to the very opening of her cave where, once more, he allowed the tension to build as he rested it there.
"Go on baby, shove it in... hard... mommy's cave needs a nice drilling. Please baby I--"
Mikey, egged on by her words, suddenly propelled his hips forward, allowing his drill to plunge down deep inside the cave. Leiko let out a small shriek as she was given exactly what she had been begging for with her moans of pleasure only growing louder and more intense as Mikey continued to pound his cock in and out of her frenetically.
Their nice bath, his playing with her big boobies, along with the silly naughty game they had just finished playing all conspired to turn Mikey into a wild frantic animal. He was desperate for satisfaction as he gripped his mom's hips and continued to fuck her as if his very life depended on it.
Adding to his pleasure was the way she was moaning so loudly and by the way he incessant fucking, or drilling of her cave, was causing those large breasts of hers to bounce up and down most delightfully.
"Oh baby that's it," Leiko cried as her orgasm rushed home, sweeping over her like a powerful storm. "Oh God... I am come... commmming..." she fairly shrieked as she began to shake all over.
Watching his mother in the throes of her powerful orgasm sent Mikey crashing over the edge also as he shot an enormous loud of cum deep inside of her.
They were both barely out of the tub, still quaking with the after effects of their wild adventure, when their came in incessant knocking on the locked bathroom door.
"Mom are you almost done. It's already been an hour." Mark asked her loudly.
She ruffled Mikey's hair as she wrapped her towel tightly around her naked body. After hurrying across the bathroom and cracking open the door, she spoke to Mark. "Yes we are done. Now be patient and go back to your room and I will be there in a quick minute to discuss just how we are to proceed with your turn."
Dropping her voice to a low whisper, she added. "And as you are waiting, maybe you can help me though by coming up with some way for you to... you know... enjoy your B. with your mommy in the sweetest and most innocent of ways as I don't want to just share my... my breasts with you without some sort of, at least, realistic reason why I would do such a naughty thing."
Mark replied, "I will try." Hurrying off, he began thinking already of just how he could be invited to share his mom's breasts in the sweet and innocent way she suggested and by the time he reached his room the imaginative Mark had already came up with the beginnings of something doable he thought.
Five minutes later, Leiko was in Mark's room listening to the imaginative way, and wholly sweet way, of just what could lead him to her room and into her warm, motherly embrace, where she could sweetly-- and most innocently-- share her breasts with him.
After he was done telling her his idea, Leiko looked at him seriously, "Hmm that could work hon. Maybe we could try it and see where it leads."
"I thought you might like it. It's nice, sweet and innocent... just like you wanted."



"It is. So give me five minutes to get back to my room and then come knocking on my door kicking your little imaginative plan into action."
A minute later, Leiko was back inside her dark bedroom, tucked safely inside her bed, waiting for the expected knock on her door. It came a bare minute or two later.
Jumping right into character, she was supposed to be sleeping, she let him knock again, this time louder, before she dragged herself out of the bed.
After crossing the cold bedroom, she cracked the door open just a bit. "Mark, honey what is it."
He was standing there, looking perfectly sweet and innocent in his boxers and tee shirt, his long hair purposefully disheveled, as he looked up at her, blinking his eyes.
Using his best, "scared little boy" voice, he whispered, "Mommy, I had a bad dream. Real bad I mean."
"Oh sweetheart, come in, come in. You are shaking. Are you cold maybe?"
"Yes... and worried. My dream..." He shook his head before looking down as he shuffled slowly into her room.
Reaching out she grabbed his hand, practically dragging him across the room. "And you came to your mommy to tell her all about it huh? Now, come, sit down on my bed and tell me all about it."
The bed, king size, had a luxurious looking navy blue comforter draped over it and was the highlight of Leiko's small sparely furnished bedroom.
"Now tell your mommy about this bad dream of yours hon," she said as they settled down on the edge of the bed next to each other.
Mark took a deep breath before telling his most horrible, made up nightmare to his mother.
"It's a recurring dream, Mom," he started to tell her quietly. "It's been going on for the past week. There is a witch and she is like stalking me."
"This does sound serious. Is she ugly and scary looking?"
"No that is actually the thing... she is ahh, quite attractive."
"How do you know she is a witch?"
"Mom it's a dream. You know... you just know things."
"OK sure. Go on." Leiko replied anxious to hear more of this nightmare dream the most imaginative of her three sons was concocting.
"So anyways you guys, you and the witch I mean, are like fighting for me. Every night for the past week I find myself in the middle of a dark hallway. You are at one end, pleading for me to come to you while the witch is at the other end demanding for me to go to her."
"What are we each saying to try to entice you to us?"
"You speak up telling me, 'Come on son, come to bed and mommy will give you some nice kisses and tuck you in for the night."
"Hmm that sounds like something from our past, hon," Leiko tells him softly while stroking the side of his face with one finger. "So what does the witch say?"
"She tells me. 'Come to me sweetie, come to your other pretty mommy and she will do more than just give you some nice kisses before tucking you off to bed. She will give you some naughty kisses and then after tucking you away in bed safely she will join you... while wearing this' She opened the black robe she was wearing then and underneath she was wearing some sexy looking lingerie. It was a lace pink teddy I think and she had..."
Mark paused then, if only to collect his thoughts, as his made up nightmare continued on its merry way.
"She had what honey? You can tell me. A real nice body?"
"Yes, with big... you know."
"Breasts? You like them big huh, sweetie?"
"Mom," Mark whined embarrassed by her comment. How did his mom know all about his "big tit" fetish? Hmm, well mothers know everything wasn't that the old saying, Mark reasoned to himself
"OK, OK," Leiko said. "Go on with your dream. Tell me more."
"Well her offer was... yeah enticing especially since you were, hmm, not trying to be mean here mom but you didn't look your best. You were wearing some oversized drab looking nightshirt and your hair was pinned up, like I don't like, and you had these ugly reading glasses on and no makeup I think while the witch... yeah she was..."
"More enticing looking with a better offer than your mom. I suppose what happens next is you go to her."
After a long pause, he hoped it was of the dramatic variety, Mark finally whispered. "I did start down the hallway towards her and when I looked back you were crying... which made me real sad and start to cry because I knew I was hurting you by choosing the witch over you."
Leiko looked at him seriously as he finally fell silent. "That is hurtful and very unfair."
"I'm sorry, Mom," Mark told her.
Leiko's inner muse smiled at this point as it was her turn to add to the ongoing made up drama they were so artfully making up.
Taking a deep breath Leiko launched into her impromptu response.
"If you are really sorry, Mark you shall give your mother a chance to retaliate against your pretty dream goddess witch."
"I will but how..."
"Shhh... She placed a finger softly on his lips. "Listen. Obey."
"OK."
"First go to your room and then wait there patiently until I have knocked on the door and after you open your door you shall see just how your mom has chosen to fight back against your dream goddess."
Mark happily obeyed as he scampered off to his room.
As soon as he left, Leiko hurried downstairs to the den where she quickly started a fire fireplace before spreading a large quilt out over the plush dark rug spread out in front of it.
Hurrying back upstairs, her mind was in overdrive on just how she should proceed with the next act.
It took her about ten minutes to touch up her makeup before finding something appropriate to throw on that might be able to compete with the sexy lingerie her son said the witch was wearing in his dream.
Mark was sitting on his bed wearing a fresh pair of boxers, gym shorts and a tee shirt, waiting patiently for the impending knock on his door. Finally, it came.
Forcing himself not to hurry, he causally strolled across his bedroom before pulling open the door. His mom was standing there, a pretty smile on her attractive face. She had obviously taken the time to put on some perfectly applied make up... among other things.
"As you can see, sweetie, unlike in your stupid dream your mom has not only put on some makeup but let her hair down, while losing the ugly reading glasses."
"Yes I see," Mark replied in a low whisper.
"Do you also see she is no longer wearing her oversized drab looking night shirt?"
Indeed she was not as Leiko was now wearing nothing short of a real show stopper: a gorgeous dark pink satin bustier. Under each immense cup, in a vertical line heading down to the matching pink with black trim thong panties, were a parallel series of black tie strings.
The bustier lifted Leiko already sizable boobs up making them look absolutely huge while showing off an eyeful of alluring cleavage.
He noticed, really, really noticed that is, how his mom's sexy pink bustier, he always thought she looked real good in pink, and she knew this, made her look so fucking hot that his cock was already semi firm down there.
He took a deep breath before tearing his eyes off his mom's chest and giving her a warm smile. "Yeah... I sort of hmm... noticed, Mom."
Reaching out, she stroked the side of his face tenderly, "So do I look better than your witch now, hon?"
"Very much so," he answered truthfully.
"And, by the way, your mom now is upping her offer. Instead of simply giving you a couple sweet kisses and tucking you away to bed how about we go downstairs and do some intense cuddling in front of a warm romantic fire under your mom's favorite quilt... just you and me."
Dropping her hand to his chest, she pointed to his heart, "I know the witch bitch lives inside of there, sweetie so she will be forced to watch... which is exactly what I want when I set about proving to her how you belong to me."
Not waiting for an answer, she knew what is was, Leiko took him by the hand, leading him downstairs to the den.
After shutting, and locking the double doors of the den and instructing him to strip down to his undershorts, Leiko and Mark climbed under the quilt, side by side, facing each other.
"So the witch bitch offered you some naughty kisses huh... right here maybe." Reaching out, she dragged her finger slowly across his lips.
"Yes."
"Well your mom can be naughty too with her kisses. Do you wanna see?"
"Y-yes," he again replied softly in a voice that quaked in quiet anticipation of where his mom was taking things.
"Close your eyes then, Mark."
He closed his eyes and was rewarded for his efforts when she felt her lips lightly brushing his.
"Naughty Mommy," she whispered before pressing her lips more firmly against his. "Kiss me back, sweetie."
They kissed, their lips coming together and then parting softly, over and over again, filling the quiet den with the soft sounds of forbidden love.
After some time, unknown to either as time seemed to come to a standstill for them both, their hungry lips finally parted.
Looking at him seriously, she whispered, "I need to bond with my baby so the witch knows, beyond a doubt, you belong totally to me. Are you ready to bond with your mommy, honey?"
Mark nodded his head quietly in agreement.
"Good then watch as a prelude to our upcoming little bonding session."
Pulling herself out from under the quilt, she leaned back from him. The quilt fell away from her upper body allowing him to get an up close and very nice view of her sexy bustier.
Mark watched, with growing excitement as his mom first loosened up the black parallel strings of ties that helped hold her bustier firmly in place before bringing her hands up to her shoulders and to the thin black straps there holding her bustier in place.
She first dragged the twin black straps across her shoulders before slipping them down and off. Moving even slower still, she allowed the dramatic tension to build before hooking a pair of fingers around the top of her bustier. Gradually, she applied just enough downward pressure for her bustier to fall down.
As her majestic tits finally fell clear of their pink satin prison Mark let out a deep sigh. Jesus his mom's tits were awesome!
She smiled at him for a minute as she brought one arm up and under them, lifting them up in a most delicious manner.
"So... better than the witch's?"
Unable to speak, Mark simply nodded his head.
"Are you sure baby? Maybe you better get... hmm a closer look. Here..."
Reaching out, she pulled him deep in her embrace as she whispered, "Go ahead and snuggle that adorably cute face of yours deep into your mommy's bosom, sweetie."
Leiko nestled his face in between her deliciously large mounds of pure motherly tit flesh as she fell backwards onto her the plush rug.
Mark was in heaven as his mother softly stroked his hair while cuddling him against her chest. After a short few seconds of this heavenly bliss she began to whisper.
"We need to show that witch how a mommy and her grown up baby boy that are so in love with each other truly bond, sweetie."
"How is that Mommy?" he said as he raised his head up from between her tits to stare at her.
She had a mischievous smile on her face as she told him, "Nothing forms an intense loving bond between a mother and son like when she allows her baby, her all grown up baby that is, to suckle on her breasts, sweetie."
Running her fingers through his hair, she dropped her voice to a sweetened whisper before adding, "Do you wanna suckle on your mommy's big boobies, sweetheart?"
"Oh God yes," he replied before adding. "I... I have been dreaming about... that... forever."
"Then close your eyes, and open your mouth baby allowing Mommy to fulfill your dreams."
Mark again obeyed and was happily compensated when he felt her semi erect nipple slip down inside his mouth. Latching onto it with an overabundance of eagerness, Mark began to suckle contently on his mom's ripe nipple.
After her nipple became fully erect he batted it playfully around with a flickering tongue several times eliciting a loud hiss from her along with a soft murmur. "Hmm, I think my eager young son is teasing his mommy's nipple."
After hearing her soft murmured words, Mark switched his loving attentions to the other nipple, giving it the same teasing treatment.
This time it did more than elicit a murmur from Leiko. In a voice bordering on sheer desperation she told him, "Honey, please... please stop teasing mommy and suck on her tits... now!"
Her despairing admonishment to "suck on her tits" drove an already keyed up Mark to new heights of passion. After he pushed her roughly down on her back those big, beautiful tits of hers jutting upwards--looking ripe for the plunder--leaving him no choice but to plunder away.
Falling on them -- like a ravenous dog-- his mouth flew from one to the other in a sloppy suckling fest that soon had Leiko moaning with unabashed pleasure. Loving the way her eager young son was driven to such heights of passion over her tits, Leiko allowed herself to be quickly swept away in this passionate storm of forbidden love of her own making.
It was this passion, his passion, her passion, their passion, raging out of control which led him to start humping her thigh with his lower body as he rained kiss after sloppy kiss all over her breasts while clawing at them with a pair of fumbling hands.
Leiko knew if she didn't stop him from humping her like that he would soon be coming in his shorts. No, he deserves more!
Raising up she pushed his hands and mouth away from her tits. "You need to take me now baby!"
After helping him struggle out of his boxers, she flipped over, raising her butt up toward him. "Go ahead honey pull your mommy's panties aside and then stick it in... hard."
He happily indulged her request.
Mark was a bit bigger than Mikey, just a tad over seven inches and half inches and quite thick, so when he rammed his cock into her with hurricane force it literally took her breath away. Her head lolled back after the second ramming before she found her voice and let out a loud wail.
In quick succession Mark drove his cock deep inside of his mother three times before, on the verge of coming already, he pulled back to rest, giving her a chance to tell him the obvious.
"Oh God Mark... you're so big... and hard for mommy aren't you?"
"Hmm, bigger than Mikey? I was listening at the door. I heard him fucking you."
"Oh Jesus yes honey you are and... and he was... but you... you are going to fuck me better right baby... please... your naughty mommy wants it so bad."
"Does she," he asked slyly as he slipped his cock completely out of her. Resting it gently against one of her firm butt cheeks he reached down to fondle her hanging breasts as she started to plead with him.
"Oh don't take it out... Please sweetheart... you... you can't be done already. Put it in me again... please baby. Mommy is begging you... Mommy needs it so bad. Sh-"
Her pleading was cut off abruptly when, without warning, Mark after furtively snuggling his hardness back down to the wet doorstep of her cunt, rammed his hips forward... as hard as he could.
His seven and half inches of pure hardness crashed deep inside of her making her let out the loudest moan yet.
"OH GOD... YEESSSSSS!!" she fairly shrieked as Mark rocked her world, over and over again. Gripping her hips, he propelled his hips forward in piston like fashion, making her whimper and moan all the more.
It only took another good eight or ten of those mighty reckless, thrusts though before Mark came hard deep inside of his whimpering mother.
He collapsed against her causing them both to fall into a tangled heap against each other.
After pulling him into her arms, they snuggled quietly under the quilt for a minute or two before Mark had recovered sufficiently to speak.
"Hmm, was I good, Mommy?"
"I think the better question is honey... was Mommy good? Good enough where you won't be having any more dreams about choosing a pretty witch over me."
"Yes... I think you own me now... forever and ever."
"That is good to hear, sweetie and I am also yours... forever."
She accented her words with several soft kisses on his cheek before she wrapped her arms around him.
After a few moments of blissful snuggling, he broke the silence with a simple question, "Did you come?"
"Honey don't worry about me... that was for you, sweetie."
"You didn't but... but I want you to. I want to be a good lover for you."
"Honey... don't worry about it. I'm OK."
Raising up onto his knees, Mark looked down at her. "I want you to be better than OK I want you to be... satisfied. So let's get this off of you before I take care of you."
Without waiting for an answer, Mark aggressively pulled her bustier off of her the rest of the way before tossing it aside. Once more, Leiko found herself being roughly shoved onto her back.
As he did before he fell upon her breasts but this time it was not like a ravenous dog attacking but instead like a butterfly maybe flitting about here and there as he sprinkled dozens of light kisses all over the vast expanse of her luscious boobs.
Leiko raised up slightly and using her hands, pushed her boobs together slightly and upward, allowing his darting mouth full access.
Moving slowly, carefully Mark applied literally dozens of soft kisses all over her boobs before letting his tongue loose to lick teasingly at her distended nipples.
Leiko was starting to lose control from the soft and gentle way her son was sprinkling her tits with a virtual shower of tender kisses.
Finally, he raised up. He gave her a quick smile before dropping his mouth back down. Leiko let out a gentle sigh as the shower of kisses moved downward to her flat, well-toned tummy.
Moving in lazy circles, Mark kissed his way down to the very edge of her pretty pink and black thong panties. Using one finger, he gently pulled the skimpy panties aside, revealing the moist folds of her pussy to him up close and personal.
He closed his eyes as he lowered his face to that sweet essence between her thighs.
His tongue darted out, kissing lightly up and down and all around her cleanly shaved cunt.
He felt his mom's hand tangle into her hair, forcing his face deeper between her legs as his tongue lashed out, attacking the nub of her clit with several delicious little licks.
Leiko began to moan quietly as her son's tongue worked its magic all over clit. Already warmed up from the good fucking he gave her, as his tongue circled, kissing and then gently sucking on its prey, she felt the first murmurings of an intense orgasm building inside of her.
As his darting, twisting tongue warmed to the task of eating her out, the orgasm came rushing home. It was very much helped along when he reached up with his playful fingers to gently tweak over overly sensitive nipples just as he flattened his tongue against her clit.
"Oh baby... oh baby... Mommy is going to come... Oh God that's it... don't stop!"
He tongue lashed out, quickly, then slowly, inundating her pussy with loving attention as Leiko began to moan louder. Her whole body began to shake as one of the most intense orgasms of her life swept her away.
Twenty minutes later, Leiko, wearing the purple satin robe again over her naked body, was at Matthew's room knocking quietly on his door.
"Matthew honey... it's your turn," she called out softly through the door before pushing it open. "Are you ready to bond with your mom... in her bed?"
Matthew hopped up from the bed. "I am."
Reaching out she lightly brushed the side of his face. "But remember, you have to act sweet and innocent with your mommy as she pampers you in the sweetest of ways possible."
"I will," he assured her as she took his hand and led him out of his room, down the hallway and to her own bedroom.
As they reached her bed she turned to him. "Do you know what one of the most important steps in bonding is between a mother and her child... especially a new mother like me, which I feel like I am considering the three of you will be signing off on allowing me to adopt you just tomorrow?"



"Tell me, Mom."
"It's skin to skin contact honey. Lots of skin to skin contact I mean. So if we are to truly bond, skin to skin... like I want, like I need, then..."
Reaching out she grabbed the bottom edge of his tee shirt. "We need to get this off of you. Do you mind?"
Not surprisingly, he didn't as he allowed her to strip off his tee shirt while he breathlessly wondered just how far she was planning on taking their skin to skin bonding.
Leiko paused momentarily before rashly pushing ahead. Hooking a pair of nervous fingers under the waistband of his gym shorts she began to tug on them as she whispered, "Your mommy hasn't undressed her darling little Matty in a long time huh?"
"No," Matthew replied as he watched her slowly pull down his gym shorts.
After tossing the shorts aside, she turned back to him. "If we are going to truly bond sweetie there should be nothing..." She carefully grabbed the waistband of his simple white cotton briefs. "Between us, hon... including these."
Matthew swallowed hard. It almost seemed like a dream as she stripped his briefs off of him, leaving him fully naked.
"Now let me tuck you into the bed before I set the atmosphere for our little all night bonding session baby."
She pulled back the covers while making a conscious effort not to even take so much as a sideways glance as what her son might be sporting "down there".
Matthew settled himself down under the sheet and blanket still feeling like he was dreaming.
Leiko bustled around the bedroom as she strived to create an alluring atmosphere by lighting a good dozen or so tea light candles, scattering them evenly between the two nightstands that flanked her bed.
Next, she turned on some soft music before adding the final touch by burning some vanilla incense. Leiko was a great believer in the power of incense knowing the sweet and enchanting vanilla to be one of the best incenses to attract a level of intimacy while creating a powerful bond between two people.
She stopped before the bed. Smiling at him, as he anxiously looked up at her, she whispered. "Of course, your mommy should have nothing on either in the way of impeding our needed skin to skin contact."
The surrealistic atmosphere reached epic proportions for young Matthew as he watched his pretty mother slowly strip off her lovely purple robe. She was utterly naked underneath.
Leiko quickly slipped under the blankets next to him before turning to him. "You need to get used to the touch and feel of your new mommy and that is where the art and practice of skin to skin bonding comes into play for us."
"What... what do I need to do, Mommy?" Matthew whispered curiously.
"You just need to allow your mommy to practice what she calls the three C's of skin to skin contact with her not so young baby boy with the first C being cuddling."
"Cuddling is nice?" he replied.
"Yes it is, especially when two people cuddle so very tightly, especially when those two people are a mother and her son. So will you allow your mommy to cuddle you, hon?"
"I will."
Reaching out, she drew him into her tight embrace. He snuggled his head against her neck as her beautiful hair fell softly against his cheeks.
They spent a quiet minute, snuggling tightly against one another, before she gently used one guiding hand to prod his face downward as she whispered, "Close your eyes, Matty and let that adorably cute face of yours slip downward until it's resting gently in the soft valley of your mommy's bosom."
Matthew, joyfully, followed her suggestion as he allowed his face to slip down until it was nestled quite firmly between his mommy's large tits. Sighing contently, as she slowly ran her fingers through his hair, Matthew felt a blissful loving peace wash over him.
The loving peace of having his face cradled in the soft confines of his mommy's immense bosom lasted for several glorious minutes before she finally pulled back from him.
"Are you enjoying the first of the C's, honey?"
Remembering his promise to maintain a naïve and gullible facade he ignored his growing hardness and making his voice as sweet as possible he whispered, "Yes, the first C is really nice. I like cuddling with you, Mommy, but I'm wondering what is the second C?"
She smiled at him tenderly before answering. "The second C baby is caressing. Remember how mommy told you earlier you must get used to the touch and feel of your new mommy?"
"Yes."
"Well you can do this by allowing me to use my body to lightly caress your body, creating the maximum amount of skin to skin contact between mother and child allowing us to bond ever tighter, sweetie."
"I will let you," he replied while trying not to sound too eager about the next step in their bonding process.
"Good, then first turn over on your tummy before stretching out and closing your eyes and then you will feel your mommy softly caressing her little Matty poo."
Reaching over to the nightstand, she grabbed the coconut oil she strategically placed upon the nightstand earlier as she prepared things.
After pouring a generous amount of the oil onto her hands she used them to first massage his neck and shoulders before letting her hands slip and slide down the back of his arms. She pulled both the sheet and blanket down to his waist uncovering the entirety of his bare back before she went to work with her well-oiled hands on giving him a nice and gentle back massage.
Matthew sighed with total contentment thinking things could not get much better than having his beautiful mommy giving him such a soft and loving back massage... and then things did get better. Much better.
Leiko slowly snuggled her body downwards, allowing her prodigious breasts to fall firmly against his back before she slowly started to move up and down.
Tilting her mouth down to his ear she whispered, "You like that baby... you like the way your mommy is using her big boobies to caress your back?"
"Oh God yes, Mommy. I like it... lots," he whispered back. He was liking it, as she continued to slide her body up and down against his, to the point where his poor cock was starting to ache with hardness.
She continued to gyrate her body softly against his bare back for another short minute or two before she whispered to him again. "Turn over sweetie. It's time for your Mommy to caress the front side of her baby's body."
Matthew slowly turned over while making sure to keep his lower body, and his growing erection, under the safety of the both the sheet and the blanket.
"Keep your eyes closed and keep relaxing while your Mommy caresses you OK, sweetie" she cooed to him softly.
She again grabbed the bottle of coconut oil and this time squirted a liberal amount of the oil directly onto her son's chest. Reaching down, she used her hands to smooth the oil all over his tummy and his chest.
Dropping her voice to a sweet whisper, she asked him softly, "Are you enjoying the soft caressing touch of your mommy's hands all over your chest and tummy, honey?"
"Very much, yes."
"Well how about this?"
Leaning down, she allowed her long hair to fall in soft waves over him. Shaking her head back and forth, her silky smooth hair undulated all over his chest and tummy causing him to sigh with satisfaction.
"That is nice too," he whispered after she raised up before sweeping her hair back behind her shoulder.
"Open your eyes and look at me sweetie," she told him softly.
He opened his eyes. She was sitting there, perched on her knees next to him, her glorious tits on full display as she smiled brightly at him, seemingly unconcerned about showing off in this way for him.
"You liked that huh? The way your mommy let her long hair fall so gently against your chest and tummy, caressing it so sweetly?"
"Yes. You know I think your hair is beautiful," he whispered as his eyes became helplessly stuck on those large tits of hers.
Knowing exactly where his gaze was falling, Leiko decided to do a bit of teasing. "Hmm, I think there is something other than your mommy's long hair you also find beautiful, sweetie." Reaching out, she used one finger to gently stroke his face. "Tell me?"
After a long pause, Matthew told her the truth. "I... I like your big boobies, Mommy. They are beautiful."
"Hmm, I can tell. I bet you really liked the way I was using them to caress your back earlier?"
He shook his head yes.
"Maybe I should use them to caress your front too huh?"
In a voice that barely could qualify as a whisper Matthew said, "Yes... please."
Leiko leaned down over his stomach first, rotating her chest around in small circles as she pressed her boobs firmly down against his bare tummy.
Slowly, ever so slowly, she allowed her tits to bounces merrily upwards in soft semi circles across his tummy and onto his chest. Warming to the task of using her boobs to caress him, she raised up slightly before positioning her upper body directly over his upturned face.
"Close your eyes while Mommy uses her boobies to caress that sweet adorable face of yours."
"Oh God," Matthew whispered as she carefully revolved her chest in small circles, allowing her big, firm tits to bobble up and down across his face.
His cock was reaching epic proportions of hardness as she continued to rub her tits in his face in the most alluring of manner until finally she pulled back.
With a self-satisfied little grin Leiko happily told him, "Now it's your turn baby."
"My turn?" he dumbly asked.
"Yes, to give you mommy some nice skin to skin contact by using your hands to caress her body. Here turn over on your side facing me and I will snuggle back up against you."
After he got turned on his side, she turned her back to him before wriggling her body backwards so it was snuggled up tight against him.
"Now use your hands to caress my neck and shoulders first sweetie before moving down to my back."
He gently kneaded her neck and shoulders with his hands as she sighed with contentment.
Following her instructions, Matthew massaged his mom's neck and shoulders for a few quick moments before leaning back, giving him space to caress her back with both hands.
"You are doing such a good job I think you have earned the right to give your mommy a special sort of caressing."
"Really," he replied as he continued to stroke her back tenderly with the tips of his fingers.
"It's called 'curious caressing' sweetie and involves a certain young and innocent son of mine using his curious hands to both explore and caress his mommy in all her soft and secret spots. It will help us bond, honey me allowing you to explore your natural curiosity about an older woman's body."
She twisted over onto her tummy as she turned to look at him. "You are curious about exploring the secrets of your mom's body right, sweetie?"
He shook his head yes as she smiled sweetly at him. "Good. I think you will find a nice spot to explore and caress if you would be brave enough to pull down the sheet further down and off of your mommy's body."
He took a deep breath before pulling the sheet down and exposing that deliciously slightly plumb ass of hers. She sighed as his curious hands began their innocent explorations by softly kneading first the fullness of her ass before slipping down the back of her legs, and then back up again to her ass.
Leiko let him do some inquisitive exploring of her butt before she parted her legs wider as she whispered, "Why don't you be brave and see if those curious little fingers of yours can find and do some tender caressing inside the secret hidden valley... down and in between my legs."
Wanting to make her invitation as inviting as possible Leiko spread her legs even wider then. Properly encouraged, Matthew let his fingers slip down in between her legs where they dabbled about before he stumbled across her wet opening.
Matthew, playing his role perfectly of curious explorer, cautiously pushed one finger inside the opening he just joyfully discovered.
Leiko let out a quiet murmur as she felt his finger penetrate her moist cunt for the first time. Liking the way he moved so slowly, so tenderly in pushing his index finger in and out of her she was determined to get him to do more.
After permitting him a few moments of nice explorations she raised up. "Your mom is going to turn over onto her back so you have some more soft areas to explore and caress with those innocent little hands and fingers of yours Matthew, OK?"
Of course, Matthew happily agreed.
Once she was on her back, Leiko whispered, "Now don't be shy in caressing and exploring fully my body, honey. You can do so to your heart's content."
Starting with her tummy, Matthew ran his hands all around before slowly moving up to those invitingly large tits of hers. He sighed with untold desire as they jutted upwards like a pair of majestic mountains.
He began by carefully stroking her tits with his fingertips in a haphazard zig zag pattern. Warming to the task, he warily gave each of her breasts a couple of tender squeezes before flickering his fingers one by one over her nipples. Liking the way this seemed to make her squirm, he again, a bit more aggressively this time, flickered his fingers across her nipples.
"Oh sweetie that... that feels so good, baby," she whispered as Matthew tenderly flashed his fingers across her now fully erect nipples.
She let him proceed with his curious explorations for just a short minute longer before raising up. Reaching down, she grabbed his roaming hands off of her tits before whispering, "I think it's time to move on to the third and final C of our bonding session honey."
He smiled at her shyly. "I liked the second C, Mommy. A lot."
"Hmm, I bet you did. Well, I think you will like the final C as well, although it's a bit of a misnomer as actually the final C of our bonding starts with a K, although the K sounds like a C. Can you guess what it is?"
After a moment's thought he answered hopefully. "Is it kissing, Mommy?"
"That's right baby. First we cuddled, then we caressed and now we have to kiss some to fully complete our skin to skin bonding. And you wanna know the best part of the final C.?"
"Tell me."
"You can practice the other two, the cuddling part and the caressing part as we kiss. Here let me show you."
Turning over onto her side, she drew him into her warm embrace before moving her lips to his. They exchanged several sweet kisses as she took his hands into her own before guiding them around to her back side.
He began to knead her ass just as she slipped a tongue deep inside his mouth. Twirling it around, she felt him, almost instantly, respond in kind.
They continued their passionate kissing session as she carefully pushed him onto his back. Raising up, she used one hand to flip her long hair back over her shoulder before she whispered, "Our kissing doesn't have to be limited to just our lips baby you know. Here, let me show you."
Leaning over him, she let her large tits fall into her face as she whispered, "Go ahead and shower your mommy's boobies with your sweet kisses, hon."
Lifting his face up, Matthew showered his mom's tits with a virtual plethora of soft loving kisses, causing her to moan and squirm.
"Go on, you... you can suck on your mommy's boobies if you want," she told him in a harsh whisper as she straddled him.
Matthew happily conformed to her wishes. He brought his hands up to hold her breasts in place as he began to sloppily, and quite loudly, suck on his mom's deliciously large tits.
Leiko moaned in wild pleasure as he son feasted on her tits. She allowed the wild suckling fest to continue for some time before she pulled back.
Matthew fell back onto the bed, his cock harder than ever, as he stared up at her. She was sitting softly on his tummy. Again, she threw her long hair back over her shoulder before whispering, "Close your eyes and relax. Its mommy's turn to shower kisses upon her baby boy."
Moving slowly, she started with a tongue twisting kiss placed directly on his lips. They exchanged several loving kisses before she let her mouth slip down to his chest. After playfully teasing his nipples with her tongue, her kisses fell further down as she slid off of him.
Positioning herself on her side next to him she sprayed his tummy with dozens of soft kisses that kept moving further and further down. Finally, after pulling the sheet slowly back she revealed her son's nice seven and half inch cock; she found it, much to her utter delight, to be rock hard.
She eyed it for a few long moments, letting the tension build. Whispering sweetly, she asked him, "Should mommy kiss her baby boy... down there, hmm, would you like that?"
"Oh God yes, please mommy, kiss me there."
She took a deep breath before moving her mouth towards his throbbing cock. Closing her eyes, she took him into her mouth. Slowly at first, she suckled on his big hard cock, her tongue lashing out to tickle the sensitive underside, forcing several loud moans from him. Next, she switched to giving his cock the promised kisses as she sprayed dozens of light kisses up and down the entire length causing him to groan in infinite pleasure.
Reaching down, she cupped his balls, playfully bouncing them in her hand, causing him to moan even louder as her tongue zig zagged its way up his shaft.
Upon reaching the tip of his penis, she once again took a deep breath before swallowing him whole. Wanting to make him come, Leiko bobbed her head up and down, slower, then faster, and then slower again. Finally, she brought her hand up to stroke him as she suckled crazily on his cock.
Matthew was simply unable to hold out any longer against the twin assault of his mom's hand and mouth, blowing a huge load of cum deep inside the warm recesses of her mouth. Much to his happy delight, she swallowed his cum with nary a protest.
She snuggled back up against him. "That was nice huh. The third C."
"Yes, it was," Matthew whispered with extreme contentment as he wrapped his strong arms around her. His warm contentment though was not bound to last as he simply could not help himself. By his very nature, Matthew was highly competitive and it was this competitive streak, that lead him to whisper in his mom's ear, "But did... I mean... did the other two B's for Mikey and Mark end... you know... in something similar as to what I got."
After taking a long drawn out moment to decide just how to answer her son's question, Leiko finally figured the best thing was to play coy. "I think it best we not discuss your brother's business in regards to how their B's ended."
"Oh come on, Mom... tell me. Did Mikey and Mark get... you know... happy endings to their B's like me."
Leiko twisted around to face her curious son. Reaching up, she stroked his face softly before shaking her head no as she said, "I won't kiss and tell, sweetie just like I won't tell them what happened between us. I mean why would I since I know how... hmm very jealous the three of you can get over who gets the most attention from their pretty and loving mommy."
"Fine," Matthew snorted before he pulled away from his mom's touch. "I can tell by your answer, or by the way you won't answer, I'm guessing they both got happy endings like me."
"Matthew honey I--" He never gave her a chance to finish whatever lame excuse she was planning on giving him as he harshly snapped at her. "I suppose you want me to leave now that you have taken care of me... just like them. Fine, I'll go."
Hopping out of the bed he was half way across the room before a stunned Leiko could formulate a response.
Knowing she could let him leave like this, all jealous and upset and angry because he thought, well rightfully, she had given his two brothers "happy endings" just like him, Leiko spoke up.
"Don't go. I will tell you, very briefly, no details, what happened with your brothers."



Matthew paused as he struggled back into his briefs he just scooped up off the bedroom floor.
Turning to face her, he said, "OK I am listening."
"Come sit, on the edge of the bed first."
Sighing heavily, Matthew plopped back down on the edge of the bed.
"OK so yes, hon, both your brother's got your so called happy endings too."
"Really... how did they get their happy endings? Did you put their... you know... stuff inside your mouth like you did for me."
Deciding to throw caution to the wind, she would have to endure a bit of a tantrum by him, of this she was sure, but in the end, if she played her cards right, things might work out, and so she told Matthew the whole unvarnished truth. Bluntly.
"No I didn't give them their happy endings that way, Matthew. Both of them got happy endings by... by fucking me... hard and coming inside of me."
Matthew said nothing at first before he exploded. Hopping up from the bed, he fairly shrieked as he paced about her bedroom like a caged lion, "Jesus you let them fuck you!! And all I got was a stupid fucking blow job."
Trying to defuse the situation with a bit of humor, Leiko smiled at her raving son. "Matthew, sweetie, I don't imagine you thought Mommy's blowjob was so fucking stupid, as it was happening, based on that huge load of cum you spurted in my mouth."
This gave Matthew pause. He stopped pacing. Staring down at the floor he answered her quietly, "No it... it was nice. Real nice, I mean but still... they got to put it in you."
He sighed before hanging his head and heading for the door. "And I always thought, despite you saying you love us all equally, that... you know... deep down inside you loved me best," he muttered sadly just as he reached the door.
"Matthew, honey. I do. Don't go and let me prove it to you."
He paused, hand on the door knob before slowly turning. "How?"
"Neither one of them actually pleased me like I want to be pleased. Like I need to be pleased. They were both were too quick. I guess maybe I teased them too much before I let them... you know."
Resisting the urge to smile, he was not surprised as he had been sure, unlike him, both of his brothers were inexperienced virgins... before tonight that is.
Choosing his words carefully, Matthew said firmly. "I am not quick, Mom. I know how to pace myself. Plus you already made me come once so..."
Gesturing with one finger she waggled it at him. "Come here, sit next to me on the bed again and I will tell you what I have in mind... you know to prove I love you the best."
Matthew coolly strode over to her bed before, trying to appear as casual as possible, plopping down on the bed next to her. "I am listening."
"I will allow you to enjoy the ultimate bonding experience with your mommy. I will let you make love to her. Nice and slow. Nice and gentle with lots and lots of foreplay."
"I would like that."
"OK I am just going into the closet to find something romantic to put on for you. Give me a minute."
Matthew relaxed on the bed waiting for his mother. Finally, after what seemed forever, she emerged from the closet.
"I hope you like this. I... I know your father did."
She was wearing a hot pink lace teddy and looked absolutely stunning. As if he was in a trance, Matthew stood up from the bed. After shutting the closet door, his mom leaned back against it in a pose of relaxed submission as he crossed the room to her.
She looked taller than normal. His gaze fell down; she was wearing a pair of satin sandals with four inch heels. The white shoes were adorned with faux pearl beading making them look stunning.
Stopping directly before her, he became lost in her beauty. Strands of her beautiful black hair had fallen in her face as she gazed back at him with half lidded eyes.
Reaching out, she took his hands guiding them to her breasts as he leaned whispering, "God Mommy, you are so beautiful. You are like a goddess."
"And Goddess' should be worshipped huh?"
"Yes and worship you I shall."
They kissed then. Long, slow, and passionate, tongues darting and twisting in and out of each other's mouths as his greedy hands fondled her large boobs with untold delight through the flimsy pink of her lace teddy.
He broke off the kiss. Nearly panting, he took a step back. Moving slowly, he hooked a pair of fingers around each of the thin twin straps of her teddy. Gradually, inch by inch, he dragged the thin straps across her shoulders as she reposed against the door, eyes closed and her heart fluttering.
With a deliberate slowness that only served to ramp up the growing tension, he pulled the straps down and off of her shoulders. Gravity did the rest as he stared in awe and wonderment at his mom's big beautiful tits.
Leiko caught the teddy with her fingers before it hit the ground. She wasn't wearing any panties and as she noticed his gaze falling down between her legs she brought her hands together. She crossed them over her bare pussy in a protective gesture as the pink lace teddy dangled from her finger tips.
In a throaty whisper she told him, "Save down there for the bed, honey. For now concentrate on your mommy's big boobies. You like them right?"
"Oh Jesus I do," he whispered back. He stood there, his erection growing serious, ogling his mom's big round tits. Finally, simply unable to resist any more, with a quiet grunt, he lost control as he fell upon her tits with a wild ravenous passion.
Burying his face in between them, he began sucking and kissing on them with such mad passion it soon had his mommy panting with her own frantic craving. His feverish attack was made all the easier as he barely had to bend over to become lost in those gorgeous mounds of tit flesh thanks to her being a bit taller than him with her high heels on.
Leiko found herself being pushed back against the door as her son covered her tits with dozens of desperate suckling kisses before he pulled back. With his initial rush of lust sated, for the moment anyways, he now moved at a more leisurely pace.
Pulling back, Matthew used his hands to gently fondle her tits as he showered a gentle rain of kisses upon his mom's neck and throat. His thumbs found her nipples; tweaking them tenderly, they snapped to attention as he let the gentle rain of kisses fall further down.
Leiko let out a low moan as she felt her highly sensitive nipples being lovingly stroked first by her son's gentle fingertips and then by a swirling, darting tongue.
"Oh God, that feels good, honey," she whispered as his tongue lathered the entirety of her fully erect nipples. Her head lolled back against the closet door as he eyes fluttered shut. Thrusting her chest out in a pose of utter submission, she allowed her eager young son to feast on her tits.
Wanting to encourage him onto greater heights of passion, she cooed to him as she stroked his hair, "That's it baby, suck on mommy's boobies and... and when you can't take it anymore... carry her over to the bed and... and fuck them hard... make love to my boobies with that big hard cock of yours."
Taking her soft whisperings to heart, Matthew suckled gently on his mom's breasts, moving his mouth from one delicious mound to the other before, as she predicated, he could not take it anymore. His cock had turned into some king of rock hard monster and was demanding attention.
Without warning, he bent over scooping her up and off of her feet. Leiko let out a small shriek of happiness at being man handled by her young powerful son as he easily carried her across the bedroom.
After tossing her down on to the center of the bed, he hurriedly ripped off his briefs, but before he could throw himself on her and give those big titties a good fucking she held up one hand.
"Wait, mommy has to prepare her titties to receive the good hard fucking I know you wanna give them. Just watch her, allowing your desire to grow."
Reaching over, she opened her nightstand drawer. In the light of the still flickering candles, he observed the bottle of coconut oil she pulled out.
He watched with rapt attention as his mom lathered up her big tits with the oil causing them to have a beautiful unearthly sheen to them, made all the more alluring by the soft candle light bathing the bed.
The scene was made all the more surreal as she appeared to not be noticing him as he stood there at the side of his bed with his big hard cock jutting out at her.
Instead, she appeared to be concentrating all her efforts on slowly rubbing the oil all over those lovely tits of hers. She let her head loll back as her fingers slowly flickered over her nipples making them rise up to their full potential as she let out a soft moan.
Matthew continued to stand there, staring, awe struck, his desire growing as he waited for some kind of confirmation for him to join her on the bed.
Instead, she continued, for what seemed forever but in reality was probably no longer than a minute or two, to play with her own boobies while ignoring him completely.
Finally, she turned to him and with a gentle smile she whispered, "Did you enjoy watching your mommy play with her big boobies, little boy?"
He swallowed hard before nodding his head yes.
"Hmm, it looks like it considering the size of that hard cock of yours. I bet you would like to snuggle it up and in between mommy's breasts huh baby?"
The power of speech had seemingly left him as all he could do again was to nod his head yes.
"OK, well, tell you what," she said with a sly smile on her pretty face, "mommy is just going to lay back here and relax and when you are good and ready why don't you just crawl up here on the bed with her and if you want you could... you know... snuggle that big hard cock of yours up and in between my tits before you, at first, make love to them, slowly, gently, tenderly and then when you can't take the slowness or tenderness anymore I want you to lose control and begin fucking your mommy's boobies for as long and as hard as you want until you finally come all over them."
True to her word, Leiko stretched out then, letting her hands fall to her sides as she closed her eyes.
Forcing himself to wait for a long count of thirty, knowing it would only amp up the already palpable sexual tension between them, Matthew focused all of his attention on his mommy's chest, on those incredible boobs of hers, as if there was nothing else in this world but those delicious mounds of pure motherly tit flesh and his hard throbbing cock.
As he counted, he keep reminding himself when he reached thirty it was not time to attack. Instead, it would be time to go nice and slow as he utterly surrendered to his mommy's soft beauty.
Finally, he reached thirty. She appeared to be sleeping almost. Her breathing had become nice and slow and steady as her chest rose and fell in a rhythmic and most alluring fashion.
Her eyes remained shut, her body unmoving except for the rise and fall of her chest even as he crawled up onto the bed.
Moving ever so cautiously, he maneuvered himself up and into position. Gently, oh so gently, he lowered himself so he was sitting softly on her lower tummy.
Then with deliberate slowness and the utmost caution, not wanting to waken the sleeping beauty, he maneuvered his manly hardness up and in between her tits.
He brought his hands up, using them to squeeze her tits together until his cock was fully enclosed by those twin mounds of joy. Still she made no indication of noticing.
Even as he began to gently pump his hips forward, allowing his hardness to slide easily up and down between her well-oiled tits she took no notice.
Somehow, his mother not acknowledging at all what he was doing, only served to turn him on all the more.
Unhurriedly, he began to spear his cock up and in between her tits, making love to them in the slow tender and gentle manner she prescribed to him earlier.
But bit by bit, being powerless to stop it, the storm of passion began to grow stronger as he found himself pumping his hips harder and harder with each passing second.
As she predicated his slow, deliberate and most gentle titty fucking would soon turn serious.
"Oh God," he whispered quietly to himself. "It feels so good."
As if this was her cue, Leiko eyes flickered open. He looked down at her; she back up at him. Something serious passed then between them. "Go on baby," she whispered in a voice hoarse with desire. "I know you want to fuck em. Hard. Do it... now!"
Matthew, paused, if only for a moment to marshal his strength before he rammed his hips forward in an almost violent manner... again and again.
He hard cock speared easily now up and in between her tits as Leiko took over the job of pressing her tits together for him.
"Oh God... that's it baby, fuck mommy's titties harder baby harder," she whispered harshly to him as he went from zero to sixty in fucking her tits in a mere matter of seconds. The old bed was now groaning from his efforts as he was fucking his mommy's tits as hard as humanly possible.
Not surprisingly, it only took about a half dozen or so, after all he was still young, of his mighty thrusts before he was spurting cum all over them, causing Leiko to sigh contently. She had never, ever had a man lose control over her boobies like her son just had and it made her feel so very special.
Smiling, she used one finger to scoop up the majority of the sticky cum off her chest before she licked it clean.
"Now cuddle with me some more hon while you gather your strength and recover before making sweet love to me."
They fell asleep cuddled snuggly in each other's arms for the majority of the night. Matthew awoke shortly before dawn and despite last night's activities he still had a case of the good old "morning wood".
Slipping his hands around his mom, she was still fast asleep, he maneuvered her onto her side facing him without managing to wake her.
He started gently at the base of her neck and throat spraying it with a shower of loving kisses with her only response being a quiet moan. Gradually, degree by degree, his kisses fell down onto the precipitous rise of her breasts before slipping down into the valley between her tits.
Again, he showered this with dozens of light kisses causing her to squirm ever so slightly. Matthew was not that surprised she had not woken up yet as she had always been a very deep sleeper.
Smiling to himself, he carefully pushed her onto her back before turning to the nightstand. After a brief search in the still semi-dark bedroom he found the bottle of coconut oil. He poured some on his hand before using it to lather his cock up making it nice and slippery.
Leiko was still dozing peacefully, on her back now, as Matthew gently mounted her. Slipping his hard cock in between her legs, he gently entered her.
In soft stages, he started to make love to his mother. Pushing in nice and gentle, nice and slow, he heard her let out a soft moan after about his fifth or sixth thrust.
One more thrust, a bit harder this time, caused her to moan audibly before she finally whispered, "Oh God baby, you feel so good inside of mommy. Don't stop, please."
Given the all clear signal, Matthew now amped up his love making. He pushed deeper inside of several more times, still nice and slow, before, in rapid fire succession, he slammed his cock into her nice and hard like.
This caused the loudest moan yet to escape from her as he now began to rhythmically pump his hips up and down. Burying his face against her neck, he gave her several adoring kisses all along her throat and neck while steadily increasing the aggressiveness of his thrusts until the old bed was, once again, groaning from his efforts.
Leiko was clawing frantically at his ass with her hands, urging him on as he was near to coming already. Not ready to spill his load, and wanting to give her more time, Matthew stopped thrusting in and out of her.
In a tangled heap of flesh, they managed to change positions with Matthew, still buried deep inside of her, slipping under her. Closing his eyes, he allowed her to take over.
Leiko, now fully awake and energized, pumped her hips up and down slowly at first before gradually picking up the pace. He opened his eyes, the room was not so dark now as the sun had finally made its appearance, to find the joyous sight of his mom's big, beautiful bouncing tits fully on display as she began to ride his cock with serious purpose.
Not being able to resist such a sight, Matthew raised his hands and happily began to fondle her big bouncing tits.
When his fingers found her highly responsive nipples and began tweaking them it sent Leiko into overdrive. With an almost maniacal need to please herself, she thrusted up and down wildly on his cock. Her long hair was flying as her loud quiet moans, soft but intense, filled the bedroom.
Normally, she was a loud moaner but worried her other two son's might hear, she toned it down a bit. Forcing herself to be quiet only added to the pent up tension down there as she began to ride her son's cock with reckless abandon.
Matthew could no longer not participate in fucking her. Gripping her hips for leverage, he thrust up violently at the same time she was pushing down. The resulting collision caused an almost too loud of a moan to emit from her lips as her whole body shook.
Three more quick hard collisions of her pushing down and him thrusting up caused them both to rush toward a wild climax. Like a pair of firecrackers, they came in succession, first him and then her, before a still quivering Leiko slumped down into her son's arms.
He held her tight in a loving embrace for a few quiet moments before she whispered, "What a wonderful way to wake your mommy up in the morning, sweetie."
"Hmm, yes it was wonderful huh?"
"Wonderful and wild," she said as she nuzzled her face down against his neck. Carefully running her fingers all across his chest, she whispered, "Well I think Mommy has the art of bonding down to a tee with at least one of my baby boys huh?"
"Very much so," Matthew whispered.
As Leiko held her son in a tight embrace her wandering mind could not help but to go to the wickedest thought of all: what if she allowed all three of them in her bed, all at once?
The thought made her smile as she started to doze off in his arms.



        

  
    Dark Night of the Varcolac Pt. 02
  
  Dark Night of the Varcolac Pt. 02

        A wedding night of erotic adventures await the happy couple.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/dark-night-of-the-varcolac-pt-02

Title: Dark Night of the Varcolac Pt. 02

Author: Jimyfoxx

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: A wedding night of erotic adventures await the happy couple.

Tags: mother daughter incest, father daughter incest, threesome, sexy fantasy, big boobs and bondage

Series: Dark Night of the Varcolac


Dark Night of the Varcolac: Part II
After waking up in the morning, Katie scurried off to the kitchen to make them breakfast. Roger awoke for a minute or two before falling back to sleep while waiting for his daughter to tell him breakfast was ready. It was then things took a major twist into the downright bizarre.
He dreamed while dozing off. A very vivid dream which, all at once, both scared and excited him. In his dream he was visited by a young lady, not too young he guessed, she was maybe in her early thirties, who very much resembled the fictional woman he described to Katie in his alleged dream the night before.
Abundantly attractive, the raven haired beauty, dressed in a form fitting short black dress and possessing a pair of dreamy green eyes, creamy white skin, and a statuesque figure, featuring a pair of extremely nice and well defined, and very large breasts which made his mouth water and his heart race with desire, smiled slyly at him.
After slinking across the bedroom to him, she bent over, whispering in his ear, "Oh yes professor, I very much enjoyed the little dramatic performance you put on last night for your daughter in order to lure your pretty young daughter to your bed. Yes, I followed you back from where we meet in the woods, lucky for me you are a poor shot, by the way. Anyways, ahh using me... hmm that was a nice touch. You thought you could summon me, use me that is, at your convenience, but think again Professor... it is I who summons you now. You owe me. The price is a night of pleasure to be paid for by your now, not so young and innocent daughter. Then later, if you are lucky, we may include you in our fun and games, but until then I warn you... no more fooling around with her... with your daughter."
Using the name he bestowed on her earlier, the demon bitch raised up then, transforming herself into the hairy monster, ugly and full of menace, much like the one that attacked him in the woods last night. Her voice was no longer soft, but possessed a sharp edge to it turning the desire he felt into abject fear. Based on what she told him, the professor could only assume this must have been the same creature that attacked him last night in the woods.
"I shall visit you again, maybe in your dreams, maybe outside of them in your awake world with further instructions which I suggest you follow... or else."
Just to emphasize the "or else" part she reached down, grabbing his hand. He had no time to react as she wretched his hand fully open before dragging one sharp talon across his open palm.
She lowered her head, her tongue lashing out, licking at the blood. Raising back up, she issued one final warning, "Remember, I will be watching, slyly, from either near or afar so follow my instructions or next time I will cut more than just your hand... maybe your throat and your daughter will have to find a new daddy."
Roger was still shaking as Katie came bouncing into the room a bare thirty seconds later. "Breakfast is ready, Daddy," she announced happily.
"I will be there in a minute hon. Just gotta use the bathroom first," he replied while keeping his bloody hand hidden under the blankets.
"OK, but don't be long or your eggs will get cold," Katie responded before breezing out of the room and back to the kitchen.
After the professor entered the kitchen, Katie came bounding up to him and tried to plant a kiss on his lips.
Minding the creature's warning, Roger quickly pushed Katie back. "Honey we can't... last night was a one-time only thing. As good as it was, we can't do that again and we should not talk about it. Agreed?"
"But Daddy I--"
He pressed a finger to her lips shaking his head solemnly. "We can't talk about it Katie. Sorry but I am serious. Now let's eat."
Katie sighed her OK before serving her him breakfast.
A week passed and the dream began to fade from Roger's memory. There was no further visits, in his dreams or otherwise, from the--apparently-- all too real Varcolac. If he ever began to doubt if his dream was real though all he had to do was check the palm of his hand. The scar left there from her sharp talon was still evident.
When another week passed, with no further contact, all seemed normal once more as their lives settled back into its former dull routine. The dullness only increased when, sadly, Roger found he no longer possessed the ability to create changes to his body. The power, or the magic, or whatever it might have been, he once possessed that fateful night, was evidently gone.
Then, like a sudden summer storm, their dull routine was broken when Katie came home one day and told him some news over dinner.
"Hey, you know what? I met someone today when I was doing some research for you at the library. We both tried to grab the same book off the shelf at the same time and well, it was weird, but we ended up talking, and then going to lunch together. I guess we are friends now as we have been meeting up at the library for a week now and having lunch together every day. Tomorrow we are going shopping together."
"Really. Let me guess... it was some handsome young boy and you are about to tell me you have your first boyfriend," Roger told her only half kidding.
"Actually it wasn't a boy but an attractive older woman, well, not that old, not like you, I am guessing she is probably in her early thirties."
"Oh really," Roger said suddenly very interested to hear more. "What is an attractive older woman, older but not like me older, doing hanging out at the library. I thought only nerds like you hung out there."
"Daddy! I am not a nerd. Besides I only go to the library to do your research. Speaking of which, do you know she is into the same thing as you... ancient mythical Eastern European creatures."
Roger, doing his best to contain his growing apprehension, casually asked, "Really. Cool. So tell me more. Is she blond, brunette, red hair, chubby or shapely, tall, short, a local girl or visiting like us?"
"Hmm, she is a local, medium height I guess, and has beautiful, dark hair. Oh, and she has these really enchanting green eyes, and well, she is really, and I mean really shapely, Daddy." Dropping her voice Katie whispered, "I mean she has real big tits and doesn't seem very shy about showing them off."
Roger's heart skipped a beat. This was a fairly apt description of his visitor the other night. Apparently, things were about to get interesting.
Over the course of their dinner, Katie gave her very curious daddy all the details she could think about in regards to her new found friend Vanessa. Finally as they were cleaning up the dishes Katie said, "I was thinking Daddy. Maybe you could meet Vanessa and you two could compare notes on the Varcolac."
"She is interested in the Varcolac?" the professor asked.
"Yeah, she is writing a fictional novel and the Varcolac is one of the main characters."
"Really? A story about Varcolacs. Now that does sound interesting."
"It is interesting. She told me a bit about the story. You wanna hear?"
"Sure tell me, hon."
"It's still just a work in progress. She said it might turn out to have a sort of romantic twist to it, or maybe, depending on certain of her characters actions, not so romantic, and instead it will be more of a horror story. Anyways, that is about all she would tell me. So what? Can you meet her?"
"Yes, I think I would like to meet your new friend after all."
Two days later, Roger sat with his daughter waiting nervously at a small café in town after Katie arranged for Vanessa to meet them for lunch. When she arrived it only took one quick glance to understand this was the same "being" from his dream.
She was dressed casual in a pair of tight blue jeans and a form fitting white knit top that, just as Katie mentioned, showed off a tremendous pair of tits to a mouthwatering degree.
Over the course of the lunch, Katie steered the conversation toward Vanessa possibly helping her daddy with his research for his book and maybe, in return, Roger could render her some advice on her own book.
Vanessa happily agreed while giving a knowing look to the professor indicating to turn down his daughter's suggestion of working together would not be such a hot idea. Given no other choice the professor accepted--rather happily.
The plan, as explained to Roger by Vanessa during their first work session, was simple. They would engage in a whirlwind romance culminating in him asking for her hand in marriage by the end of the summer.
In the meantime, Vanessa strongly advised Roger to keep things normal as possible and not, under any circumstances, tip his daughter off to the true nature of Vanessa's being. All things regarding their pending marriage would come clear as time passed--including when the time would be ripe to propose to her.
Vanessa did make one thing abundantly clear to Roger though on their first date. At the end of the evening, after walking her to the door of her apartment, she leaned in close to him whispering, "Just so you understand Professor, we will not be engaging in any sort of, you know, sexy stuff before the marriage beyond a simple kiss or two."
Roger sighed. He wanted desperately, even though it was only their first date, to get in Vanessa's pants. Later, he was given reason to sigh again, an even more pronounced sigh this time when, after they shared a hot kiss good night, she whispered to him, "Oh, and by the way, no satisfying your lustful urges either... on you own, Professor. You understand me. I have the ability to watch you, sight unseen, as I see fit so remember that!"
And with that Vanessa disappeared inside her apartment leaving the Professor with a raging hardon he could do nothing about either now, or later, when he got home.
At the end of a long, hot summer, one where the professor was teased merciless by Vanessa as they continued to date Roger finally was given a sufficient enough hint where he felt the time was right to ask for Vanessa's hand in marriage.
The hint was pretty damn straight forward as it turned out. It was an early September morning when Katie, over breakfast, nonchalantly said, "So Daddy are you going to ask Vanessa to marry you or what? I think she wants you to."
The professor stared at his daughter. "Is that what you want sweetie for me and Vanessa to get married? You would be OK with it I mean?"
"I would love it, Daddy. She is so cool and well, I really like her. The truth is I want her to be my mom."
"Hmm, duly noted daughter," the professor said.
Their wedding, held in a quaint little chapel in the center of town, attended by only a couple of Vanessa's friends and Katie, was a brief affair. There would be no reception afterwards, but instead the bride and groom, with Katie in tow, hurried off to Vanessa's apartment so she could pack for their weekend honeymoon.
The honeymoon, and all its details, were arranged in secret by Vanessa. Other than the fact they would be enjoying their special honey moon night in a romantic little cabin deep in the forest just north of Rasinari, Roger knew nothing else.
The cabin, Vanessa claimed, had been in her family for nearly two hundred years and was very remote and quite charming.
The one detail, more than any other, Vanessa carefully planned was for their honeymoon to fall on the night of full moon. It was one of the keys to it being a most memorable night for her... and for young Katie and her new, and very lucky, husband.
Back at Vanessa's apartment, the professor and Katie were idly sitting on the sofa in the small living room, waiting for Vanessa to finish packing when Vanessa popped her head out of the bedroom. "Hey honey, could you come in here for a moment."
In a moment that made the three of them laugh, both Katie and Roger quickly jumped to their feet. "Hmm, I mean my husband honey, not my daughter honey," Vanessa quickly interjected with a broad smile.
After the professor entered Vanessa's bedroom, she quickly shut the door. "Come over here and sit on the bed next to me," Vanessa told him. "I am going to tell you what must happen next."
Roger sat down looking at her. The bemused look on her face foretold whatever she was about to tell him was probably going to be rather interesting.
"I'm afraid I have some bad news for you, my darling husband," she announced.
"I am listening."
"You won't be coming with me on our honeymoon at my family's cabin. Not at first anyways."
"I won't?" he replied trying his best to hide his disappointment.
"No, afraid not. That honor goes to your daughter. Here is what we are going to tell her..."
The professor was rendered both very excited and nearly speechless by Vanessa's wicked plan. His excitement only grew when- as they were saying their goodbyes-- alone in the bedroom, Vanessa gave him a quick little nip on his neck.
It was just enough to draw a bit of blood, which she made quick work of by lapping it up with her tongue, but more importantly, the small little bite would, once more, release the Varcolac and its many powers still inside of the professor. It would be nearly the same type of powers that allowed him to seduce his daughter that night where he ended up fucking her silly. The same ones that had been slumbering restlessly since that night... just waiting to be released again.
Roger exited the bedroom trying to look worried. He was about to tell a whopper of a lie to his daughter.
"Honey, I have some bad news. Your grandma back in San Diego was just taken to the hospital with severe chest pains. I have to fly back there. Immediately."
"Is she going to be OK? I'm going with you, and Vanessa is going too, right?"
"Afraid not, Katie. Vanessa has an important meeting Monday with her publisher regarding her book so she can't go and as for you... well, we were discussing it, me and your new mom, and we were thinking maybe, if it's OK with you, you could spend the weekend with her at the cabin. Vanessa was really looking forward to going there. She hasn't been to the family cabin in nearly three years and... I mean, she just got married and here I gotta go running off and leave her alone. Not exactly the best situation you understand?"
"Yeah, it sucks. I really hope Nana will be OK."
"Me too, Katie, but anyways would you mind taking my place and going to Vanessa's cabin with her so she doesn't have to be all alone... on her wedding night of all nights."
Vanessa's wicked plan clicked neatly into place when Katie, of course, consented to go to the cabin with new stepmom.
Katie immensely enjoyed the ride to the cabin along a narrow, twisting road which snaked its way through a dark forest.
It was nearly four o'clock in the afternoon, when they turned off what passed as the main road and onto what appeared to be little more than a dirt single lane cart path. After an extremely bumpy ten minute ride, they rounded one final bend in the road which ended in a small clearing. Standing in the middle of the clearing was Vanessa's family cabin.
As they climbed out of Vanessa's jeep she told Katie, "Yeah, I know it doesn't look like much from the outside but it's clean and neat on the inside and comfortable but I am afraid there is no wi-fi, and no TV hon so we will be roughing it a bit."
"Well, I don't mind. I guess we can find something to do to amuse ourselves over the weekend."
"Indeed we shall," Vanessa said, her eyes glued to the young girl's tight little ass shown off rather nicely in a pair of snug blue jeans as Katie bounded in front of her heading for the cabin's front door.
Katie burst through the door, finding herself in the cabin's great room. It was spacious, but sparsely appointed, with the only piece of furniture being a worn out old brown sofa, along with a simple plain coffee table sitting in front of the sofa. Tucked away in a far corner also was a jet black large round pillow chair.
The highlight of the great room was a huge stone fireplace which took up the entirety of one wall. Spread before the fireplace, on the bare wooden floor which ran through out the whole cabin, was an elegant, plush white sheepskin rug.
The kitchen, super tiny, contained not much more than a refrigerator and a small table pushed up against one wall. A pair of plain wooden straight back chairs were perched on two sides of the table.
The short hallway off of the great room led to the cabin's sole bedroom. The bedroom, like the rest of the cabin, was meager in furnishings, containing only a queen sized four poster canopy bed, flanked by a pair of simple wooden nightstands. In the corner stood a positively ancient looking chest of drawers.
Peeking inside the bathroom, which stood at the end of the hallway opposite the bedroom, Katie observed it contained a huge claw foot old fashioned tub which took up the majority of the small room.
After enjoying a light dinner, Vanessa had packed them a couple sandwiches and some fruit, they went outside after Katie expressed an interest in exploring the surrounding woods a bit before it got too late.
It was nearly full on dark, and starting to get chilly, when they made it back to the cabin after a short hiking trip. After settling down side by side on the great room's lumpy old couch, Vanessa turned to Katie. "Now what shall we do to pass the rest our evening?"
"I don't know. What do you want to do? It's your wedding night."
"I am already doing what I wanna do... hanging out with my daughter. The only thing that could make that better I guess would be a bottle of wine to share with her." Jumping to her feet with a bright smile, Vanessa strode across the cabin to the kitchen. "Fortunately, I just so happened to pack a bottle. I hope you don't mind red wine, hon."
"Hmm, never really had wine before, Vanessa so... you know, red, white, or blue, I suppose is all fine."
"Blue, how cute," Vanessa replied with a smirk as she filled a pair of wine glasses to the brim.
"Just go slow and pace yourself, Katie. I don't want you to get drunk and pass out on me."
"Don't worry I will just sip it," Katie replied as Vanessa handed her the full glass of the red wine.
They spent the next half hour or so sipping on their wine and making small talk before Vanessa jumped to her feet. "Hey I have an idea. How about a game to pass the time."
"Sure. What kind of game. Cards? I like Uno."
"Don't have that one but I do think we have some checkers hanging around here someplace."
"Checkers. Cool," Katie replied.
They spent the next hour taking turns beating each other, one game apiece, at checkers before Katie yawned.
"I think someone is ready for bed? Wine making you sleepy I guess."
After a brief discussion, where they argued over who would actually sleep in the cabin's lone bedroom, Vanessa was able to convince Katie, being the guest here at the cabin, the bedroom should rightfully go to her.
After giving Vanessa a chaste kiss on the cheek, Katie retired to the bedroom, and within minutes of slipping into the surprising comfortable queen sized bed, she was sound asleep.
Sometime later, maybe a couple hours, Katie awoke. She was thirsty. After crawling out of the bed, and making her way across the cold, bare bedroom floor, and on down the short hallway leading to the great room, she paused.
She thought she heard a noise. Poking her head around the corner, the soft flickering light from the fireplace gave off just enough light for her to observe Vanessa sitting on the couch. She was hunched over and wearing a thick, white robe which made Katie jealous.
The coming of night had brought an acute chill to the cabin, and she was freezing, clad in her thin little pink crop top sleeping tee shirt, matched with a pair of white boy shorts.
Vanessa was clutching a box of Kleenex and was sniffling. After letting out another loud sniffle, and then doting her eyes with a wadded up tissue, it became apparent Vanessa was crying.



After a moment's hesitation, Katie was not sure if she should interrupt her new stepmom, maybe she didn't want to be disturbed, Katie decided it might be better to, at the very least, try and find out what was wrong.
She crossed the room, approaching her slowly. "Vanessa are you alright?" Katie whispered as she got nearer to her stepmom.
"Oh I'm sorry. Did I wake you hon?"
"No. I woke up because I was thirsty. I wanted to get a glass of water."
"Oh. Here sit down. Let me run and get that for you, Katie."
Before Katie could protest, Vanessa was dashing across the room toward the kitchen. Katie plopped down on the lumpy sofa, a little upset with herself, thinking how catching Vanessa in a vulnerable moment probably embarrassed her.
"Here, Katie, one glass of water." Katie, noting the forced cheerfulness in stepmom's voice, knew something was definitely amiss.
After taking a drink from the glass, Katie turned to her. "What is wrong, Vanessa?"
"Well, for starters, you calling me Vanessa."
"Oh, well, I... I thought about calling you Mom, but wasn't really sure... you know."
"To be really honest, I would love it if you called me Mom... or even Mommy if you are feeling especially sweet toward me."
Katie smiled. "I can do that... Mommy."
"Good." Vanessa reached out, taking one of Katie's hands into hers. "So you really want to hear what is wrong or maybe I shouldn't burden you with my problems."
"Daddy always says I am a good listener."
"Hmm, well, I guess I should find out if that is true."
"Please, I wanna help... if I can," Katie replied.
"OK, well, I did something silly and it has me feeling a bit depressed."
"What did you do?"
"Just a little bit ago, like about ten minutes ago, I put on something I shouldn't of."
"You mean like... clothes? Like an outfit or something?"
"Yeah, kind of. Actually, what I put on is under my robe. Let me explain. I spent weeks shopping for the perfect wedding night outfit to... you know... impress your daddy on our special night. I finally found something I thought he might like and, well, I brought it with me. I was already half packed when the terrible news came about your grandmother and the outfit I had picked out for my wedding night was already packed away."
Vanessa paused to take a large sip of her wine before she started talking again. "Anyways I had dozed off about, I don't know, an hour or so ago, and then just a few minutes ago I woke up and it really hit me."
She was sniffling again and looked to be on the verge of tears. Katie squeezed her hand tight whispering, "What hit you, Mom?"
"The fact I was alone on my wedding night. I thought, stupidly, putting on what I had bought for your daddy might make me feel better."
"It didn't work huh?" Katie prompted after a few moments of silence.
"No, not at all, sweetie. It just made me feel more alone and depressed... especially when I got to thinking how no one will ever get to see me in my... you know... special wedding night outfit."
"Why can't you save it for later for when my daddy gets back?"
"Honey, it may sound silly and superstitious but I planned on wearing this, what I got on under my robe, just the one time, on my wedding night, for my special loved one. If I was to wear it... some other time, other than my wedding night, I know it would be bad luck." Vanessa doted her eyes again with a fresh Kleenex. "Like I said, sounds silly huh?"
"Actually it sounds really romantic to wear your wedding night outfit just the one time on your special night."
Vanessa looked down, twisting a Kleenex in her hands, making it into a small ball.
"Yes, it could have been, like you said, real romantic, but not so much now being that I am all alone." Vanessa flung the Kleenex, it was wadded into a tight little ball now, across the room angrily as she hissed, "And a girl shouldn't be alone on her wedding night."
"I can understand why you are upset but you are not alone. I mean, I am here."
"Yes you are but for how long? I think you should get back to bed. I can tell you are cold."
"I am cold but I wanna stay out here with you... if you want me to. If you need me that is?"
"I think I do need you, Katie, sweetheart, but what if Mommy needs you..." Vanessa paused, lifting one hand to her daughter's face. Brushing it lightly with a light touch, she whispered, "for the rest of the night. The truth is, I have a deep dark confession. You wanna hear it?"
Katie simply nodded her head yes. She sensed, somehow, her and her new mother were at a crossroads of sorts.
In a voice that barely rose above a whisper, and cracking with pent up emotion, Vanessa shared her deepest secret with her new daughter.
"You know, sweetie, I always wanted a baby girl of my own to love and pamper, but for reasons, physically, I can't have a child of my own. Now, here you are, the baby girl I have always dreamed of, all grown up a bit, but still, you are here, and I am your mommy, if only your step mommy anyways..."
Katie interjected at hearing that word. Her voice was firm and full of conviction, "Forget that stupid word! You are my mommy. Period. Don't soil it by placing that stupid word "step" in front of it."
"Oh Katie, that is so sweet. I feel the same. You are my daughter. Period. My wonderful, sweet, beautiful and oh so sexy little angel of a daughter."
They stared at each other for a long, drawn out moment of wonderful blissful silence as they both allowed the sweetness they were obviously feeling for one another sink in just a bit deeper. Finally, Vanessa broke the silence as she rose to her feet. "Well, the first order of business for a mother is to keep her babies warm and since you are obviously freezing, I better get to work."
Crossing over to the fire, Vanessa began to feed it some fresh logs from the pile of small wooden logs stacked up neatly next to the fireplace. Turning around, as she continued to feed the fire more wood, Vanessa said, "Why don't you go ahead and finish off your mom's glass of wine. It will help warm your insides I think."
"Sure," Katie replied as she reached over to the small end table next to the sofa and snatched up the glass of wine. It was still about three quarters full as she brought it to her lips and took a generous sip or two.
As Katie watched her mom feed more logs into the growing fire a sudden thought came to her.
The wine helped her overcome her shyness in voicing it. "Hey Mom," she called out, "I was thinking... why don't you show me your wedding night outfit... I mean if you want to. That way at least someone will get to see it before you put it away forever."
Vanessa paused. Turning, she gave Katie a serious look. "That is a very thoughtful idea Katie, sweetheart, but me showing it to you comes with one small condition."
"Name it," Katie said after taking another hearty sip of her wine.
After tossing one final log onto the fire, Vanessa quickly crossed back over to the sofa, and sat down. "What you said just reminded me of something. I have a surprise gift for you that goes hand in hand with the condition I am about to request."
"You do. Oh I like surprise gifts."
"Yes, I know. Your daddy sort of mentioned that to me on one of our earliest dates. He talked about you a lot you know."
"He did?"
"Yes, finish your wine sweetie and I will tell you about your surprise gift."
Katie obeyed, finishing off the last bit of the wine.
As soon as Katie polished off the last of her wine, Vanessa started talking. "One of the things your daddy happened to mention was because of how strict your mother raised you, and how strict she was about the sexy stuff, you really don't own anything nice, and by nice I don't mean "nice" but, hmm, you know, sexy."
"Yeah, I don't."
"Well, just so you know, your new mom is not so strict when it comes to the sexy stuff. In fact, here... stand up."
Katie carefully got to her feet. The wine had left her feeling a bit dizzy.
Taking her hand, Vanessa started to lead her across the room toward the bedroom.
"I have your gift packed away in my suitcase. I grabbed it at the last minute when I found out you would be coming with me to the cabin. Up until now I wasn't sure if I would actually have the courage to give it to you."
"What is it?" Katie asked as they moved into the bedroom.
"You'll see," Vanessa said as she pulled her suitcase out of the closet.
Vanessa dropped a small neatly gift wrapped box on the bed. "While shopping for my own sexy wedding night outfit, I happened to pick something out for you. I mean, I just thought it was a shame such a pretty girl like you not having anything special or sexy to wear."
Vanessa gestured toward the box. "So anyways my condition is simple. You show me how you look in what I got you, and I will show you what I bought special for my wedding night."
"It's a deal," Katie happily told her as she eagerly picked up the gift box while Vanessa crossed over the bedroom and unlatched the bedroom window.
Just before exiting the bedroom, Vanessa turned to Katie saying, "Oh and honey, when you leave the bedroom, make sure you leave the light on next to the bed. I don't like the cabin to be wholly dark. OK? And leave the bedroom window open just a bit as the fresh night air will help you sleep later on."
"Sure, Mom," Katie replied distractedly. She was busy turning the gift box over wondering what it might contain.
A few minutes later, Katie, wearing her mom's sexy gift, stood in the hallway. Poking her head around the corner, while keeping her body hidden, she spied Vanessa sitting on the sofa, sipping on a glass of wine.
"Mom, I have it on, but it's, I don't know, really sexy and I'm really shy so..."
"I know it's sexy, sweetheart. That is why I bought it for you. Anyways, tell you what, Mommy will close her eyes, promise, and then you come over here."
She patted the sofa next to her. "I have a robe here for you too. It's waiting for you on the sofa. I promise not to open my eyes until you put your robe on and then I also promise I won't bug you to show me how your sexy new gift looks on you until you are good and ready to show me."
"But I thought you wanted to see me in my sexy new, outfit."
Vanessa, happily noting the subtle disappointment in her daughter's voice, answered back softly. "Sweetie, yes your Mom really wants to see her baby girl in what I picked out for her, but I know you are shy hon so... I can be patient until you feel brave enough to show me. Is that OK?"
"OK," Katie replied.
"Good, now I am closing my eyes. You tell me when I can open them."
Katie quickly crossed the room to the sofa. Her mom was sitting there, eyes tightly shut as promised. She picked up the beautiful white satin robe and quickly slipped it on, before settling down on the sofa next to her mom.
"OK, you can open your eyes now, Mom."
Vanessa opened her eyes. Turning to her daughter, she dropped her voice to a sad whisper. "Well that is disappointing."
"What is?"
Deciding to play coy Vanessa turned away. "Nothing hon. Just... forget it."
"No tell me."
After a brief pause, Vanessa sighed. "OK, I guess I just thought when I opened my eyes you would pleasantly surprise your mommy by deciding not to put your robe on is all and letting her see you in the outfit she picked out especially for you, but I guess you just don't trust me enough... still."
"I do trust you but--"
"Yeah, I know," Vanessa cut in interrupting her, "my baby girl is shy... or maybe it's more about the trust issue. Either way..."
Vanessa let her voice trail off. Shrugging her shoulders, she climbed to her feet and crossed over to the fireplace. Picking up the black poker, she jabbed it aggressively into the fire, making embers shoot up, while hoping Katie would give chase.
She did. Hopping to her feet, Katie moved over to the fireplace. When Vanessa did not acknowledge her presence, but instead kept jabbing the poker into the fire in that same aggressive manner, Katie placed a hand on her shoulder.
"Come back over to the sofa, Mom and I will show you."
"Promise?" Vanessa replied softly.
"Yes."
Vanessa raised up. "But you don't have to, hon."
"I want to. Come on."
Katie took her mom's hand and led her back over to the sofa. They sat down, close, staring at each other for a long moment before Vanessa reached over and grabbed her half full glass of wine. "One last big sip baby. It will help you overcome that shyness."
Katie obeyed and took a big sip of the wine. It left her feeling relaxed even as she felt her mom's hands tugging on the tie that held her pretty satin robe shut. "Here let Mommy help," Vanessa whispered as she slowly undid her daughter's robe.
Katie leaned back, closing her eyes, as she felt the robe slip off her body. After hearing her mom let out a loud sigh, overly curious to see her reaction, Katie opened her eyes.
"Do you like it Mommy?" she whispered sweetly.
Smiling at her daughter she whispered, "I think mommy did really good. It looks gorgeous on you, baby."
Indeed the white lace corset, in a classic wedding style with its delicate lacey frills along the edges, matched with the white thigh high stockings, and satin boy short panties, looked absolutely delicious on the young Katie.
"It does?" Katie responded secretly thrilled at her mother's praise.
"It certainly does." Taking Katie's hands into hers she guided them to the front of her own robe. "Now it's your turn. Go ahead and take off your mommy's robe... I mean if you are still willing to let her show off for you that is, baby girl."
Katie started to carefully undo the large knot that held Vanessa's fuzzy robe shut as she whispered, "It's only fair, I think, since I am showing off for you, Mommy."
After getting the knot undone, Katie paused, for a brief moment. Her heart was racing as she sensed she was about to get a glimpse of something special. Slowly she pulled her mom's robe open and then slipped it off of her.
"Oh my God," Katie whispered under her breath as she finally beheld what was hiding under her mother's robe. The dramatic build up had been well worth it.
Vanessa was clad, in direct contrast to her daughter's white, in all black. The outfit she chose for her wedding night was oh so delicious looking and sexy. It consisted of two pieces only: the lace top, with sleeves coming down to her elbows, was sheer, showing off those mammoth sized tits of Vanessa's to a lovely degree. Also on full display was Vanessa's perfectly toned tummy as the snug tie top only covered the upper part of her chest, and was held closed by a single delicate black lace ribbon. The matching sheer boy short bottoms rivaled the top in pure sexiness, but was virtually ignored as Katie stared with childish curiosity at her mom's boobies.
Now it was Vanessa's turn to quietly ask, "Do you like it sweetie... do you like the outfit I picked out for my wedding night."
"It's super-duper sexy, Mommy... just like you."
"Oh thank you sweetheart. I was so afraid, like I said, no one would ever see me in it."
"So do you feel better now, Mommy?" Katie asked Vanessa after watching her finish off the last of her wine. "You know, now that I have seen it."
"Yes, a bit, thanks to you."
"Why only a bit?"
"It's a secret but I will make a deal with you, but you gotta listen first."
"OK." Katie replied simply.
"Well, now that we are both so... ahh scantily dressed I was thinking we should maybe go over and get comfortable in front of the warm fire so neither of us gets cold. The rug there, I think you shall find, is super comfortable, baby, especially on your bare skin... unless you wanna get dressed and go to back to bed."
"No," Katie stated firmly, "I want to stay out here with you... and I wanna hear your secret."
"Good and I was thinking if maybe you would allow your mommy to cuddle her little girl in her arms, she would share her secret with her while they were snuggling and cuddling so nicely together in front of the warm romantic fire."
After a moment's hesitation, Katie simply said, "I like secrets."
By now she was having flashbacks to that wickedly delicious night with her daddy where he carefully led her, step by step, down a very naughty path. This almost seemed like it might be happening again, and just like that night, Katie could see herself allowing it. Totally.
Hand in hand they made their way over to the fireplace. Before settling down, Vanessa pulled the large pillow chair out from a far corner and dragged it over to the rug.
"I will need something to lean back against as I cuddle you hon," Vanessa announced while maneuvering the pillow chair into place in the very center of the rug.
Vanessa got herself comfortable first, leaning herself back against the pillow chair, before holding her hands out to Katie, who, after sinking to her knees, snuggled down in front of her mom, leaning back against her mom.
As Katie felt her mom's arms wrap around her, she let out a long sigh. It had been a long time, too long, since she had been cuddled in the arms of someone she called mom. Her former mom, although she did love her, of course, had always been a bit distant with Katie.
She simply was not one to cuddle or snuggle with her daughter, nor had she been at all very touchy-- feely. In other words, it appeared her former mom was the mirror opposite of her current mom.
Running her fingers through Katie's lovely blond hair, her current mommy told her sweetly, "Now you will have to be patient with me in waiting to hear my secret, honey. I have to be careful and pick the exact right moment to reveal it to you... otherwise you may not fully accept it, like I hope you will."
Katie started to respond but was quickly cut off when Vanessa put a finger to her lips. "Mommy I--"
"No questions or comments baby... for now. OK?"
"Sure," Katie sighed.
Vanessa brought her mouth to Katie's ear whispering, "If you really wanna make your mommy feel good sweetie, you will allow her free reign in cuddling her daughter."
The wine had left the normally reticent Katie feeling loose and free allowing her to, without any hesitation this time, respond, "Of course you can have free reign in cuddling me, Mommy. I am all yours... especially if it will make you feel better."
"I'm sure it will baby," Vanessa said as she pulled back. "So then just lay back, close your eyes and let Mommy cuddle her baby girl while enjoying that free reign you just promised her."
Vanessa's hands felt wonderful as they traversed back and forth along Katie's bare shoulders. After a few blissful moments of rubbing her daughter's shoulders, and then on down her bare arms, Vanessa felt emboldened enough to lean forward, planting several light kisses along Katie's shoulders.
Katie's only response to her mommy's soft attentions was a gentle sigh as her kisses moved carefully over to her vulnerable, and oh so sensitive, neck. After showering her daughter's neck with a smattering of light kisses, Vanessa brought her mouth over to Katie's ear.
In the softest of whispers she asked, "Do you love me, baby girl."
"Yes, Mommy," Katie said in between several more gentle sighs. Her mom's little shoulder rub, her kisses, the wine, the romantic atmosphere as they cuddled, were all conspiring to encourage the mood of forbidden romance growing between mommy and her little girl.
Vanessa used one gentle finger to turn Katie's face up toward her. "Tell your mommy you love her, sweetie," Vanessa begged, "Pretty please, baby girl."
Katie started to obey, was opening her mouth to do so in order to speak the words her mother so desperately wanted to hear, when Vanessa stopped her by pressing her finger against her lips.
"Say 'I love you' to your mommy not with words, but like this sweetheart."



Vanessa showered both of Katie's cheeks in turn with light kisses before planting a firmer kiss on her forehead. Finally, after a moment's hesitation, where they gazed deep into each other eyes, both their hearts longing for more, Vanessa brought her lips to Katie's.
When they kissed it sparked something deep within Katie's very soul. It was almost as if a thousand little firecrackers were exploding all over her body, all at once, when their lips brushed together for the first time. Her mom's kiss, full on the lips, gentle yet firm, sweet yet forbidden, lasted for a long slow count of three before she pulled back.
"Now it's your turn, hon," Vanessa whispered, "tell Mommy you love her... like I just showed you."
Katie moved her lips to her mom's cheeks, spraying each with several dainty kisses, before moving up to her forehead, and depositing a single firm kiss there. Her mouth slipped back down, hesitating mere inches from her mom's lips. She closed her eyes, and then became lost when their lips came together in a series of increasing passionate kisses.
The great room was filled with the gentle sound of smacking lips with Katie saying, "I love you" to her mother, not with words, but with kisses--just as her mother prescribed to her.
Their sweet little make out session carried on for what seemed an eternity before their lips parted. Both of them were nearly panting from this long, heartfelt exchange of kisses.
Vanessa was the one to speak first. Whispering, she told her daughter, "Oh sweetie that was so, so nice. I can really feel your love for me... such to the point where you have melted my once cold heart completely and I am ready to share my secret with you. Do you still want to hear it?"
Katie, her heart still thumping away in her chest from their little kissing fest, simply nodded her head yes.
Bringing her hands up, Vanessa framed Katie's pretty face. "My secret is a simple confession baby." she whispered. "Tonight, you being so close, just in the bedroom, yet so far away, was what, more than anything, caused your mommy to cry. You see baby, I didn't marry your father to gain a husband, but because I desperately wanted a daughter... you, sweetheart."
The confession caused Katie's heart to literally stop. "Really, Mommy, could that be true?"
"It is. I swear baby girl. I have wanted you, as my daughter, since we first met that day in the library. Here is another shocking confession, at the wedding this afternoon when the priest announced 'you may kiss your bride' it was not a kiss from your father I so desperately wanted, but one from you, little girl."
Vanessa gently pulled Katie's face closer whispering, "Tell me you love me again, sweetie or tell me you hate me for using your father to get to you and to try to make you mine."
"That is an easy choice, Mommy. I could never hate you but I promise to always..." Again their lips came together, with their kisses, this time, becoming deadly serious almost instantly.
Vanessa took charge. After several soft kisses, she pressed her lips firmly against Katie's before loping her tongue deep inside her mouth. Katie responded by pushing back with her own tongue, just like her daddy taught her not so long ago, as they fell back against the pillow chair.
Another breathless infinity passed, mother and daughter lost in a stormy, wild sea of mad kisses before--finally--Vanessa somehow found the will power to pull back.
Stroking her daughter's face tenderly she breathed, "Are you truly mine, little girl?"
"Yes, Mommy, a thousand times yes, I am all yours."
Vanessa pulled back a bit more, the expression on her face growing somber.
"Then we must make it official... our mother daughter relationship, Katie."
"How," Katie whispered while somehow sensing it was going to involve that little three letter word, S-E-X, her daddy introduced to her on, what she now privately referred to as: The Dark Night of the Varcolac.
A rather ironic name considering she'd been referring to that night by that title--before the fledging authoress, Vanessa, came into her life. The irony stemmed from the proposed title to Vanessa's novel: The Dark Night of the Varcolac.
"Your daddy told me you are really super naïve and innocent in all things but especially the sexy things, Katie, but you must know a man and a woman consummate their relationship on their wedding night by making love. You understand this right, sweetie?" Vanessa gently asked her daughter.
"Yes, I understand as much, Mother," Katie snapped back, almost angry she could not brag about how she was not so sweet and innocent anymore thanks to her daddy.
Running her fingers through Katie's blond mane Vanessa said softly, "Well then, we must also consummate our relationship by performing the most intimate act a mother and her baby girl can share."
"And what is that," Katie whispered. She could feel a tingly feeling growing between her legs as her mother continued to softly stroke her hair.
"I must share something with my daughter that only a kind, nurturing mother can share with her baby..."
Katie, her words barely rising above a whisper, asked again, "What is that?"
Vanessa moved back away from Katie, stretching her body out on the pure white carpet. She leaned on her elbow, her other hand resting on her hip, a look of pure seductive sultriness crossed over her beautiful face as she stared at her prey-- before whispering the words that would set young Katie's heart on fire.
"Mommy needs to share her big boobies with her hungry little baby girl."
Katie tried to speak but the words got stuck in her throat... as she stared at her mommy's immense boobs clad so seductively in their black mesh cage.
"Don't you agree that nothing, absolutely nothing is more loving than a little baby girl suckling on her mother's tits... getting that sweet nourishment from her that only a mommy can provide."
Katie, maybe trying to stave off the inventible, tried to go all clinical on her mother; it didn't work. "You are talking about breast feeding I think, but mother, I am not a baby anymore. I'm eighteen and don't need to suckle my mommy's boobs anymore for... nourishment."
Vanessa only smiled at her daughter's disclaimer. After a brief moment she whispered back. "Nonsense. You are my baby girl, regardless of how old you may be, and the nourishment my baby girl needs tonight, needs now, is not her mommy's milk, but her mommy's love. A love that can flow as sweetly as her milk would have years ago through her breasts, across your eager lips, and into your suckling little mouth."
Vanessa paused once more, while arching her back, putting her large tits on full display for her daughter's wide, staring eyes. "And from that desperate suckling little mouth of yours, my love, your mommy's love that is, will flood your little girl heart as only a mommy's love can."
She reached out, touching Katie's face lightly. "It is, what I'm suggesting, the most intimate act a mother and daughter can perform... don't you agree sweetheart?"
"Yes, but--"
Vanessa interrupted her. "It's my wedding night honey, and as a result of my wedding to your father, you now belong to me... I am your mommy now. I mean..."
Vanessa's voice was breaking. She looked to be on the verge of tears as she began to sniffle. "You told me, 'yes, a thousand times yes', when I asked if you were truly mine."
"I did," Katie whispered. Her thoughts, filled with her new mother's deliciously wicked suggestion, now led her eyes to become helplessly stuck on her mommy's mountainous breasts.
"Then can't we make it official? Don't I deserve to have at least one relationship consummated properly on my wedding night? Don't I deserve that in the very least, sweetheart?"
"You do, Mommy," Katie replied.
"Then kiss me some more, shower your mommy with the love she so desperately needs from her baby girl, and when you are nice and ready, bring your mouth to my ear and whisper..." Reaching out, Vanessa gripped Katie's hands, squeezing them tight as she dropped her voice to a mere whisper. "Mommy, your little baby girl is hungry. Please sweetheart, do this for me." Vanessa leaned forward, placing a small kiss on her forehead, "Pretty please."
Katie, after a brief hesitation, nodded her head yes.
Following the first part of Vanessa's suggestion, Katie brought her lips closer to her mother's face, with the idea of showering her with love. Her kisses, sweet and innocent at first, fell upon her mommy's cheeks, and then her neck, before finally finding her lips.
Once more the silence of the great room was broken by the light smacking sound of mother and daughter's lips coming together - over and over again.
Katie's hands, guided softly by her mother's, found her mom's bare tummy and began rubbing all over in small circles. The circles were rising, slowly, carefully toward her mom's breasts as their tongues engaged in a series of mock battles.
Katie's shy, little hands hesitated. Vanessa's keen Varcolac senses felt the hesitation and reacted. Dropping her own hands, she found Katie's hands floundering about just below the precipitous rise of her boobs. Taking her daughter's hands into her own, Vanessa guided them north. Allowing her mother total supremacy, Katie relaxed, letting her hands be pushed up and onto her mommy's tits.
Vanessa smiled inwardly as she felt her daughter's first tentative squeezes upon her breasts. She allowed their passionate kissing session to extend a few glorious seconds longer as Katie's first hesitant explorations of her mommy's tits became more serious.
It was time. They were in the home stretch now. Breaking off their kisses Vanessa leaned back.
"Do they feel nice baby girl... your mommy's big boobies?"
"Oh God yes, Mommy."
Leaning back onto her elbow once more, Vanessa gave her daughter an inviting smile as she pawed at her tits with both hands. "That's it, honey. Mommy wants you to concentrate on playing with them as it will only serve to ramp up your appetite for them later."
The mother bear watched, her passion growing, as her darling little cub ran her hands lightly all over the vast expanse of her tits, before giving them several eager little squeezes and then pulling back.
Katie, still unsure of herself, looked at her mother, wanting her approval to keep playing. Vanessa's acutely powerful senses again picked up on her daughter's desire immediately.
Tilting her head to one side playfully, Vanessa whispered, "You want permission to keep playing with your mommy's tits, huh little girl? Don't worry, you have mommy's permission, you can play with them if you want, baby girl... for as long as you want even... Mommy doesn't mind."
The memory of that night with her daddy, intense and perfectly clear, as if it happened just yesterday, came flooding back to Katie. The remembered words, the ones he spoke to her so sweetly, so kindly, now only served to ramp up her desire for her new mommy now.
"That's a good girl. Hey, I know, pretend your daddy's big cock is a new toy and you are playing with it for the first time sweetie... show how much daddy's little girl likes playing with her new toy."
The correlation between the two wicked events was not lost on Katie. First, she had treated her daddy's giant cock as a toy, playing with it until it spurted out the cum like an immense geyser. Now, mere months later, she was playing with her mommy's giant boobies.
As she slowly reached out her hands toward her mother's beckoning hills, she wondered if Vanessa wanted her to act all sweet and innocent-- just as her daddy had wanted her to that fateful night while she played with his cock.
No sooner had the thought entered her mind than Vanessa spoke up. Reaching out, she intercepted her daughter's outstretched hands. "I know you are a shy, sweet and innocent little girl, Katie, and playing with your mom's breasts might seem a little naughty but..."
One after the other, she lightly kissed both of Katie's hands before pressing them up against her boobs. "But as long as you play with them shyly, with sweetness and innocence, it will be alright... I promise."
There it was. She wanted her to act shy, sweet and innocent--just like her daddy had wanted her to do. The connection between the two nights was wholly complete now as her new mommy steered her hands to the black satin ribbon in the center of the beautiful black lace tie top.
After getting the ribbon undone, Katie carefully opened up her mommy's lingerie tie top. Letting out a small gasp she whispered, "Oh my God Mommy, your boobies, they are so big and... and beautiful."
"They also might be lots of fun to play with baby girl. Go ahead, you do want to play with them, right?"
"Y-yes," Katie replied as she cupped both of her mom's immense tits in her hands. After jiggling them about--playfully-- for a few seconds, Katie let out a childish giggle before exclaiming, "Wow Mommy, they are so big and bouncy!"
"Yes they are sweetie. And you know what, if I had to guess, I think you have been secretly dreaming of what it might be like to have a bit of fun playing with your Mommy's tits for a long time huh? Maybe since we first met?"
"Maybe?" Katie replied coyly as she gently pushed Vanessa back against the pillow chair.
Using her thumbs, Katie switched to attacking her mom's sensitive nipples. Vanessa, in heaven now, closed her eyes, letting out a long, gentle sigh. All of her scheming, finally, had come home to roost.
Katie watched with naïve delight as her mom's sizable nipples became fully erect. She ran her fingers over them slowly, then faster, as she watched her mommy begin to squirm. Just like with her father before, she was growing bold with the power she was having at making one of her parents feel good.
Katie rose up on her knees. Staring down at her mom's tits, she suddenly had an idea. Taking both her hands she moved them to the outside of her mom's breasts. Smiling, she forcefully squeezed her tits together before suddenly pulling her hands off of them. She let out a soft giggle as she watched them spring back into place... before doing it again... two more times, eliciting more giggles from her.
Vanessa opened her eyes. The soft, sweet attentions her innocent young daughter was paying to her tits was causing a deep seated ache in the very depths of her soul. She needed more!
Reaching out, she took Katie's hands into her own. "Honey, I think playtime is maybe close to being over. I would think you would be getting maybe... a little hungry."
"Hungry for what, Mommy?" Katie demurely asked.
"Hungry for these," Vanessa barked before suddenly becoming ultra-aggressive. Without warning, she quickly overpowered her giggling daughter, flipping her onto her back. Pushing her mammoth tits down directly into Katie's face she threatened to smother the poor girl in an immense wave of tit flesh.
Lifting up just a bit, Vanessa allowed Katie a few quick breaths before pushing her tits back down in her face. Any protests Katie might have had were buried in a delightful avalanche of soft, warm tit flesh.
After a few wonderful seconds, Vanessa rose up again, allowing Katie to catch her breath, before slowly lowering her chest down, just enough, so her hanging breasts were dangling delightfully in Katie's face. Swaying back and forth, she playfully batted her tits against her daughter's face.
Now it was Katie's turn to sigh from all of her mom's soft, playful attentions.
Vanessa lifted up again, staring down at her daughter. Their eyes met. They both understood what must come next as Katie whispered sweetly, "Mommy all this playing has made me... hungry... really hungry."
"Hungry for more of Mommy's kisses maybe sweetie," she whispered in a voice hoarse with anticipation. Wrapping her arms around Katie, she drew her into a tight embrace. Their lips came together as Katie's hands automatically went back to her mommy's tits again.
Their tongues slipped in and out of each other mouth's as Katie continued to paw at her mommy's breasts with renewed eagerness.
Vanessa pulled back slightly. "Come baby girl, show Mommy how hungry you are to receive her love."
"Yes, Mommy," Katie said as she felt Vanessa slowly pushing her face down into her warm bosom.
"Close your eyes and open your mouth little girl," Vanessa whispered. Cradling her daughter in the crook of her arm, Vanessa arched her back pushing her tits into her daughter's face.
Katie, her eyes tightly shut, felt one of Vanessa's fully erect nipples slip softly across her lips. She allowed a few blissful seconds to pass before she latched onto the erect nipple with her eager, young mouth. Clamping down on it with her lips, Katie began to suckle tenderly on her mommy's nipple, causing her to let out a sharp hiss.
Vanessa ran her fingers delicately through her daughter's hair while Katie ever so sweetly, ever so patiently, but most especially, ever so tenderly, alternated suckling on each of her mom's boobs.
The love flowed between mother and daughter as the affectionate little suckling session filled the great room with Vanessa's soft moans of pleasure. She never experienced such tenderness in having her boobies suckled on, and it was driving her absolutely crazy with pure and unadulterated love for her daughter.
Presently, Katie's youthful eagerness took over with the kindly little suckling session turning hotly passionate when her tongue joined the fray. Lashing her flickering tongue out, Katie lathered her mom's distended nipple with a decided enthusiasm, eliciting a desperate moan from Vanessa.
The tongue lashing digressed into a desperate suckling session when Katie opened her mouth wide sucking in the entirety of her mom's nipple into her impatient mouth.
Her mouth was soon flying back and forth between Vanessa's tits, attacking each with a sequence of impassioned kisses which quickly turned into a wild suckling fest.
"Oh God baby, that's it... suck on Mommy's titties. Oh that feels so good." Vanessa was squirming all over the pillow chair. Her pussy was on absolute fire and in desperate need of attention.
Katie, after several breathless minutes, finally took a break, if only to catch her breath. Looking up her at her mommy, she batted her eyes at her seductively before whispering, "Is your little girl doing good, Mommy?"
"Oh God yes, honey, but, you know something, if you really want to make mommy feel good can you..." She leaned down whispering the rest in her ear. "Play with Mommy's kitty cat... you know down there between her legs."
Katie pulled back from her mom's heaving chest, before answering shyly, "M-mommy I... I don't know if I can do that... I... I mean that would be really, really naughty."
She was half just playing reticent with her mother, and half being serious. Either way, it played perfectly into Vanessa overall game plan as, just then, he came padding softly into the great room.
For the past several hours, after it got dark and the full moon came alive, releasing the full extent of his dark Varcolac powers, Roger had been running--like a wolf--across the dark Romanian country side.
He didn't have directions to the cabin, but it mattered little as what he possessed now was better than even the best directions. Thanks to that earlier little nip on his neck Vanessa gave him as they said their goodbyes, the professor now enjoyed a direct emotional, physical and mental link with her.
His sharpened Varcolac senses would guide him directly to the cabin as he followed the link with his wife, much like a homing pigeon uses magnetoreception to find its way home.
Once he got close, the cabin was easy to spot, even in the dark forest, made easier by Vanessa insistence of leaving the light on in the bedroom. The professor slowed down from his previous hurtling gallop he used to get there, to a stealthily crawl as he approached the nearly dark cabin.



Vanessa's instructions were explicit: enter the cabin through the unlatched bedroom window, sit down on the bed and wait patiently for her signal.
The professor's ears perked up. There it was, the signal coming from the great room. Despite the fact, Vanessa whispered the words ever so quietly in their daughter's ear, Roger heard the words clearly. Vanessa had written the two words down which would serve as their secret signal on a small piece of paper while giving him the night's instructions. The words were simple: kitty cat.
Play with Mommy's kitty cat... you know down there between her legs.
He jumped to his feet, exiting the bedroom quietly. The thought Katie was now "their" daughter wholly excited the professor. His nearly nine inch cock was already twitching, and ready for action, as he slipped out of the bedroom and into the dark hallway--on his way to the cabin's great room and a night of wicked adventure.
The professor silently entered the great room. Pausing, he looked over at his daughter and wife, over on the rug in front of the blazing fire. Vanessa's keen hearing naturally heard him enter the room, despite how absolutely quiet he thought he was being.
She quickly pulled her lace lingerie top back in place, before hurriedly tying the ribbon up to hold it in place. It was not yet time to reveal her fully bare boobs to the professor's hungry eyes.
The professor moved closer to them. Katie's back was to him. She had just stammered out a nervous unsure reply to her mom's whispered request to play with her "kitty cat".
Vanessa looked at him over her daughter's shoulder, resisting the urge to smile, before she nodded her assent to him for the night's second naughty act to begin.
"Now don't be like that honey. Your mommy asked you to do something and you need to obey her."
Katie whipped her head around. "Daddy," she cried out, jumping to her feet. Dashing the few feet across the room to him, she threw herself in his arms. He hugged her tightly for a minute before she pulled back.
"I thought you were going to see Nana. Did something happen, is she OK?"
"Your Nana is fine, sweetheart. It was a... ahh a false alarm."
"Oh," Katie said taking a step back.
Suddenly realizing how everything must look to him, Katie started to blurt out, what, an excuse maybe, as to why she was with her new stepmother, doing some naughty stuff on the rug... and why they were both dressed so sexy.
"Look Daddy, about..." She waved her hand around and back toward her mother, "all this, listen, I can explain, me and mommy were just... ahh..."
"Shhh, sweetie," the professor interrupted his daughter with a quick finger to her lips. "No need to explain. You and mommy were just... bonding. Right honey?"
"That is right my dearest husband. Me and Katie here were just bonding... like any good mother and daughter should do."
"So... so you are not upset, Daddy?"
"Not hardly baby. In fact, I think you need to go back over to the rug and obey your mother. If I am not mistaken, just before I walked in she had asked you nicely to do something for her. Isn't that right?"
"Yes, but she wants me to--"
The professor again interrupted his daughter, this time by aggressively grabbing her hand. Practically dragging her back over to the rug, he barked at her, "Now I want you to be a good girl and obey your mother and no more questions or comments or complaining."
The professor half pushed, half helped, his daughter down onto her knees, next to her mother.
"But Daddy--" Katie started to protest before being rudely cut off by her mother this time. "Katie..." Vanessa snapped at her, "you need to obey both your daddy and your mommy, and your daddy said no more questions or comments. So what does that mean?"
To emphasize her point, Vanessa reached out, snagging Katie's hand in her own, before squeezing it tight... very tight. "Answer me," Vanessa snapped harshly at her daughter.
"Answer your mother, Katie," the professor added sharply. Properly cowed now, with both her father and mother snapping at her so seriously, Katie answered meekly, "It means no more questions or comments."
"And," Vanessa said tersely.
"And... and..." Katie was unsure of what else they wanted her to say.
Softening his tone, the professor came riding to her rescue. "And obey your mommy is what your answer should be, honey."
"Yes, and obey my mommy," Katie said looking up at her father.
After taking two quick steps toward them, the professor leaned down and whispered in his daughter's ear.
"Tell her you will be a good girl and obey... anything... we tell you for the rest of the night..." Straightening up, the professor used one hand to nudge his daughter's shoulder saying, "Well go on, tell her."
Katie turned back to Vanessa. "Mommy, I will be a good girl and do anything you and daddy ask me to do... for the rest of the night."
"Promise sweetheart... promise you will do anything Mommy and Daddy says without question."
"I... promise," Katie answered nervously. Her nervousness came naturally from being put into such a compromising position and was only matched by her pure excitement at being put into such a position.
"OK then, you be a good girl then by sitting there patiently while you mother goes and prepares things inside the bedroom. Oh and no trying to talk to your father. I don't want you asking him a bunch of silly questions. Understood?"
"Yes, Mommy," Katie immediately snapped.
As soon as she had left the room though Katie advanced toward her father whispering, "Daddy I--"
She barely got the whispered words out when almost immediately from the bedroom came Vanessa's harsh voice. "I can hear you young lady. Go sit back down and keep quiet as your mommy instructed you."
Roger gestured for his daughter to obey as a smitten Katie retreated back to the rug.
A short minute or two later, Vanessa came out of the bedroom. Pausing at the edge of the great room, she gestured for her husband and daughter to follow her into the bedroom.
Inside the bedroom, it was now bathed in soft candle light from the dozens of tall pillar candles covering both of the nightstands flanking the queen sized poster bed, along with an excessive amount of smaller tea light candles covering the dresser, Katie and Roger paused.
Vanessa was sitting on the edge of the bed with a wicked smile on her face. In her hands she was holding a pair of hand cuffs.
"A-re those for me, Mommy?" Katie nervously asked.
"Actually, they are for your daddy, sweetheart. Come here professor so I can put them on you."
A few seconds later the professor was sitting on the edge of the bed, toward the foot board, his hands securely cuffed behind his back.
"Why did you handcuff my daddy, Mommy?" Katie quietly asked.
"It's so he can't even think of touching himself as me and my pretty new daughter do some more bonding, sweetie. I mean you do wanna bond some more with me right, baby girl?"
"Yes, Mommy I do," she answered immediately.
Roger sighed as he suspected he would be in for some serious teasing.
"Now that I have secured your daddy nice and proper it's time for you to do the same to me, baby."
Vanessa leaned backwards, stretching out on her back in the middle of the bed. "See those shackles on both of the upper posts sweetie. Use them to secure your mommy to the bed."
Katie's heart raced. She had not noticed the pair of gleaming black shackles attached to each of the upper bed posts.
As she quickly followed her mom's instructions her excitement continued to increase to a fever pitch by the time she snapped the second shackle securely around her mom's left wrist.
Everything was set now as Vanessa whispered to her daughter, "Do you remember what your mommy asked you to do just before your daddy interrupted us?"
"Hmm, play with your kitty cat... down there between your legs." Katie shyly answered.
"Good so..." Vanessa said to her as she spread her legs a bit wider.
Katie nervously raised up onto her knees. She wasn't sure what she was actually supposed to do, but she would have to give it a shot or otherwise... yeah she would be in trouble.
Sensing Katie's unsureness, Vanessa raised her head up, calling out to her husband. "Honey, why don't you help that pretty daughter of ours out and maybe give her some instructions on exactly what she should do."
Turning to look at her daddy, Katie said, "Yeah that is a good idea, Daddy." Softening her voice, making it as sweet and innocent as possible, Katie added, "I... I don't really know how to play with mommy's kitty cat... I never done nuttin like that before, you know."
Roger cleared his throat before speaking. Apparently, despite being cuffed and helpless, he now -somehow-- found himself in charge.
"OK then, ahh... listen to me sweetie and do exactly as I say."
Vanessa smiled, things were going better than she could have hoped for... so far. Sinking back down against the bed, she closed her eyes, preparing to be the recipient of what she hoped was some very soft and sweet affections from her lovely daughter.
"Now honey, listen closely. Position yourself between your mommy's legs, sitting on your knees."
Katie quickly scooted around so she was facing Vanessa, between her legs, just as her daddy instructed her.
"Now take your hands, both of them, and place them each on one of your mommy's lower thighs and then carefully caress them in small circles, going higher and higher, with each passing circle.
Katie did exactly as her daddy instructed, rubbing her mommy's lower thighs in small circles while ever so slowly moving upward.
The professor gave it a few moments, until Katie was rubbing at about mid-thigh before he called out. "Does Mommy's thighs feel nice and firm, hon?"
"Yes Daddy," she promptly replied.
"Well keep going... right up to the edge of her sexy panties."
Katie again did exactly as he instructed, rubbing her mommy's thighs in small tight circles right up to the very edge of her panties.
"Now reach one finger carefully inside of your mommy's panties and see if you can find her kitty cat."
"OK, Daddy," Katie replied softly as she slipped one finger inside her mommy's panties.
Mere seconds later, Katie exclaimed with exaggerated innocence, "Daddy, I think I found it. I can feel the fur... and it's thick and soft."
Vanessa smiled. She was old school and had a full bush of healthy, dark pubic hair down there.
"Then start petting it baby, start petting mommy's kitty cat," Vanessa whispered.
Vanessa again smiled as she felt her daughter gently stroking her pubic hair with such tender loving care leaving her nearly breathless. Speaking up she said, "Honey, I think it might be easier to pet mommy's kitty cat if you took her panties off."
The professor sighed and started to squirm mightily as he watched his daughter carefully pull his wife panties down and off of her. Katie sat there, on her knees still, staring intently at her mommy's pussy. Reaching up, she used the back of one finger to stroke the soft tufts of dark hair between her mommy's legs.
The sight of his daughter bent over, using a single finger to stroke his wife's pubic hair, was causing his cock to become nothing less than a raging monster.
"Now use that lucky finger you are petting mommy's kitty cat with honey to find her secret spot. It should be nice and moist by now and somewhere under the fur. Go on... do some exploring until you find it baby girl."
Katie smiled to herself. She knew what her daddy was talking about, knew exactly what he was talking about as she had played with herself enough to know, but decided to still play the role of innocent little girl... to the hilt, for them.
She continued to stroke the soft pubic hair for a few seconds longer before exclaiming, "Daddy I can't find it."
"Ask your mommy to spread her legs a bit wider hon... it might help. Plus, maybe you should lean down, get real close and you might be able to actually see it with your own eyes."
"Mommy can you spread your legs wider for me?" Katie asked softly.
"Sure baby," Vanessa replied before opening her legs wider for her curious daughter.
Katie moved her face closer, getting a faint sniff of her mom's womanly scent down there. Using her index finger she stroked the soft fur a few more times before letting it slip down further and inside of her mommy.
Moving carefully now, she let her finger deftly slip in and out of her mom's wet opening several times, noting how this made her squirm and moan a bit, Katie did it again, this time a bit harder and faster, causing her to moan and squirm even louder this time.
"That's it sweetie. Do it again, harder and faster," the professor whispered as his cock began to get hard... real hard.
Katie went to town then on her mom, shoving her finger in and out at an increasingly furious pace, making the bound Vanessa wriggle all over the bed, much to Katie's joyful delight.
"Why don't you try kissing your Mommy... down there baby," the professor quietly offered from his observation post at the end of the bed.
Katie gave both her mom and dad a sly smile before lowering her mouth in between her mom's legs.
"Oh God that feels so good," Vanessa moaned as she felt her daughter's first tentative licks lapping at her moist snatch box.
"Use your tongue to play with your mommy's clit baby," Roger told his daughter in a desperate whisper.
After some playful searching, Katie's curious tongue found her mommy's clit, attacking it with youthful exuberance.
Katie smiled inwardly, loving the way she was making her mommy moan with such wicked pleasure. Pulling back slightly, she let her tongue lazily lick up and down the vertical gash of her mommy's hair covered pussy before she applied several loving kisses directly on her swollen clit.
"Oh God baby... you... you are going to make Mommy come but..." Raising up, it took all of Vanessa's willpower to make her daughter stop. "But it's not time yet so stop baby."
Katie reluctantly pulled her mouth back from her mom's sweet tasting pussy as she looked up at her, awaiting further instructions.
"Professor come closer and stand up. Right next to the edge of the bed where your daughter is at," Vanessa told her husband.
Roger quickly obeyed as he hopped to his feet and moved hurriedly over toward the side of the bed where his daughter was awaiting further instructions.
"Now Katie, sweetheart, I want you to undo your daddy's jeans and underwear for him in preparation of you playing with that big hard cock of his."
"Yes, Mommy," Katie whispered as she impatiently yanked down her daddy's jeans and then his underwear. After kicking both the jeans and underwear aside, Roger stood there, his large hard cock jutting out toward his daughter.
Vanessa, speaking in hushed tones, now told her daughter what to do next. "Now lick the palm of your left hand. Get it nice and moist before wrapping it around your daddy's cock."
Roger let out a quiet sigh as his daughter's hand wrapped itself around his hardness. "Now start stroking him at the same time you lean that talented mouth of yours down to your mommy's pussy so you can give her kitty cat some more loving attention."
In a mere manner of moments, Katie had both her bound and helpless parents squirming with forbidden pleasure.
As Katie happily licked and stroked her mother and father respectively to intense orgasms it was not lost on how powerful she felt giving them both coinciding pleasure as they were so helplessly bound. Yet although both of her master's, that is her parents, may have been bound and she was the only one free, she still felt utterly powerless to them.
As Katie's tongue darted and flitted across her clit a squirming Vanessa cried out, "Oh God, baby, Mommy is going to come baby... don't stop... Please don't stop."
Roger watched the action on the bed as his daughter's hand expertly stroked his cock to full hardness and beyond. He was already near to coming when his wife moaned loudly, "Oh God baby... Mommy is coming... Mommy is commming."
Watching his young daughter pleasure his wife, combined with her softly stroking him, tipped the professor over the edge as a huge load of cum spurted forth from the head of his cock.
"Oh wow I made both mommy and daddy come almost at the same time," a very self-satisfied Katie giggled.
"Yes you did sweetie now be a good girl and release your daddy and me from our handcuffs. The key is there in the nightstand."
After the both of them was free, Vanessa patted the bed next to her whispering, "Now my pets... come snuggle with me on the bed while we exchange some soft kisses while waiting for my husband to regain his strength for our next forbidden adventure."
They both happily obeyed and within minutes were engaged in a hot three way kissing fest as Roger, within a very short period of time, was feeling himself growing hard once again.
During their kissing fest, Vanessa whispered to her new husband how she allowed his prior powers to return. Most specifically of these powers was the ability to get hard again after a very short refractory period. He also, once again, enjoyed the power to swell his cock again up to a mighty ten inches or so by simply putting his mind to it. Or in the reserve, he could use his shape shifting ability to make it a more manageable six inches if he so desired.
"Now warm me up, both of you, by suckling on my boobies so sweetly before I let my husband finally make love to his new wife on their wedding night while our daughter watches."
Roger and Katie both fell on Vanessa's big tits like a pair of ravenous dogs then as they sucked on them with a barely controlled wild passion.
It didn't take long before Vanessa was twisting around onto her hands and knees. "Go on professor, fuck me doggy style... hard and fast. I need it so bad."
Roger slowly rose to his knees before positioning himself behind his new wife as his daughter maneuvered around so she could cradle her mommy's head against her chest while she got fucked.
With his now ten inch hard cock, swollen to such lengths by merely thinking of it, Roger flashed back to the months long teasing he was forced to endure from Vanessa as they dated. As he snuggled up behind her, his mighty hardness resting on her wet doorstep, he prepared to give his wife a harder, faster, and better fuck than she had ever enjoyed before.
Gripping her by the hips, he very slowly nestled his cock just inside of her as he heard Katie whisper to her mother, "Daddy is going to fuck you so hard and good huh, Mommy?"
Wanting the tension rise to nearly an unbearable level, Roger said to his daughter, "Katie, sweetie, why don't you pull down that cute little corset of yours and let your mommy suckle on your delicious little boobies while I began to make love to her."
"Yes, that is a good idea baby," Vanessa whispered to her daughter, "Mommy would love to suck on her little girls titties."
Playing coy, Katie whispered back. "Really mommy you would," as she slowly tugged the corset down to reveal her small boobs to her mother.
Vanessa's mouth darted forward, lavishing an embarrassment of loving kisses all over her daughter's chest as her husband used the tip of his penis to carefully stroke up and down and around her wet hole.
Katie, warming to the task, lovingly stroked her mom's hair as she suckled on her tits. Having what she hoped was a good idea, she looked up at her daddy, "Go on daddy fuck mommy for me. I wanna see. Fuck her hard and fast. Make the bitch moan... please daddy... for me."
Vanessa pulled her face away from her daughter's delightfully small tits. Smirking, she whispered harshly, "Yeah shove it in Professor... show me how hard you can fuck me. I need it so badly..." Turning to Katie she whispered, "Right baby... mommy needs it so badly."



"Yes she does Daddy. Fuck her please daddy... for me."
Roger took a deep breath before he violently propelled his hips forward, burying his full ten inch hardness deep inside of his wife.
"OH GOD," Vanessa moaned loudly as she felt herself being impaled by her husband's huge cock.
Turing her face up to her, Katie kissed her mother passionately cutting off her moans as Roger repeatedly slammed his cock inside of his wife in a hammer like fashion.
Katie, breaking off their passionate kiss, looked down. She smiled, liking the way her mommy's whole body was being rocked back and forth, liking the way her mommy was moaning so loudly from the intense fucking she was getting from her daddy.
"Mommy is getting fucked so hard and good huh," Katie cooed to her.
"Oh God... she is." Vanessa panted as her husband continued to rock into her with a furious passion that soon had her tipping over the edge.
When Katie reached down, cupping her tits while playing with her ultra-sensitive nipples, it propelled Vanessa over the edge as she came hard bare seconds before the professor exploded deep inside of her.
Katie watched, very much amused as both her mommy and daddy slumped down onto the bed, panting like a pair of wild dogs.
"That was fun watching. Can I watch every night... can I huh?" Katie asked sweetly.
After allowing herself a few precious seconds to catch her breath, Vanessa replied quietly, "If it's OK with your daddy you can do more than watch... you can join in our lovemaking... every night baby... starting here and now."
"Of course I am OK with that," Roger replied while trying to hide his eagerness at having both his daughter and his wife in his bed.
"Well then let's start the fun and games now. I do believe we both have been satisfied but little Katie here... un-huh," Vanessa said as she stroked her daughter's soft cheek.
"Go on stand up, baby." Vanessa took her hand, helping her daughter to her feet.
Katie obeyed, allowing her mother to help her to her feet. As she stood next to the bed she looked at her parents as they sat side by side each other while wondering what her deliciously wicked mother had in store for them.
"Wait one second guys. I just gotta get a little something," Vanessa told them as she hurried off to the bedroom's small closet before returning with a shoe box while wearing a sexy little white satin robe she donned from inside the closet.
"Now slowly strip off the rest of the way that sexy corset of yours for us, baby girl."
When Katie hesitated, instead of obeying right away, her shy act always seemed to pay outsized dividends, although, even now, truth be told, it was not really an act, her daddy snapped harshly, "Katie, obey your mother, now."
As Katie slowly undid the intricate hook closures running up the front side of the corset she became acute aware of the way both her parents were staring at her with a looks of hungry desire on their faces.
After stripping the undone corset off her body, Katie dropped it to the floor.
"Now take off your stockings sweetie," Vanessa ordered her.
Katie didn't hesitate this time as she stripped off both stockings before tossing them aside also.
"And now, finally, take off those cute little boy shorts of yours baby so me and your daddy can partake in your glorious completely naked body."
Slowly, again extremely mindful of the way they were both looking at her, Katie shyly stripped off her boy shorts.
As soon as she was naked, Vanessa reached behind her, grabbing the shoe box and handing it to her daughter. "Put these slutty little shoes on your mommy picked out for you the other day baby and your look will be complete for us."
Katie hurriedly slipped on the silver pointy toed pumps with their delicious five and half inch heels before turning to her parents.
"Actually, the truth is, these sexy little shoes I picked out for you are more of a present for your daddy than you baby girl so go ahead and ask him how he likes the present his adoring new wife got him."
"Daddy, do you like Mommy's present."
"Wait before your answer sweetheart," Vanessa interjected, "Why don't you strut around the bedroom a few times allowing your daddy to admire his present."
"OK," Katie whispered as she carefully navigated a few times back and forth across the small bedroom. She could feel her daddy's eyes tracking her every movement, especially when she turned her back to him strutting away. Wanting to please the both of them, Katie screwed up her courage, allowing her to add a bit of swagger to her walk.
Vanessa leaned in close to the professor whispering, "Jesus that little slut of a daughter of ours pretends to be shy but she is actually a bit of a show off huh, honey. Look at the way she is strutting that cute little ass of hers around."
"Yeah, I think so," Roger replied quietly as his eyes seemed to be helplessly glued to his daughter's supple ass as she sashayed about the bedroom.
After another once around the room, Katie sashayed up to her daddy. "Tilting her head seductively at him, she whispered, "Hmm, do you like the way mommy's present looks on your little girl, Daddy?"
"Very much so, sweetie."
"So how about let's see if me and you," Vanessa interjected, "can get your daddy all... hmm excited about his present shall we."
Taking charge, once again, Vanessa took both her husband and her daughter by the hand, leading them out of the bedroom and back out to the great room.
After enlivening the fire with some fresh logs, the professor made himself comfortable under a blanket on the sofa while the girls settled down on the rug in front of the fireplace.
"I have yet another present for my husband," Vanessa told them as she reached over to the sofa where she pulled a small box hidden strategically just under the sofa on the floor. The box was expertly wrapped in shiny silver wrapping paper.
Handing it to Katie, Vanessa said, "We don't you open his present up for him, baby."
Katie looked at her daddy and after he nodded his head in approval she excitedly tore the wrapping paper off revealing a plain white oblong box underneath.
"Go ahead and open the box, sweetie," Vanessa said as she gave her husband a sly smile.
Katie pried the lid off the box before letting out a small giggle as she pulled her daddy's present out from the box.
"Do you know what that is, sweetie," Vanessa said as Katie curiously turned the large, bendable, vibrating double dong around in her hands. The purple double dong was a nice fourteen inches in total length with a blissful four inch girth. Included was a small hand held four speed remote control in matching purple and a small bottle of lube.
The naïve Katie was not well versed in sexy toys so she was telling the truth when she shook her head saying, "Uh-uh. I mean... it's kind of weird looking mommy."
After staring at it thoughtfully for a few seconds later, Katie added, "The ends looks like the head of... you know... a man's thingy but why does it have one at both ends. I thought... what do you call them?"
"They're called a dildos, sweetie," Vanessa answered for her.
"Yeah, dildos but I thought they only had one head thingy shaped like a man?"
"This is a special kind of dildo, baby girl. It's called a double dong. It's a real fun kind of sex toy, sweetie and it's made for girls to play with."
"Hmm, but mommy if it's made for girls to play with how is it a present for my daddy?"
Vanessa smiled at her naïve daughter and although she couldn't tell if she was really being "that" naïve, or it was just an act, it mattered little as it played right into her hands. "Coz baby girl watching me and you play with it will be a very nice present indeed for him. Especially if we let him kind of join in at first as he sits quietly and watches by controlling this."
Turning to Roger, Vanessa smiled brightly, "Don't you agree, honey? You wanna watch me and your daughter play with the toy I got you."
"Very much so," Roger said rather eagerly as he took the remote control from his wife before settling back down on the sofa.
Katie watched curiously as her mom lubed up both ends of the dual threat dildo.
"Now lean back on your elbows baby and mommy will insert your end for you first before she puts her end in, OK?"
"OK, Mommy," Katie whispered sweetly as she laid back on the nice thick rug while spreading her legs.
Katie let out a soft groan as she felt the bulbous head of her end of the dildo penetrate her slowly guided by her mommy's expert hand.
She then watched as her mom stripped off her robe before positioning herself facing her. Moving slowly, Vanessa inserted the other end of the lethal purple dildo inside of herself. They intertwined their legs as they both slowly, carefully, especially Katie, worked the double ended dildo deeper inside themselves by slowly thrusting forward and back.
They maintained total eye contact, as they gyrated their hips forward, allowing the intimacy to grow between them. Then the professor got into the act as he clicked the remote control for the vibrating feature of the dong to its lowest setting of one.
Katie's eyes flickered with soft surprise as she felt the dildo come to life inside of her while Vanessa, an old pro at such things, only smiled at her husband while mouthing the words higher.
Roger happily indulged his wife as he ramped the vibrator feature up to the next to highest setting of three, merrily skipping right past two.
Poor Katie. She let out a loud whimper as her head lolled back when the vibrating dildo absolutely set her young pussy on fire. Meanwhile, the old pro Vanessa only smiled as the dildo buried inside started to vibrator with a more serious purpose.
Reaching out, she found Katie's hands with her own. Grabbing them tightly, she pulled the young girl closer to her forcing the dildo inside of her tight little snatch box deeper.
Quickly the two of them fell into a rhythm of sorts as both their hips gyrated back and forth, back and forth, allowing the dual ends of the dildo to easily slide in and out of their cunts simultaneously.
Vanessa gestured at her husband to come closer as she carefully watched her daughter slide inexorably closer to the edge of an intense climax.
It was too soon though for such a happy ending for the young lady. No, instead, Vanessa had something entirely naughtier in mind for her young, naïve daughter.
With a quick wave of her hand she indicated for her husband to turn the vibrating feature off just as she stopped pumping her hips forward in time with her daughter's.
"Honey... stop... it's too soon for you to come, baby," Vanessa whispered harshly at Katie.
"But Mommy, I... I was almost there," a disappointed Katie whined as she sat up, resting on her elbows.
"That's OK baby, as if you are OK with it Mommy has an idea that will make that orgasm you thought you were just robbed of appear to be mere child's play."
"Really, what... what do you have in mind?"
Vanessa gave her daughter a sly smile before saying, "It's going to be a surprise for you baby. You like surprises, sweetie... right."
"Yes, Mommy," Katie dutifully and truthfully answered.
"Good then..." Leaning over she whispered some quick instructions in the professor's ear.
Katie watched as her daddy, the blanket wrapped tightly around his body, disappeared hurriedly into the bedroom.
"Run to the bathroom real quick baby and then meet me back out here in the great room and we will take you to your surprise."
Katie obeyed her mother and ran off to the bathroom to take care of her business while wondering, very excitedly, just what kind of naughty surprise her wicked mommy had in store for her... or them actually.
Upon coming back out to the great room, she found both her mom and dad dressed in robes and waiting for her impatiently.
"So where is my surp--" Katie started to ask before her question was rudely interrupted as her mother snapped at her harshly, "Silence young lady."
Next her daddy grabbed her roughly spinning her around as he too snapped at her, "Listen to your mother, Katie and stay silent."
Before she could even think of disobeying, Katie found her father forcefully yanking both her hands behind her back before snapping the same handcuffs around her wrists she used on him earlier and then her world was plunged into darkness when her mother put a black blindfold in place over her eyes.
What happened next in front of the fire was a bit of a blur as Katie found herself being spun back and forth between her parents as they took turns applying a plethora of wet, wild kisses to both her lips.
She also found a pair of soft hands, it must be her mom's, rubbing enticingly all her bare ass while another, rougher pair of hands, fondled her small breasts.
The wild fondling kissing session lasted for a few breathless moments before her mother announced, "Let's get the little bitch in the bedroom."
Grabbing her roughly by the arm, Vanessa half pushed and half propelled her across the great room, down the short hallway and into the bedroom.
As Katie found herself being half dragged, half carried toward the bedroom her mom leaned over, hissing in her ear, "Do you know what's going to happen when we get that cute little bitch ass of yours in the bedroom, sweetie."
"Uh-uh," Katie said innocently although she did have some thoughts on the matter.
"Me and your daddy are going to take turns fucking you silly baby girl," Vanessa said in a harsh whisper just loud enough to get the attention of the professor.
Hearing such a matter of fact assessment of the situation caused his already twitchy manhood to spring back to life.
Once they had Katie inside the bedroom, at a nod from Vanessa they both fell on her with ravenous appetites. Katie, once again, found herself being spun back and forth as they took turns kissing her while their relentless hands travelled up and down, exploring every inch of her naked body.
Katie sighed, over and over again, as she felt both her parents kissing her simultaneously on the sides of her neck. Her sighs became more pronounced when their joint kisses fell together on each of her small boobies.
"Oh God," she whispered as their joint tongues flickered delicately over her nipples making them spring to life.
Adding to her carnal delight was the way they both were taking turns exploring her tight little cunt with their fingers.
Her knees were beginning to get weak as her parents lustful cravings for their innocent young daughter reached a fever pitch. Knowing who was really in charge, Katie cried out, softly, sadly, "Please Mommy I... I need to sit down. You guys are making my knees weak."
Giving her husband a knowing look, Vanessa guided her new daughter, her new plaything that is, over to the bed before roughly shoving her down as she barked, "Fine, sit and then spread those legs of yours, Katie."
Vanessa dropped to her knees in front of her daughter as the professor maneuvered himself so he was positioned behind his daughter on the bed, sitting on his knees.
Wrapping his arms around her, he held his daughter tight as his wife went to town eating her pussy.
"Oh Mommy that feels so good," Katie hissed as her mom expertly slashed her tongue back and forth, and all around her daughter's delectable tight little cunt.
At the same time her mother's tongue was attacking her clit with impassioned vigor, her daddy assaulted her vulnerable neck and throat with dozens of loving kisses as he used his fingers to delicately tweak her nipples.
The bound and blindfolded Katie was suffering--quite joyfully-- from sensory overload as her moans of forbidden pleasure became louder and more desperate.
Sensing she was about to tip over the edge, Vanessa pulled back as she had a more wicked idea of just how she would make her daughter come over and over again like a cheap little harlot.
All it took was a subtle glance from Vanessa for the professor to pull back himself.
He watched as his wife lubed up, once again, both ends of the double dong before giving him a nod.
"Pull her back so she is laying on her back, honey," she told Roger as she settled down on the bed next to them.
"Be a good girl now and lay back for your mommy and daddy," the professor sweetly told his daughter as he helped her recline backwards.
"Now spread your legs again, baby as mommy is going to use her toy to play with that sweet little pussy of yours."
Katie jerked and little out a small moan as she felt her pussy being invaded by the double dong and then... Oh God... she felt the other end of the double dildo being rubbed gently up and around her anal cavity... before her mommy slowly pushed it up and inside of her there also.
Giving her husband a smile, Vanessa quietly gestured for him to take out his cock and put it in her mouth.
The professor stroked his daughter's blond hair softly as he gently turned her face toward him and his waiting hardness.
Whispering, he said, "Open your mouth baby... daddy has something for you to suck on while mommy uses her toy on you."
Katie took a deep breath before obeying.
The bound, blindfolded Katie, now with all three of her holes being filled, writhed in pure carnal delight as her mommy and daddy treated her body like a playground.
Her squirming reached epic proportions when her mom turned on the remote control making the dildo begin to hum softly. She only waited a moment or two before adjusting the setting from one to two, causing Katie to squirm all the more.
The professor meanwhile was working his hardness in and out of her mouth. His excitement was nearing a fever pitch as he watched his wife work the double dong in and out of both of her holes down there.
Vanessa turned the setting up to three. Katie immediately began to thrash her body around uncontrollably, forcing the professor to use one hand to hold her head in place as she sucked his cock.
Finally, as part of the grand finale, Vanessa twisted the knob to four, the highest setting, before dropping the remote on the bed. Immediately she reached down with both hands, using her fingers to lightly tweak her daughter tender young nipples.
Katie, with the double dong inside of both her pussy and ass, humming at its highest setting, thrashed, twisted and squirmed as an intense orgasm of epic proportions washed over her. If her mouth wasn't filled with her daddy's cock her moans of pure forbidden ecstasy would have filled the small bedroom with forbidden passion.
Instead just as a third and the most powerful wave of her intense orgasm washed over her she found her mouth filled with cum as her daddy released a full load inside her mouth.
Knowing he came in her mouth, Vanessa cooed sweetly to her daughter, "Swallow your daddy's love, sweetie."
Of course, she obeyed and was rewarded by being released from her state of bondage.
After her mom undid her handcuffs, she fell into her daddy's arms as he gently lowered her back onto the bed.
"Did you come little girl," the professor whispered to his daughter as he held her tight.
"Yes, Daddy... more than once I think. It... it came in like waves."
"Hmm, well relax as your mom is preparing things for our next little adventure."
The still blindfolded Katie was more than a little eager to see what her wild and wicked step mommy was up to, but knowing it would only ruin the surprise, and she liked surprises, she didn't bother to ask her daddy any questions.
Instead, she laid there, cuddled tightly next to him, as he softly stroked her hair.
Vanessa took her time attaching the four cuffs, two low and two high, to the twin posters at the foot of the bed.
Once she had the cuffs attached she joined them under the covers of the bed. Sweetly, the three of them, with Katie in the middle, dozed off for a few short minutes wrapped tightly in a three way embrace.



It was Vanessa who woke them both up, maybe thirty minutes later.
"It's playtime again my pets," she said as she gently shook first her daughter and then her husband awake. "Help me get Katie in position, professor," she told her husband.
Together they wrestled the still blindfolded Katie in position. Standing on the floor, facing the head of the bed, Katie submitted meekly as both her ankles and wrists were bound to the lower and upper posts of the canopy bed respectively.
She was, once again, truly helpless and at the utter mercy of whatever wicked thing her mom was planning next.
Katie found her face being twisted back and forth as her mom and dad took turns snaking their tongues deep inside of her mouth while using their hands to stroke her naked body all over.
Observing closely in the candle lit room, Vanessa waited until her husband was once again sporting a sizable erection. Knowing he would be fucking his wife again, the professor used his lethal Varcolac powers to make the size of his cock a lethal nine inches, give or take.
Vanessa, she was completely naked now, hopped up on the bed before turning herself around. Positioning herself on her hands and knees, she faced her daughter. The freshly lubed purple dildo, along with the remote, were both laid out neatly nearby.
As the professor moved up onto the bed, positioning himself behind his wife, Vanessa told them both, "The idea is for us all to come as a family. Would you like that Katie, sweetheart, to come again, but this time you will having your orgasm at, hopefully, the same time, as your mommy and daddy. Does that sound like fun?"
"Yes, Mommy," Katie obediently answered right away.
"OK so your mommy is going to eat that sweet little pussy of yours while your daddy fucks me nice and hard doggy style and like I said the goal is for us to all come together."
Both the professor and his daughter murmured, happily, their consent.
Vanessa nestled her face up and under Katie's spread legs just as the professor gradually pushed his huge nine inches slowly inside of her.
Katie felt her mommy's tongue working its magic all around her pussy for a few blissful moments before she jumped as she felt one end of the dildo carefully enter her anal cavity.
The three of them quickly fell into a rhythm of sorts as Roger carefully began to fuck his wife while gradually increasing the strength of each of his manly thrusts. Each of his thrusts would propel Vanessa's face forward, forcing it closer to Katie's waiting pussy. Her tongue would lash out, expertly attacking the nub of her daughter's clit making her moan with soft delight.
Then as the professor would rock backwards, Vanessa also pulled back, giving her daughter a brief reprieve from her tongue lashing, but not from the humming monster inside her ass.
Instead, Vanessa clicked the remote on and moved the setting up to two right away... just before her husband rocked into her forcing her face forward again.
Again, he tongue slithered out, lathering the entirety of Katie's tight little cunt with several loving licks and kisses causing her to thrash wildly against her restraints while her moans of forbidden passion again filled the small bedroom.
Their carefully orchestrated rhythm was never bound to last though as their collective passions for carnal delight all began to boil over at the same time.
Vanessa, of course, got the ball rolling as her husband's gentle lovemaking began to turn more serious as he just couldn't help himself. As he began to fuck his wife with serious purpose, Vanessa let the world know.
"Oh God, that's it, fuck me harder... harder, Professor!" Vanessa cried out just as she buried the other end of the dildo in her daughter cunt.
The professor happily obliged her as watching his wife first eat his daughter out, before shoving one end of the dildo inside of her pussy, immensely turned him on.
Gripping her hips, he went to work slamming his cock inside her wicked and wanton wife. Finding the remote, Vanessa powered it up to four as her body shook from the powerful fucking she was receiving.
The pulsating monster buried in both of Katie's holes now had her twisting and turning all around as her powerful orgasm rushed home.
"Oh Mommy, I am going to..." She couldn't finish as just then her mom's tongue found the nub of her clit, sending her rocketing over the edge and into the abyss of a most wonderful and powerful orgasm.
Like a line of firecrackers going off, Vanessa was the next to go. Hearing her daughter's screaming orgasm only served to turn her on all the more as she moaned out her own confession. "Mommy is coming to sweetie... Oh God, I am..."
The professor, watching first his daughter and then his wife come, could not resist. His orgasm was the third firecracker to go off as he shot yet another load of cum deep inside of his wife.
A bare minute or two later, a still shaking Katie found herself, uncuffed and free of her blindfold, snuggled deeply in between her parents. The fact she had become a sort of human sex toy for the two of them bothered her none at all.
As Katie drifted closer to sleep, she could only imagine what wicked and wanton fun and games her mommy and daddy might have in store for the three of them in the future. The thought made her smile as she slipped off to sleep.
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Everyone in the small Bible belt town of Milan, Oklahoma thought Mary was putting on a brave face by not shedding many tears at the funeral of both her son and her husband. The actual truth though was a bit more complicated than all that with the reality being she was relieved to be out from under both her over bearing husband and her mean spirited son.
The two of them had been out drinking one night a week ago, getting hammered as usual, when her Joseph lost control of his old pickup truck out on route 10. He ended up crashing into a telephone pole, killing them both.
While she warned Nathan, her son, plenty of times about drinking and driving, she dared not warn her husband though as nobody could tell old Joseph, as he was known around town, anything. Nope, old Joseph, sixty one and as stubborn and ill-mannered as a mule, was an ex-marine and a self-proclaimed expert on nearly everything. Much to Mary's sorrow though, the one thing he was not good at was being a decent husband or a good father.
Now at the ripe old age, it seemed old to her anyways, of fifty one, Mary was alone in this world except for her adoring grandson, Nathan Jr., aka Nate, or little Natey as she affectionately called him at times when they were alone and enjoying a quiet moment.
Now she would—finally- get to spend some quality time with her now eighteen year old grandson. Prior to both her husband and son's untimely demises, over the years, they pretty much prevented Mary from spending any quality time with him.
Her son, damn him, was particularly hard on Nathan Jr., proclaiming, "That boy is pussified enough already without you making things worse Mom by treating him all sweet and nice. The world is anything but sweet and nice and he needs to learn that."
In her own marriage, Joseph had prevented her from showing anything but the barest of kindness to her son growing up, because Joseph feared his kind hearted wife would turn their son into a "mama's boy".
She was only sixteen when she made the mistake of marrying the hard bitten, hard drinking marine, twelve years her senior. A mere nine months later, in an extremely hard delivery, she gave birth to Nathan. She would, sadly, be unable to safely have any more children after this first rough delivery.
Her marriage to Joseph, after a brief honeymoon period where he treated her relatively well, quickly became, on the best of days, tedious, and on the worst, downright ugly.
His overbearing attitude on child rearing was a real bone of contention between them as Joseph loved three things more than anything: the marines, the bible, and strict discipline. While the strict discipline stretched to all parts of life it was, in particular, apt in summing up his view on raising children.
Raised in the Bible belt by ultra-conservative parents who instilled those same strict values in her, Mary never seriously considered divorce. She was simply expected to tough it out and hope for the best and that is exactly what she did up until the day both her husband and son died.
Nathan was nineteen when he knocked up his girlfriend, Alison, an older, fun loving twenty three year old blond, ex- high school cheerleader, and at his father's insistence, he did the right thing by marrying her.
Her son's marriage, much like her own, was nothing to brag about. This was thanks mainly, like in her own marriage, her son's hard driven and hard drinking ways. He worked construction and made good money allowing his wife, Alison, to spoil little Nathan Jr., at least until he started to get older and Nathan's drinking, and gambling, started to take a toll on the family finances.
After a particularly brutal fight, which turned physical when Nathan slapped the living shit out of his wife a good three or four times, Alison packed up her bags and moved out. Little Nate was only six years old at the time.
When she tried to take little Nathan Jr. with her, his father flew into such a rage, threatening to kill her and her damn son, and then, of course, himself, Alison caved and left without her son.
Six months later, and two failed attempts to reconcile her marriage, Alison moved to California, intending on sending for her son when she got settled.
A series of bad boyfriends and dead end jobs never gave Alison the needed comfort in bringing her child to California. Adding to her angst, was her now ex-husband swearing if she tried to gain custody of her son he would take Nathan Jr. and simply disappear.
Knowing her ex-husband was not one to make idle threats, Alison caved, settling for a long distance phone call and letter exchanging relationship with Nathan Jr. as he entered his formative teen years.
Mary actually, once or twice, tried to talk sense into her son by telling him Nathan Jr. might be better off with his mom but both times ended in failure. When Joseph got wind of her "needless meddling" he told her in no uncertain terms to "butt out" of their son's business. After that she suffered in relative silence at the situation.
Now with both Joseph and Nathan gone, Mary feared Nate was going to run off to California to live with his mother, but such fears proved to be groundless after Nate suggested she sell her house and move in with him.
Thinking a fresh start would be good, and it wasn't like the house she lived in with Nathan contained anything but the barest of happy memories, Mary readily agreed.
Mary, wanting a fresh start beyond just having a new place to live, underwent a complete transformation. She went on a strict diet, took up yoga and started hitting the gym religiously, allowing her to be in the best shape of her life. Spread out nicely on her five foot seven frame, Mary's weight was down to a fit and trim one hundred and thirty six pounds. Then, in a rash decision, she got a stylish new haircut.
Actually, up until this point in his young life, Nate usually preferred women with longer hair but his Nana, with her light brown hair combed short and neat over to one side, while showing not a hint of gray, thanks to the magic of having her hair freshly colored at a local hair salon, made it work as he found her new hairstyle, along with her attitude in life, quite appealing.
Better yet, the lines on her face seemed less evident, her smile a bit livelier, and maybe, most obvious of all, her whole demeanor just appeared to undergo a positive transformation in Nate's eyes. Best of all it was new attitude, light, carefree, and playful, which Nate now found himself irresistibly drawn to.
But it wasn't the new haircut or new attitude which impressed Nate the most about this new and improved version of his grandmother: it was her more shapely body.
It was obvious by the way she dressed now around the house her new carefree attitude extended to her sense of fashion. Maybe proud of the way she was hitting the gym five times a week, along with her strict diet, Mary appeared to want to show off her new and improved body by doing several things such as: wearing both tighter jeans and tighter tops, along with maybe a few more buttons left undone on her blouses, all left no doubt in Nate's eyes his grandmother possessed a nice, fit body for a woman her age.
While it might have been embarrassing to admit, the truth was damning: whenever they were in the same room together, Nate had a difficult time keeping his eyes off of his nana's body—in particular her chest. For some reason her tits now seemed both bigger and fuller than before—much to his secret delight as he was a deluxe, first class tit hound.
The reason Mary's tits seemed both bigger and fuller than before was simple: she used the money from the sale of her house to have a breast lift performed, giving new life to her nice thirty eight inch, D- cup breasts.
Roughly two months after moving in with Nate it was a Saturday night in late January and her fifty second birthday. After celebrating with a nice dinner at a fancy Italian restaurant nearby, he drove them home.
Mary, thanks to a couple glasses of red wine and the absolutely intoxicating way her young grandson was treating her, was feeling as light as a feather as she settled down on the sofa in the two story, three bedroom house's cozy downstairs living room.
Mary was wearing a snug pair of jeans and a new, close-fitting white with black horizontal stripes top with the whole ensemble managing to be both sexy and classy all at once. Nate, for his part, was also dressed casually nice in a pair of tan khakis and a light blue button up dress shirt.
"More wine, Nana?" he asked hopefully after she sat down on the sofa. He liked how his Nana got a bit friendly and flirtatious when she had a little too much wine. Tonight, being her birthday, he figured just might be a good night to push things to the limit, so to speak, and see how she might act if she got "sloppy" drunk.
"Hmm, maybe one more glass, hon," Mary answered. "That will put me at my limit of three for the night but first I'm going to go upstairs and change into something a bit more comfortable."
A few minutes later she came back downstairs wearing, much to his disappointment, a pair of old sweatpants and a heavy plain sweatshirt.
After bringing her the fresh glass of red wine he handed it to her with a smile saying, "You know tonight is your birthday, Nana so there shouldn't be any talk of limits . . . especially in regards to alcohol. I mean aren't people allowed to get, you know, sloppy drunk, on their birthdays?"
"We'll see," she said with a coy smile as she wondered if her usually reserved grandson was actually trying to get her drunk on purpose. Maybe it was those furtive sips of wine she not only let him take, but encouraged him to take during their dinner at the restaurant that had him acting so bold.
After sitting quietly for a few minutes while they made general small talk, Mary excused herself to use the bathroom. Nate, as soon as she had disappeared inside the bathroom, used the chance to make a mad dash to his bedroom where he retrieved his Nana's birthday gift.
After the rotten way his grandfather, and his dad, for that matter had treated her all those long years, Nate decided he was going to go all out on her birthday to make his nana feel special.
When Mary got back Nate was sitting on the sofa with a wide grin. Next to him, where she had been sitting, were a dozen red roses and a large teddy bear.
"Oh God roses, honey. You shouldn't have. They are beautiful," she told him while feeling so utterly thrilled he did.
"Beautiful . . . like you, Nana," he told her as he hit her with his best charming smile.
"Hmm, such flattery I am not used to . . . but I could get used to it," she told him as she leaned in, giving him a warm hug. "Real used to it, sweetie," she whispered in his ear before letting him go.
They spent the next few minutes making idle chit chat on the sofa as Mary sipped on her wine getting pleasantly wasted before he asked a serious question.
"So Nana how was your birthday? I mean did you get everything you wanted?"
After a long pause she answered, "Hmm, almost everything."
"Only almost. What more could I give you?"
She sighed, unsure if she should even broach the subject.
Sensing she had something important to ask him, Nate pressed her to tell him. "C'mon on Nana. Ask me. I am in a giving mood and besides it's your birthday and that means I can't deny you anything." Grinning broadly he added, "I think it's an official rule or something."
"Well since you are so desperate for me to ask . . ." She took one final gulp of her wine, nearly finishing it off before taking a deep breath. "I know I have no real right to ask this but my worry is simple and sometimes keeps me awake at night. I'm just afraid you are going to go running off to California to be with your mom and I was hoping you could somehow promise me you wouldn't do that. At least not right away. I know it's a promise I don't have the right to ask of you but--"
Leaning in, he quickly grasped both of her hands in his firmly. "I promise . . . so see, you have absolutely nothing to worry about."
"That is easy for you to say now but I just have the feeling someday, maybe sooner than later, she is going to reach out to you and try to lure you out there and the truth is . . . I mean, c'mon you and your mom have, and will always have that special mother and son bond that as your grandmother only I could never hope to compete with."
Nate smiled at her warmly. The truth was his mom had already reached out to him, more than once since his father died, inviting him to move out to California to be with her. He politely demurred, telling her, "Maybe later when I get some money together."
Of course, he did not tell any of this to his Nana Mary, nor would he now, for sure, considering her insecure feelings.
Squeezing her hands, Nate dropped his voice to a low whisper as he told her, "My bond with my mom is not that strong Nana . . . I mean how could it be? She has been gone for years and is a thousand miles away, give or take."
"I know all that but I also know what I witnessed over the years . . . I mean when she was here when you were younger you two were so close . . . at least when your father wasn't around to stop her from being, you know, physically close to you."
"Nana that was a long time ago."
"I understand what I witnessed, first hand, as to you bonding with your mother and know such bonds last a lifetime."
"What did you witness," he asked curiously.
"I . . ." Mary shook her head before hanging it sadly. "It will make you uncomfortable and me sad talking about it."
"Tell me," he insisted. "Please."
She sighed before giving in. "You were real young then, only a baby, maybe seven or eight months old. I had gotten into a bad fight with your grandfather, bad enough where I actually left him. I moved in with you guys. I was sleeping on the sofa at night. Your old sofa, before this one, it was right here in the exact spot." She paused to point. "Over there where the easy chair is now was a comfortable loveseat."
"Anyways that first night I didn't sleep well, and was woken up when I heard your mother enter the living room where I was sleeping. I think I mumbled something to her and she told me to go back to sleep. I heard you crying softly and then she sat down. I could just make out her dark figure as there was a bit of light shining in from the kitchen. Your mom always left the small light on over the sink. I was almost slipping back to sleep when I heard you cooing softly, contently that is and then I heard the soft sound of suckling. I peeked out from under my blanket and watched, my heart growing jealous as she sat on the loveseat breastfeeding you. I remember the old grandfather clock, the stupid thing is still there over in the corner I see, began to toll then. I counted the chimes . . . there was twelve of them. Anyways, I was there maybe a week and every night around the same time the same thing . . . she would breastfeed you sitting there not five feet away from me on the loveseat and every night I felt the same . . . jealousy."
Mary feel silent then for a quiet moment before reaching out to him. "Those types of bonding moments between a mother and son are embedded deep honey and like I said before . . . I could never compete with something like that since I never, obviously got to breast feed you or even hardly cuddle with you at all."
Nate wasn't sure what to say as his grandmother's story-- it obviously had great emotional meaning to her-- ended.
After a long moment of silence, Mary let out a heavy sigh before starting to get up. "I should go off to bed now, hon."
Reaching out, he snagged her by the arm. "No, Nana. Stay. I don't want you to go to bed upset."
"Yeah, but I am tired, hon." She paused before adding, "All that wine, plus it's getting late you know. It's got to be getting close to midnight by now."
"So sleep here on the sofa. I'll . . . I'll stay next to you." Going for broke, he added, "You could fall asleep while cuddling me, Nana. I'll let you and besides . . . like you said earlier, you never got to cuddle me enough when I was younger and since dad or grandpa it not here to tell you we can't cuddle we should take advantage of it."
"As nice as your suggestion is to fall asleep while cuddling my precious little Natey, the fact is you are not my precious little Natey . . . anymore. Nope, instead, you are all grown up, eighteen years old, and what eighteen year old boy wants to be cuddled by his nana."
Nate smiled at her. "Maybe I am in a mood to . . . you know . . . channel my inner child tonight and let you cuddle me all you want Nana." Deciding to empathize the point he acted as if the issue was settled when he hopped up from the sofa and began to hurry out of the room.
"Hey where are you going?" she said as he started to leave the room.
"Just to the hallway closet to get your favorite heavy quilt for us to cuddle under Nana. I mean cuddling is always better on a cold night under a warm blanket right?"
Mary sighed as she nodded her head in agreement. It was nice how sweet Nate was trying to be with her. She thought about his suggestion to fall asleep there on the sofa while cuddling him and it seemed markedly better than the alternative of sleeping alone in her own bed.
Five minutes later they were snuggled under the heavy quilt. As promised, Nate was allowing her to cuddle him as he pressed his warm body up against hers.
She wasn't comfortable though. Between the heavy quilt and her sweatpants and sweatshirt, and with him pressed up against her, she was simply too warm.
"Honey . . . as much as I'm enjoying cuddling my adorable grandson your nana is simply not comfortable."
"Why not?"
"I guess I'm just too warm. Maybe I should just go upstairs huh and sleep in my own bed. It's not your fault."
Nate dressed in his usual sleeping attire of a tee shirt and gym shorts told her, "Actually I'm not surprised since I'm a little warm myself so I can imagine you must be real warm considering your wearing that stupid heavy sweatshirt and ugly sweatpants but I don't think you sleeping upstairs is a good answer to the problem . . . unless you are just using this as an excuse because since I'm older now I am no longer worth cuddling?"
"That is nonsense, sweetie. I am enjoying cuddling you. Really, I'm just too hot is all. So anyways, what is a good answer then if it's not me going off upstairs to sleep in my own bed?"
"It's definitely not that Nana . . . you sleeping in your own bed so maybe . . . maybe you are just overdressed. I mean since we are under the quilt do you really need to be wearing that heavy sweatshirt and sweat pants anymore?"
"I . . . I suppose not but . . . but I can't imagine you really not being grossed out or something if your nana was to strip down to her underwear so I'm going have to take a pass on that idea."
"Nana," he protested loudly, "why would I be grossed out? No way."
"Look hon, I simply don't wanna embarrass myself in front of you OK?"
"Embarrass yourself how? You got a great body, Nana. Yeah, I have noticed all the weight you lost. Your weekly trips to the gym have not been wasted on my eyes, Nana. Besides, it's pretty much dark in the living room so . . . what's the big deal?"
While not completely dark, they had left a small lamp on in the far corner of the living room, it was still comfortably dim in the living room.
Mary, secretly thrilled by his comments, responded coyly. "Well great is probably an exaggeration but I have been working out and lost a bit of weight and you are right . . . it is pretty much dark in here so maybe that is not a half bad idea."
"I think it's a great idea and would prove you really do still wanna cuddle with your young and needy grandson."
"Young and needy huh? I think I like that description of you," she said with a sigh as she stood up. Against her better judgement maybe, she decided to follow his advice.



"Yes needy as in I'm in the mood to be both cuddled and babied by my pretty Nana M."
Mary smiled inwardly. Nana M. was what he called her when he was just a young kid and it had been basically forever since she heard him call her that.
"Nana M.? God you have not called me that in years. Not since you were young and usually when you wanted something so maybe you really are in a needy mood, Natey."
"I am," he whispered.
Taking a deep breath, Mary slowly stripped off first her sweatshirt and then her sweatpants, tossing both casually off to the side.
Under her clothes Mary was wearing matching burgundy underwear. The wire free bra, in particular, he found to be quite tantalizing as its V shaped front afforded a nice slice of bare cleavage to his curious eyes. His nana, as he had suspected for some time, possessed a super nice set of tits. He estimated them to be a pair of 36 or 38D's anyways.
"You sure I'm not embarrassing myself, hon?" she whispered. "Front or back?"
She turned around then, affording him an opportunity to check out her backside. The stretch-jersey briefs with satin trim and high-cut legs he found to be both sexy and classy all at once while allowing him to see his nana had an ample backside, wholly unlike most of the too skinny chicks in the booty department he saw at work.
Wanting to wholly reassure her, Nate said firmly, "Front and back both check all the boxes for being both classy and sexy Nana M."
"Hmm, good," she said while fighting the impulsive to dive back down under the quilt to cover her half naked, now, fifty two year old body. Instead, it must have been the wine, combined with both his sweet words and actions that was driving her boldness, she gestured to him as she whispered, "Your turn, hon. Stand up."
"My turn?" he replied, unsure as to her meaning.
"Yes. You can't expect your Nana M. to be the only one cuddling under the blanket in just her underwear."
Nate hesitated. Staring at his nana's great body in her sexy, to him anyway, burgundy underwear, had given him a semi woody. A panicked thought crossed his mind, would she notice?
Seeing him hesitate, Mary boldly reached down, grabbing his hands. "C'mon, you said you were in a needy mood Natey so maybe you need your Nana M. to help you get undressed huh?"
Unable to resist, Nate allowed her to help him to his feet, comforted by the fact it was rather dark in the living room so maybe she would not notice the growing bulge he was sporting inside his tight white briefs.
She reached out, hooking a pair of fingers under the bottom edge of his tee shirt as the raw tension, dare say sexual tension, continued to slowly rise between them.
Feeling the need to say something, Nate whispered, "So are you having a nice birthday Nana M."
"I am thanks to you, Natey but . . ." She paused as she pulled his tee shirt up and off of him before tossing it next to her discarded clothes on the floor.
"But what?" he asked.
"Oh your Nana M. doesn't wanna complain," she said as she reached out, slipping a pair of nervous fingers under the front waistband of his gym shorts.
"I said I am feeling needy and one of those needs is a need for you to be completely happy and content tonight Nana M. . . . You know, especially since it's your birthday."
Carefully she pulled his gym shorts down and then off of him. Turning before she could do the unthinkable, checking her young grandson out down there, she tossed his shorts onto the growing pile of discarded clothes on the floor.
"Yes, speaking of my birthday that is my complaint I guess . . . that my little Natey has not given his Nana M. any of those sweet birthday kisses . . . you know . . . like he used to when it was her birthday. Maybe you have outgrown given your nana kisses though huh?"
She looked down, sadly maybe, while both praying, and not praying as it might led them down a very dangerous path, he would take the bait. He did.
Reaching out, he titled her face up. "I am not too old for that, Nana M.," he whispered.
'Then show me," she whispered back.
The nervousness he felt caused him to rush, a fact she pointed out to him when it was all over. Hurriedly kissing her on one cheek, he whispered, "Happy," before switching to the other cheek and whispering, "Birthday," just prior to planting a small kiss there too.
"Hmm, that was nice . . . but hurried I think."
"I . . . I can try again . . . if you want. Slower this time, Nana."
"That is an appealing thought and I will take it under consideration but first . . ." Reaching down, she grabbed his hands. "Your nana is starting to get cold and I think we should resume our little cuddling session under the quilt . . . don't you think?"
He said nothing at first, his eyes betraying him as they slipped down to those luscious tits of hers. He desperately wanted to . . . he dared not finish the thought as he nodded his head in agreement as they sat back down, side by side, on the sofa.
Not really wanting to, it would cover those gorgeous tits of hers up, but knowing he must, he pulled the quilt up and over their semi naked bodies.
They cuddled—fiercely almost—under the quilt, clinging to each other in still silence, as if their very lives depended on it, for an undeterminable length of time before he finally broke the silence.
"This is nice, huh, Nana M . . . you cuddling your little Natey."
"Very nice." Snaking a hand around the back of his head, she gently pushed his face down against her upper chest. She played with his hair a bit, twisting and turning it in her fingers before leaning down and kissing the top of his head sweetly.
"Nana loves her my little Natey so much," she whispered to him.
He looked up; her eyes were filled with tears. "I love you too, Nana. So much it almost hurts," he whispered before reaching up and tenderly stroking the side of her face.
"Oh God, you really mean that, honey."
"I do."
Her hand slipped out, tenderly stroking the side of his cheek. "You are making your nana's birthday so special. You know that?"
He smiled back at her before answering, "Coz you are special Nana and pretty too."
"Stop it, Nate. Your nana turned fifty-two today." She don't know why she revealed her age to him. Caught up in the moment, it just sort of slipped out. All she could figure was maybe if he knew her true age, he would tell her she looked much younger.
"So . . . that just means . . . means your beauty is mature is all," he told her before nestling his head against her chest once more.
They cuddled for a long moment, enjoying the tranquil silence before Mary finally whispered to him, "If you think your nana is so pretty sweetheart why did you hurry your kisses earlier . . . like it was a task you had to complete instead of something you truly wanted to do?"
Raising his head up, he looked at her. She was staring back at him with a seriously sad look on her pretty face. "I told you I could try again . . . and go slower this time."
"Yeah . . . but you haven't and I'm still waiting."
Nate raised up, bringing his face closer to hers, he took a deep breath while admonishing himself to go slower this time.
He started by kissing both of her cheeks, one after the other, all deliberate and slow like, before he started to pull back.
"Is that all the kisses your Nana gets, hon. One each on each of her cheeks?"
"You want more?"
"Much more," she whispered as she used one hand to gently guide his face closer . . . toward her lips.
Their lips met, brushing together ever so slightly, testing the waters maybe, before parting. The shy, tantalizing kiss he just gave her was just enough though to send them both over the edge as their lips came together again and again, this time not so briefly.
Taking the lead, Mary kissed her grandson back, firmly, not allowing him to escape as she snaked a hand around the back of his head, tangling it deep in his long hair.
They exchanged a good half dozen kisses before she let him pull back. Her tongue during this hot little kissing session had ached, absolutely ached, to come slithering out of her mouth and do some forbidden exploring but somehow she managed to keep it securely in place.
She smiled at him. "You really love your nana so much huh, Natey?"
"Absolutely. Totally. Utterly. Enormously . . . I do, Nana M."
There was a brief silence before he bravely brought up a subject, once more, that had been nipping at his heels ever since they touched on it briefly a few minutes ago.
"Nana, you said you felt jealous about my mom breast feeding me as a baby but . . . but I mean, didn't you get to like, you know, breast feed my father when he was a baby . . . I mean like my mother did me?"
His nana snapped her head up sharply; her eyes almost seemed to be growing with anger, with resentment.
"Barely. The colonel wasn't into me breast feeding our baby much to be honest."
"Wait . . . the colonel? Who is that? Grandpa was never that high up in the marines."
"No, he wasn't hon . . . The colonel was a derogatory nickname I secretly gave him since he wanted to control everything and if I was breast feeding my child, our child, it meant he wasn't in control of the situation. He made me switch to bottle feeding almost right away. I tried to talk him out of it but . . . well, you know how he was. It was his way or the back of the hand for me."
"So you were jealous because my dad let my mom breast feed me while you were never allowed to breast feed him?"
"Yeah, I suppose that sums it all but it's complicated . . . my feelings, but yeah that is one way to put it. I was also jealous I suppose over the way she got to cuddle with you all the time which was something I really wasn't allowed to do thanks to both my husband and your father as they both claimed 'too much cuddling from his nana will sissify the boy'. Of course, I am cuddling you now so my silly jealous heart has finally, at least, been satisfied in that regard."
"Only in that regard though so you still have some jealousy over the . . . you know . . . the other thing."
"Over having to watch your mom breast feed you, you mean?"
After a brief pause she answered. "Yes honey. It may be silly but after all these years, your nana still has an extremely jealous and sad heart over that issue."
Nate looked at her; tears were welling up in her eyes, making his heart wrench. Reaching out, he stroked her face tenderly. "Nana I don't want your heart to be sad. What . . . what can I do to make it better?"
"Oh Nate, sweetie, it's impossible. Truly impossible for anyone to give me what I truly want."
"What is that?" he asked softly.
"I think there is only one thing that could ever hope to cure your nana's sad and jealous heart, sweetie."
"What?" he again asked softly. "Tell me, please."
She thought long and hard before finally deciding to tell him the truth . . . the consequences be damned.
After taking a deep breath, Mary confessed her innermost feelings to her young, adoring grandson. "To have my little Natey suckling on his Nana's breasts."
Her stark confession stunned him into total silence.
Finally, she broke the silence. "But, of course, it's impossible on so many levels sweetie and for so many reasons."
"Nothing is impossible when it comes to affairs of the heart, Nana."
She looked at him for a long moment. Dare she continue down this path? If not for the wine maybe not, probably not, but the fact was she was more than a little tipsy so . . .
"I agree, Nate but this . . . you, my little Natey, is not a baby anymore."
"Grandma when I was younger I remember how you always told me 'no matter how old and grown up I get I would always and forever be your little Natey.' I took them words, with joy in my heart honestly, to mean I would forever be your adorable baby grandson . . . even as I got older . . . even after I turned eighteen. Did you not truly mean that? Do you not think of me now as your baby?"
"I meant it and . . . and I do but--"
"I want you to Nana. I want you to think of me that way. I like it when you baby me still."
"You do? Even though you are eighteen and all grown up?"
He nodded his head before saying, "Even so, yes."
"But even if I wanted to baby you, in that way, it's still impossible. I mean I have no breast milk to give you . . . even if you were so very hungry for your nana's breasts."
"Isn't breast feeding about the love and the bonding as much as it is about the milk, Nana?"
"Are . . . are you saying you would want to bond with your nana . . . in that way, sweetie? Are you saying . . . while your nana can't give you any nourishing milk to her baby she could give him something else . . . like love?"
"Yes," Nate quietly answered as his eyes fell to her chest. Mary had slowly, maybe subconsciously, maybe purposefully, as they were talking, allowed the quilt to slip down and off of her chest, revealing, once more, her pretty burgundy bra to her grandson's curious eyes.
"And where would that love come from, Natey. Don't tell your nana . . . in words, but instead show her, with your hands where?"
Nate, once more, was stunned into unmoving silence.
Reaching down, Mary gathered his hands in hers. "Here let me help show you where the love would come from, baby."
As if in a dream, Mary slowly pushed her grandson's hands onto her breasts.
While he began to tenderly knead her tits through the soft material of her large burgundy bra cups, something deep inside of her snapped—her moral compass. Right or wrong was no longer an issue, only the way he was making her feel mattered. She went it all then . . . for the forbidden pot of gold at the base of the naughty rainbow they had been chasing all night.
"Go ahead baby . . . it's alright," she murmured softly. "Explore my love for you and where it will come from . . . as you are giving me more of those sweet birthday kisses."
She pulled him closer as their lips came crashing together. This time her wicked, wild tongue would not be denied. Like a caged tiger it escaped to wreak havoc inside his mouth.
Nate, having never experienced such a passionate, aggressive kiss, at first, did not know how to respond before he finally followed suit and let his own tongue loose, allowing it to flicker about her mouth as it engaged in mock battle with his nana's tongue.
Mary happily noted as their enthusiastic make out session ramped up, so did his fondling of her breasts increase in fervent ardor. She felt his hands roaming all over them as he mixed in a plethora of desperate squeezes with his tender fondling of her tits.
They pulled back from each other, breaking off their heated make out session-- if only to catch their breaths maybe-- when fate reared it's not so ugly head.
Just then the old grandfather clock stuck in the corner, the same one she called "stupid" earlier, began to toll.
"Count the chimes, honey," she whispered.
Nate obeyed, silently counting the chimes as his nana held her breath.
"There were twelve, Nana," he whispered to her after the clock finally fell silent.
"It's midnight sweetheart. Time for . . ." She paused, a sudden panic upon her now that the moment of truth was finally upon them.
"For my midnight feeding," Nate finished for her hopefully.
"Yes but is my little Natey hungry for the love and comfort, for the bonding and passion suckling on his nana's big breasts will bring them both."
"Y-yes . . . I'm . . . I'm very hungry, Nana can you . . . fed me?"
"Of course, sweetie, but are you sure. Take a minute to decide while I stand up and stretch my tired old legs."
She stood up before turning to face him. Reaching out, she tilted his head up toward her. "This is a very important step for us, honey and if you decide you really are hungry for your nana to feed you . . . It must be our deepest and most forever secret . . . you understand that?"
"Yes, I promise Nana . . . this will be our secret." His eyes fell to her breasts, in particular to her cleavage so nicely revealed as she stood there in front of him.
That beautiful swath of bare skin between the beguiling burgundy cups made his cock spring to life the more he stared.
"Good . . . then maybe your nana should let you play with her big boobies some more." She gave him a wry smile before dropping her voice down to a sultry whisper. "Maybe that will help, hmm, ramp up your hunger for your coming midnight feeding baby."
Taking his hands, she, once more, guided them upwards to her tits. Mary let out a gentle sigh as she felt his playful hands fondling her breasts through the soft bra cups.
"You . . . you like playing with your nana's big titties, sweetheart," she whispered to him in a voice dripping with sweetness.
"Oh God yes," Nate answered quickly.
"Can . . . can you give your Nana some more kisses as you play with her boobies, sweetheart?"
"Yes, of course. I like kissing you." He started to stand up, thinking once more they would engage in a hot make out session when she pushed him back down.
"No, honey," she whispered. "You have already showered my face with kisses now it's time to let your gentle rain of kisses fall elsewhere . . . like here."
She pointed to her tummy, just above her enchanting belly button.
Closing his eyes, as he continued to fondle her breasts, Nate leaned forward and begin kissing her bare tummy above her panties. Mixing in a variety of tender kisses with soft licks, Nate kissed his way all around his nana's tummy in wide circles.
He could tell by the way she was softly sighing he was doing a good job of giving her what she wanted. After kissing his way up to the lower edge of her bra, she grabbed his roaming hands, pushing them aside as she took a step back forcing him to break his kisses off.
"Had enough of my kisses, Nana?" he asked.
"No, never. I want more. Here, here, here and here." Starting at the base of her throat and working on down, she accented each "here" by pointing to a spot. The last spot ended in between the delicious valley of bare cleavage between the twin cups of her bra.
"Kiss me everywhere I pointed and in between baby. I want you to sprinkle a soft and gentle rain of kisses with love and affection as a prelude to the torrential rain of kisses that will surely fall all over your nana's large tits in a virtual deluge of passion after she takes her bra off for her little Natey."
Touching his face, she whispered, "Consider the kisses as an appetizer to your midnight feeding that is gathering in both passion and strength like a powerful hurricane."
He scooted up to the very edge of the sofa as she took a small step forward. Tilting his head up, he closed his eyes as he lovingly began to sprinkle kisses all over the base of her throat and then on down.
Reaching down, she grabbed his hands, guiding them around to her backside. "If your kisses are the rains of our passionate storm, then your hands should be like the wind, roaming everywhere all over your nana's sculptured landscape."
Pressing his hands against her ass, he joyfully fondled its plumpness through her conservative, control top shaping, brief panties.
Mary closed her eyes while letting her hands fall to her sides, allowing the full force of the gathering storm to sweep over her body. Her libido was in overdrive now as she was thoroughly enjoying the fruits of the "storm analogy" her overactive imagination had just invented.
And by the eager way the "wind" was whipping in increasing force all over her backside she was sure her grandson too was enjoying the storm analogy. Deciding to double down on the analogy, Mary began to imagine several different inventive ways for things to continue along this stormy and most forbidden path.
The storm's rain of kisses, although still basically gentle and tender, were ever so slowly gathering in strength as, Hurricane Nate-- as she was now calling the storm-- made its way downward toward the ripe valley of her bare cleavage.



As his hands continued to claw at her back side, roaming all over haphazardly, she finalized her plans for Hurricane Nate.
He was just kissing, so very tenderly, the bare skin above her bra when she stepped back, breaking contact.
He looked up at her as she stood there with a mischievous smile on her pretty, mature face. He knew she had something in mind and could hardly wait to hear what.
"Listen carefully Nate. I said your hands are like the wind, your kisses like the rain."
"Yes, I like the analogy. I think it's apt."
"It is, honey as is what I am about to suggest. The winds of the growing storm, ahh let's call it Hurricane Nate, are growing fierce. Indeed, nothing stands in the way of a hurricane right?"
"Correct," he answered.
"So why is your Nana's panties still in place, protecting her hilly backside from the storm's raw passion? Why is your nana's bra still in place, protecting her lovey, mountainous breasts from the full fury of the passionate storm? Is not the raw powerful winds of Hurricane Nate not enough to rip these flimsy protective coverings aside."
She paused, smiling down at him as he looked up at her, his heart thudding in his chest from what she was suggesting. "Thus ripped aside your nana's body would be laid bare to the full fury and passion of Hurricane Nate."
Her hand slipped down to his face. Stroking his cheek lightly, she whispered, "Yes sweetheart, your nana wants to experience the full fury and passion upon her bare landscape . . . from the summit of her mountains to the soft moist valley . . . down there."
Nate swallowed hard. Jesus she was pointing down . . . between her legs!
"Thus far the rain has been gentle, the wind only mild, but . . . but no more. Let your storm of passion rule the day, honey. Let us be swept away. Unleash the raw, untamed cravings of the storm, of Hurricane Nate, upon your nana."
Her voice was coming out in a harsh, raw whisper now, as she finished up. "Do it! Do it now, please! Unleash the fury and passion of Hurricane Nate."
He took a deep breath before he happily did her biding.
Reaching out, he forcefully grabbed her hands, yanking her closer to him. Mary closed her eyes, thrusting her chest out to him as the winds of the hurricane swept around to her back, clawing at the clasp of her bra.
Nate, not really experienced in undoing a woman's bra, was having difficulty with the intricate clasps. Suspecting as much, Mary whispered to him, "The fury of the storm destroys all. Don't worry about the damages it may cause. I can always buy another."
Nate, taking her words to heart, seized both sides of her bra strap in the back before yanking outward . . . hard. After the first powerful yank he felt the twin clasps give some. A second, harder yank, almost vicious, utterly destroyed the dual clasps, allowing her bra to come undone in the back.
Moving quickly, he virtually ripped the ruined bra off of her body before flinging it aside.
He pulled back slightly, wanting to admire his handiwork and what it revealed.
Her chest was heaving as her beautiful tits were now fully exposed to the storm's passion. Unleashing it, he buried his face between her tits, sucking on them wildly as he clawed at her panties. After ripping them off of her, he flung them aside before bringing his hands back up to knead her bare backside.
Hurricane Nate, out of control now with mad passion, lifted his naked Nana up before twirling her around. He flung her down onto her back on the sofa before falling upon her breasts; licking, sucking, kissing, their entirety while gale force winds descended down to the ripe, moist valley between her legs.
After forcing her legs open, he shoved a pair of anxious fingers up and inside of her. Mary let out a loud hiss as her grandson explored a woman's pussy for the first time.
What happened next came only natural to a young, inexperienced man. As he fell on top of her, sucking savagely on her breasts, he simply could not help himself as he started humping her bare thighs and in less than thirty seconds he let out a little yelp as he came inside his briefs.
With the storm's passion now spent, for the moment anyways, he tried to make good on his escape, embarrassed by what happened, but Mary took control of the situation.
As she helped him out of his cum stained briefs she reassured him. "Honey that was wonderful that you have such passion for me you simply did "that" so quick. There is nothing to be embarrassed about."
"I guess," he mumbled as they, both naked now, snuggled under the blanket.
They laid there, wrapped tight in each other's warm embrace, for a few quiet moments before Mary whispered in his ear. "Now that the storm has passed is my baby still hungry?"
"Yes, Nana . . . still."
She positioned his head so it was cradled gently in the crook of her arm. "Then close your eyes and open your mouth sweetie and let your Nana's love flow from her breasts into your hungry mouth."
Mary let out a deep sigh as her grandson so very sweetly, now that his passion was spent, suckled on her breasts. She gently nudged his mouth from one distended nipple to the other, simply loving the way he tenderly lashed his tongue all around each before clamping his lips around it in a loving embrace of suckling warmth.
Finally, after so many long years of waiting, Mary felt the quiet serenity of having her breasts suckled on in such loving passion. She closed her eyes falling into a state of bliss, as the quiet sound of his sucking on her tits filled the living room.
After a few heavenly minutes, needing more, wanting more, she grabbed his hand, guiding it down and in between her legs. Nate, sensing what she wanted, slowly pushed his index finger up and inside of while noting how it made her squirm. After several gentle thrusts he added his middle finger to the party, making her squirm all the more.
He gradually increased the speed of his gentle finger fucking, pairing it with an increased urgency in the way he was suckling on her breasts, again noting how this made her wriggle and moan all the more. Her soft moaning was getting him turned on as he felt his cock grow from soft to firm.
Lifting his head up, he stared up at her. She could see it in his eyes; what he wanted matched perfectly with what she needed.
Whispering softly, he said, "Nana can I--"
Not waiting for him to finish, she answered in a harsh whisper, "Oh God yes Natey you can . . . your Nana M needs you so bad baby . . . inside of her."
As he rose up slightly, Mary reached down, grabbing his now stiff member. She guided it to the very doorstep of her wet opening before being plunged into the most forbidden waters of all as Nate propelled his hardness deep inside of her.
She let out a sharp hiss as he began to make love to her slow and gentle. Joseph, invariably, had always been rough in his lovemaking while not caring one wit about her needs. Her Natey, as she was now discovering to her extreme delight, was the polar opposite.
He pumped up and down, slower then faster, then slower again while showering her sensitive neck with dozens of tender kisses. His hardness seemed to penetrate her being to its very core as her slowly budding orgasm, decades in the making, began to work its magic over her.
Her moaning became more pronounced as his intense love for his nana began to turn serious. Wanting nothing more than to make her moan louder, Nate began to pump his cock into her nana at a frantic pace that soon had them both careening towards tremendous orgasms.
Nate raised up, supporting himself on his arms as he propelled his hips forward, harder and harder, making his nana's large tits bounce delightfully up and down as make love to her hard and fast now.
"Oh God, Natey . . . your Nana is . . ." She couldn't finish as she felt herself being swept away by her very first orgasm given to her by another man.
Inspired by what he was able to achieve, Nate quickly followed suit as he came—hard-- deep inside of his nana.
Under the blanket, they clung to each other fiercely for a few quiet moments before she whispered in his ear, "That was some midnight feeding, sweetie. I hope my baby Natey is satisfied."
"For now," he whispered, "for now." He snuggled his head against her ample bosom as the post lovemaking drug of extreme sleepiness over took him.
Mary ran her fingers through his hair for a few minutes while happily contemplating what the future might hold for them. His answer "for now" hinted at this sweet little midnight feeding of theirs tonight was only the first of many, many more "feedings" to come.
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IN DEFENSE OF LARGE BREASTS
At first Wendy tried ignoring the knocking on her bedroom door. It was probably her mom and she was in no mood to talk to her, but as the knocking continued she finally snapped, "Mom, I'm busy."
"Too busy to talk with your Aunt Erica?"
"Aunt Erica!" Wendy fairly shrieked as she bounded off the bed and across the room.
"Yes, it is your favorite aunt now open the door."
Erica was, without a doubt, her favorite aunt. She was her mom's younger sister and the polar opposite of her extremely buttoned down mother in almost every way possible. While her mom, Susan, was conservative, i.e. boring in just about every category across the board, her Aunt Erica was anything but boring or conservative.
A former self-described hippie/flower child she moved to California from Nebraska when she was only twenty. She usually came to visit once a year, staying in their guest bedroom for a few weeks, but during the summer, so her being here now in the spring was a nice surprise.
After flinging the door open, Wendy hugged her aunt tightly before pulling back. "It's only May, Aunt Erica. I thought you weren't coming to the summer like usual?"
"Yeah, well, I thought I would come early this year and stay maybe a bit longer than normal."
Wendy smiled brightly at her before her smile turned into a frown. "I wish you would have come last month though for my birthday party. Mom threw me like, the most boring eighteenth birthday party ever in the history of the world. You would have spiced it up I'm sure."
"No doubt but I just couldn't get away, but don't worry I brought you some nice gifts, hon. Plus I plan on taking you out to a belated birthday lunch."
Wendy smiled at first before frowning again. "Is mom coming?"
"Actually no. That is the best part. It will be just the two of us. She got called into work early and has to be there at two. She already left actually. Said she had some errands to run before work."
Kate, Wendy's mom, worked as a slot attendant at a local casino and normally didn't start work until four in the afternoon.
"That's great," Wendy replied happily. "So it will be just the two of us without ole stick in the mud tagging along."
Erica laughed heartily at her niece's description of her older sister. At the age of thirty five, the never married Erica had a turbulent history and would never be mistaken for a "stick in the mud". Instead, she was wild and adventuresome, having had both girlfriends and boyfriends in the past, sometimes both at the same time.
With her appealing blonde hair, soft brown eyes and possessing a face that was both mischievous looking and attractive, and one which seemed prone to seductive and sly looks, Erica garnered plenty of attention from both males and females alike. In short, most people simply found her fun to be around.
Her fun personality was made even more appealing when combined with her bombshell body. Thanks to a daily workout regime, coupled with a strict diet, the five four, hundred and twenty seven pound Erica still, even into her mid-thirties, owned a terrific body. Her abs were firm and nearly fat free as was her thighs and ass, but they were nothing compared to her all natural, extremely sizable breasts. Erica wore a size thirty two G cup bra, that is, ever the hippie still, when she bothered to even wear one.
At lunch, in a small downtown café, after they caught each other up on the current affairs in their respective lives, the conversation took a serious turn when Erica brought up a touchy subject for Wendy.
"So look hon, your mom wanted me to talk to you. She thinks something happened at school earlier this week but you won't talk to her about it so it must be real serious. Are you in trouble or something?"
"No, not really. I mean something, yeah, happened and it's sort of serious I guess but I can't talk to mom about it."
"Why not?"
"Well you know how she is with the sexy stuff Aunt Erica. I don't want her freaking out and going to the school and raising all kinds of hell."
"Well I am not your mother when it comes to the sexy stuff, Wendy. I guess I'm more of a free spirit when it comes to that and I won't tell her anything if you don't want me to."
"A freakin nun is more of a free spirit when it comes to sex than my mom," Wendy quipped.
"No doubt," Erica said as she sipped on her coffee. "So I'm all ears."
"OK, well, what happened is this..." Wendy leaned forward dropping her voice to a clandestine whisper. "I was in the girls' locker room changing after P.E. class when a couple of girls came in unexpectedly. You see I always duck out a bit early and hurry and change before the other girls get in the locker room but today I guess Missy and Karen ducked out a bit early too and they saw me getting undressed."
"Can I ask why you duck out early to change?"
Wendy shrugged her shoulders before giving her aunt wan smile. "Just shy I guess and a bit self-conscious about getting undressed in front of the other girls."
"Really, self-conscious Wendy. Don't know why. You certainly are pretty enough and don't look at all over weight so..."
Like her aunt, Wendy had soft brown eyes which only served to emphasis her wholesome "girl next door" good looks. Her dishwater blonde hair toppled down just past her shoulders, accenting a supple and curvaceous figure. The highlight of her appealing figure was a pair of large, thirty four DD breasts.
Sadly though, Wendy, thanks to her mom and her buttoned down attitude towards all things of a sexual nature, did not think of her large breasts as something to be proud of. Erica, sensing as much, determined this was a wrong that would be up to her to correct.
Wendy cleared her throat nervously before telling her aunt the truth of what happened. "Thanks but they weren't making fun of me for being ugly or fat but something else."
"What?"
Wendy sighed before totally spilling her guts to her aunt. "They were laughing at me coz of the bra I was wearing and coz I have, you know, kind of big tits."
Erica smiled warmly at her favorite niece before leaning forward. "Yeah, I noticed hon you have filled out a bit from last summer but that is a good thing no?"
"I guess but Missy and Karen they are now calling me Wendy Whoppers and it's embarrassing."
"Well in defense of large breasts let me guess... hmm both Missy and Karen are both seniors and neither one of them are particularly well endowed?"
"Yeah but how did you know and why does it matter?"
"It's simple. They are jealous, especially since you are only a junior they probably think you are like sixteen or seventeen. They don't know you were held back a year earlier from those health problems you had as a child?"
"None of the girls in my gym class know that. So you think they are jealous coz they think I'm younger and got bigger tits than them?"
"High school girls can be insecure and petty," Erica told her. "Now tell me what is going on about you being embarrassed by the bra you were wearing that day."
"Not just that day, but pretty much every day actually. Mom..." Wendy sighed before deciding to be brutally honest. "Mom buys me these stupid, I don't know, granny like looking bras that don't fit well. She won't let me pick out anything cute or nice saying 'those type of bras are for sluts'. Christ you know how she is."
"Yeah, I know your mom but lucky for you your Aunt Erica is not the same way and even luckier..."
Erica turned, digging into her purse she pulled out a large wad of cash. Holding the bills up she said happily, "And I'm in a mood to go shopping after lunch and buy my favorite niece some new bras."
Wendy looked at the large wad of bills. "Wow Aunt Erica where did you get all that money from?"
Erica smiled. "Well on the drive out here I stopped at one of the local casinos and my luck was running hot at the first the blackjack tables and then the craps table so... shopping? My treat."
'Wow really, Aunt Erica that would be cool. I have to hide them from mom, of course, but I can do that."
After lunch they hit the mall where Erica made good on her promise and allowed her niece to go off by herself and pick out a trio of new bras of her own choosing without regards to price. As an added bonus, Erica also told Wendy to pick out some matching panties to go along with her new bras.
Back at home they enjoyed a quiet Friday evening in front of the television together before Wendy kissed her aunt on the cheek and headed off to her bedroom as soon as she heard her mom's car pull up in the driveway.
About an hour later, Erica was dozing on the sofa, still wearing her jeans and fashionable blouse, when her phone dinged, waking her up. It was a text from Wendy.
Just wanted to say thanks again for buying me those new bras. I tried them on all again and really like them!! I owe you big time!!
Erica smiled as a deliciously naughty idea suddenly hit her after reading her niece's message. Throwing caution to the wind, she texted her reply, hoping it would lead somewhere.
The real reason Erica was even considering such a deliciously wicked idea was simple: a bit of revenge. When they were younger, Susan who was not so conservative then, seemed to take special delight in flirting with, and sometimes seducing, any boy it seemed her younger sister took an interest in.
The sisters, in fact, bickered constantly over boys while they were growing up. It was fights the late bloomer Erica always seemed to come out on the short end of. So now would it not be fitting if she could somehow seduce her older sister's daughter?
Erica smiled to herself, hopeful her niece would take the bait as she banged out her reply.
Glad you like them. I'm a bit disappointed though
Why?? Wendy prompting replied.
Oh I just thought it would be nice if you showed your aunt you know in person, how at least one of your new bras looked on you.
Erica held her breath as she anxiously waited to see Wendy's reply.
Really you wanna see how one of them actually looks on me, Aunt Erica?
If that is ok with you???
Honestly I would not mind but you know mom's right down the hallway. She might hear you come to my room and wonder what's going on.
Oh don't worry about her. She is fast asleep by now. She said she was tense from a rough day at work and I gave her one of my valiums. She won't be waking up anytime soon!!!
OK then. Come to my room.
Be right up in a minute
Hopping up off the sofa, Erica hummed a happy tune as she made a quick detour, stopping off to the kitchen to grab some wine.
After slipping quietly inside her bedroom, Erica found her niece nervously pacing while wearing an exceedingly boring plaid sleep shirt.
"Aunt Erica are you sure you really wanna see how one of my new bras look on me?"
Erica strode across her niece's small bedroom carrying a pair of wine glasses, filled to the brim with red wine. After they settled down on the bed, she tried to hand her one of the glasses of wine.
"Here. Take a couple sips of this. It will help relax you."
Looking at the glass of wine doubtfully she whispered, "Mom says I shouldn't drink as it can make girls do naughty things."
Erica took a deep breath before replying. "Being naughty sweetheart can sometimes be fun. A fact your ultra-conservative mother fails to appreciate."
"Yeah I guess you are right," Wendy replied as she took the glass of wine.
"Just a small sip or two. Promise, it will help relax you. I know you are nervous about showing off in one of the new bras I bought you but honey..."
Erica paused, staring at her niece deep in the eyes, she dropped her voice to a soft whisper. "It's me, sweetie. Your favorite Auntie Erica and you can trust me. Totally. But more importantly you need to let me help you overcome your innate shyness so you can blossom like the pretty beautiful flower you were meant to be."
Wendy took the glass of wine. She took one small sip of the red wine and then, not minding the taste, a larger one. The effect was both warming and relaxing and hit her almost immediately.
Giggling, she whispered, "I think I kind of like that."
"Good, but..." Erica reached out, taking the still half full glass back from her. "You can't have too much right away."
"Now are you ready to show me at least how nice one of the bras I bought you look on you, honey?"
Wendy sighed deeply before whispering, "OK."
Standing up she stood in front of her aunt and after giving her a shy smile she slowly started to lift up her boring sleep shirt, but before she even got it half way up she stopped. After letting it full back down, she whispered, "I don't know if I can do this, Aunt Erica. I'm just... you know... too shy."
"Hmm, well... tell you what. How does this sound as an idea. Maybe you are too shy but how about someone else."
"Someone else? What do you mean?"
"What if we sort of engage in a bit of role playing where it won't be you taking off your boring old sleep shirt for me but someone else you are pretending to be?"
"Sounds interesting. Tell me more?"
"It's called role playing and it's where you pretend to be someone else. Trust me, it can be both fun and liberating, sweetheart. Here, sit down next to me on the bed and I will explain our respective roles and then you can tell me if you are interested."
Erica spent the next minute explaining just what she had in mind and then another minute or two, helped by the few generous sips of wine Wendy took, convincing her niece to play along.
The crux of their little role playing game was simple: Erica would play the role of a high powered, and well-heeled, business woman who was a frequent visitor to a chic strip club while Wendy would play the role of a naïve young employee thrust into the role of being the business woman's personal dancer/stripper for the evening.
"So if you have bought and paid for me I guess that means I pretty much have to do as you please huh, Aunt Erica."
Reaching out with a mischievous smile on her face, Erica whispered, "That is exactly what it means because as they say... the customer is always right. Of course, I will have to go get dressed for my role as a powerful businesswoman while you stay here and maybe sip on a bit of wine so you won't be so nervous about being under my firm hand. Oh and get rid of that boring sleep shirt and put on some casual outfit. I think a pair of black jeans and a white blouse would be perfect for your uniform, considering you are supposed to be just a bar back at our fictional strip club. Do you have something like that?"
"Ahh, yeah, I do."
"So let's both go ahead and change into our respective proper attire for our roles and I will be back in about ten minutes or so."
"OK," Erica said as she hurried out of the bedroom and back to her own room.
A few minutes later, Erica was back inside Wendy's bedroom, dressed exactly as one might expect a powerful business woman to dress while still showing off a bit of sexiness: black pinstriped suit jacket, white blouse under the jacket and a tight, dark and fairly short skirt. To complete the look Erica added a pair of reading glasses, giving her a more professional appearance.
As soon as Erica walked into the bedroom, she went straight into character, "My, my," she chortled, "they told me I would have a young cutie waiting for me in my private VIP lounge and I do see they were not lying."
She sauntered right up to Wendy as she sat nervously on the edge of the bed. Dressed exactly in the way Erica suggested, black jeans and a white blouse with neither being particularly tight, Wendy looked up at her aunt nervously.
Reaching out, Erica touched her niece's face lightly. "Yes, for sure, you far exceed my expectations, sweetie. What is your name?"
Have a sudden inspiration to use a made up name, Wendy told her client, "I'm Betty. And what is your name?"
Thinking quickly, Erica also used a made up name. "I'm Karen. Anyways, Betty, huh, is that all? I thought all you strippers had, like, exotic nicknames? But, of course, you actually don't look like a stripper, hon. I mean the way you are dressed."
Wendy decided to oblige her aunt and give herself an "exotic" nickname. Smiling shyly, she said, "Actually I do. It's Betty Big Boobs."
"Well I can't really tell considering the way you are so conservatively dressed if that is an accurate nickname or not. Maybe you wanna get undressed for me, sweetie... or better yet, let me do it myself. Let's switch places. Let me sit down and you stand up before me."
After they switched places, Karen boldly reached out and began to undo Betty's blouse slowly.
Noticing how she was fidgeting as she undid her blouse, Karen asked her, "Why so nervous about me taking off your blouse, sweetie."
"I'm just a bit shy is all. This is my first time doing... like this job. Normally, I am just a bar back in the club... not a stripper and that is why I'm dressed the way I am. I didn't have time to change into anything sexy for you."
Karen, anxious and curious to hear more, paused after undoing only the second button. "Really. So why did they make you a stripper all of a sudden?"
"Well, Mr. Jones, you know the club manager."
Happily going along with her niece's improvision, Erica responded, "Sure, me and Chuck are tight. I am one of his favorite customers."
"Yeah he told me that when you come in you always reserve the VIP room and get your own personal stripper for the evening. He said the girl he had lined up for you. Charlene, called off tonight at the last second and he needed someone, like right away, young, innocent looking and well-endowed. Hmm, he said, that is what you like, to replace her and that I would be perfect."
"So you volunteered to be my own personal stripper for the evening?"
"No, actually, he said I had to do it... or else."
"Or else he would fire you?"
"I guess."
Reaching up, Karen stroked Betty's face as she dropped her voice to a gentle whisper, "So you have never stripped for anyone before and you really are just a shy, sweet and innocent little girl that is being forced to do this?"
"Uh-hu," Betty replied. "Mr. Jones came up with the nickname for me by the way."
"So I'm still wondering if that is an accurate nickname or not. I really hope so because, like your boss said, I really like pretty, shy, sweet innocent little girls with big boobies."
"Hmm, maybe I do," Betty said with a shrug of her shoulders. "I mean, I'm not sure. No one has ever really seen them before to... you know... comment one way or the other."
"Hmm, really? So you are a virgin then I take it."
"Yes," Betty answered... truthfully.
"And that is why you are so nervous about me taking off your blouse."
"Mhm."
"Well, tell you what. I have an idea. Why don't I go first... and then after you have taken off my blouse maybe you won't be so nervous about letting me do the same for you."
The shy Betty shrugged her shoulders before murmuring her consent.
Standing up, Karen faced the young girl before dropping her voice to a sultry whisper. "I'll help you get started by first taking this off."
Karen stripped off her professional suit jacket before laying it neatly on the bed. Turning, she faced Betty again. "OK, go ahead sweetie and undo my blouse for me." Taking her hands, she guided them to the front of her blouse as she whispered, "C'mon you don't have to be shy."
Betty slowly, carefully unbuttoned Karen's blouse. After getting it undone she paused as she gazed at the older woman's chest. Under her blouse she was wearing an exceptionally sexy black lace bra that showed her big tits to a very acceptable degree.
"Wow that is a pretty bra Ms. Karen," Betty whispered.
"I'm glad you like it hon but now it's my turn."



The young bar back, turned stripper, swallowed nervously as the powerful businesswoman started to unbutton her white blouse. Yanking it open after she got it undone, Karen let out a low whistle.
"Wow honey that is one gorgeous looking bra and looks absolutely fantastic on you."
The bra Wendy/Betty picked out to model for her aunt was a dahlia blue back-smoothing wireless T-shirt bra. Adding to the bra's luster was the way it was embellished by a smattering of small flowery leaves in white, purple and blue all across the large cups.
"Really. This is the first time I wore, like a sexy bra. My mom usually makes me buy boring white ones with no decorations."
"Well sweetie," Karen said, leaning forward, "You definitely hit a home run with this one. You know, it just so happens blue is my favorite color."
"It is?" Wendy answered in mock surprise as she very much knew blue was her aunt's favorite color.
"Mmm it is, sweetie." Taking her by the hands she dropped her voice to a low whisperer as she said, "I think before we both take turns stripping our respective bras off you need to warm me up, sweetie."
"Warm you up? How?" Betty naively asked.
"Here let me show you."
Taking her by the hands, Karen maneuvered them around so she was sitting on the edge of the bed and Betty was standing directly in front of her.
Pulling her closer, Karen stared at her young prey before letting her hands go.
Betty started to fidget as she stood there being admired by this rich and obviously powerful business woman. "So, hmm, what do you want me to do?"
"Ahh, for starters, tell me more about this super sexy bra you are wearing Betty. I mean it looks utterly fantastic on you."
"It does?"
"Oh, most certainly. I... I hope you don't mind my saying, but I can only imagine that lovely bra of yours must be hiding an absolutely gorgeous set of tits underneath, sweetie."
"My aunt bought it for me. She is super nice to me."
"Oh really." Reaching up, thoroughly enjoying their light banter, Karen stroked the side of the young girl's pretty face. "Is your aunt pretty like you, sweetie."
"Yes, she is very pretty," the bar back turned stripper replied.
"Beauty maybe runs in the family I guess. So..." Karen let her hands slip down to the dancer's side. "Are you ready to warm me up, my pet?"
Betty shook her head yes shyly.
"Then relax, close your eyes and let me do this."
Betty obeyed, closing her eyes. She tried to relax but as she felt the powerful business woman's hands rising slowly northward, it became next to impossible. Finally, she let out a soft sigh as she felt the woman's hands come in contact with her bra.
"Is this OK," Karen asked quietly as she tilted her head playfully. "I just wanted to see if your pretty bra felt as nice as it looked."
"Mmm, OK..." Betty replied as her client began to fondle her breasts through the bra.
"Hmm, yes, it feels very nice. The material is nice and soft and silky but..."
Erica withdraw her hands, not wanting to push things too fast.
"But what?" Betty asked a bit surprised her normally aggressive aunt, playing her role as powerful business woman to the hilt, backed off from fondling her tits some more.
"But let's try this."
Standing up, Karen turned so they were facing each other.
She snaked her arms around Betty's back as she drew her in closer. Lifting her chest up, Karen pushed her tits against Betty's.
Smiling, she whispered, "Just relax and go with the flow, honey."
Just as she said this Erica began to shake her chest back and forth and all around while keeping her tits pressed tightly against Betty's.
"This is fun huh? Us rubbing our big boobies together, sweetheart."
"Y-yes," Betty nervously stammered.
"It would be funner if our bras weren't in the way though. So..." Reaching around to her back, Karen undid her own bra.
Betty watched as the powerful businesswoman bra first came undone before fluttering softly to the floor, revealing a pair of large, mouthwatering breasts.
"Now it's your turn, sweetie. Take your bra off for me."
Nervously reaching around to her back, Betty slowly began to unhook the first of the three triple clasps in the back as she whispered, "No one has ever seen my boobs before, Ms. Karen."
Reaching up with one hand, she stroked her cheek tenderly as she whispered, "Hmm, could that really the truth, Betty?"
"It is. I swear, Ms. Karen," Betty confessed just as she unhooked the second clasp.
Reaching back around her, Karen snatched the young girl's hands in her own before she could undo the final clasp.
"If that the case," she whispered, "let me have the honor of removing this gorgeous bra of yours before you bestow upon me the distinction of being the first to gaze upon your naked breasts."
"OK," Betty responded quietly as she let her hands slip down to her side.
Karen carefully unhooked the final clasp before sliding her hands slowly up to the bra's twin straps. Carefully, as if she was about to reveal a masterpiece of great art, Karen slowly dragged the twin straps across Betty's shoulders. Gravity did the rest as Betty's tits fell out from the protective cover of the bra as it too fluttered softly to the bedroom floor.
"Oh God, sweetie," Karen sighed. "Your tits are absolutely stunning."
"Are they really, Ms. Karen?"
"Jesus they are," Karen answered in a deep throaty whisper as she eyed them like a hungry vulture.
"Now let's try that again... rubbing our big tits together sweetie and see how much more fun it is without our stupid bras in the way."
Betty closed her eyes as she leaned forward, slowly pushing her tits against Ms. Karen's.
They stood there for a good minute anyways softly pressing their bare tits together before Karen could no longer resist.
Leaning forward, she planted a tender kiss directly on the young girl's lips before easing back for a quick moment. She then pressed her wicked attack by giving a more serious kiss this time.
Betty, at first, stiffened when she felt the powerful businesswoman kiss her for the second time, and then stiffened even more as she felt her tongue slip inside her mouth when she kissed her back.
It didn't take long for Karen's expert tongue, swirling and darting and making magic inside of Betty's mouth, to turn the young girl's nervousness into desire.
Karen allowed her tongue to continue its magical journey inside Betty's mouth for a few passionate moments before she finally pulled back. The young girl was nearly panting as Karen whispered to her, "You like that sweetheart being kissed like that?"
"I do," she replied softly.
"How about this... you still liking this?" she added as she thrust her chest out. Betty started to giggle now as they both swayed back and forth, bumping their large breasts up against one another's.
"This is kind of fun, Ms. Karen," Betty told her in between her giggles.
"It is huh... but do you know what else is even more fun?"
"Nuh-uh," she replied quietly.
Leaning forward, Karen whispered in her ear, "Have you ever had your boobies touched by another woman before honey? That can be kind of fun you know."
"Never... actually by anyone, Ms. Karen. I mean rubbing our boobs together... this is the closest I ever came to letting anyone touch them."
Reaching out, Karen lifted one finger to Betty's cheek. Stroking it softly, she whispered, "Will you let me... please?"
After a long hesitation, Betty finally nodded her head yes.
"But first I think we need to get rid of these." Karen's hands slipped down, undoing Betty's jeans before she helped her strip them off.
"Now it's my turn," Ms. Karen announced as she undid her skirt before it too joined the growing pile of clothes on the floor.
Hand in hand, the two of them, now clad in only their panties, moved across the bedroom and over to the vanity table.
"Sit down in front of the mirror, sweetie," Karen prompted her.
Betty nervously sat down on the vanity table's wide cushioned bench as Karen stood behind her. "Now close your eyes, rest your hands in your lap and try and relax, sweetie."
Betty mostly obeyed as she did close her eyes and did let her hands rest in her lap but as for relaxing, considering what was about to happen, that was a near impossibility.
Betty felt Karen's soft hands first kneading her shoulders before slipping down to rub up and down her arms several times. After a minute or this tender massage Karen whispered to her young prey, "I need to sit I think. Here scoot forward so I have some room and can sit directly behind you, Betty."
Betty obeyed as she moved forward to the very edge of the bench, giving Karen just enough room to settle herself down behind her.
Again, Betty felt her shoulders being tenderly massaged but this time Ms. Karen added in some soft loving kisses all along her neck as she kneaded her shoulders.
The kisses made Betty sigh as first before Karen stumbled upon her weak spot. She had been purposefully searching for it all along with her probing kisses along the girl's neck. Karen knew she found it when her previously soft sighing became deeper and more pronounced as her kisses found their mark.
As Betty melted against her from the gentle onslaught of kisses, licks, and nibbles, she felt the older woman's hands slip down and off of her shoulders. For the first time, Betty felt the touch of another's hands on her breasts as Karen tenderly cupped them.
Karen jiggled the Betty's sizable tits in her hands. Wanting her to be able to concentrate fully on having her tits fondled for the very first time, Karen reluctantly broke off her tender assault of kisses.
Bringing her mouth down to Betty's ear, she whispered, "You have such lovely tits sweetheart, nice and firm. Do you like what I'm doing?"
"Mmm-huh," Betty managed to mumble as Karen's gentle assault upon her body was leaving her nearly breathless.
"How about this... tell me if this feels nice?"
Using her both her thumbs, Karen flickered them slowly, and then faster, along Betty's nipples.
"Oh God," Betty whispered quietly under her breath as she felt her highly sensitive nipples being tweaked for the first time. It didn't take long for Karen's light, playful touching to turn both of Betty's nipples into a pair of fully erect monsters.
"Open your eyes sweetie."
Betty obeyed, opening her eyes. The girls' eyes met in the mirror as something wicked passed between them.
"You like this baby? Me playing with your big titties huh?" Karen whispered to her.
"Yes, Ms. Karen," Betty replied as she watched the older woman playfully jiggle and juggle her boobs in the mirror.
"Keep your eyes open as I want you to see what I am going to do next."
Betty eyes stayed glued to the mirror, she was enjoying watching the action unfold there, as the powerful business woman began to kiss her again, this time all along her right shoulder while continuing to fondle her breasts tenderly with a pair of obviously experienced hands.
Betty excitement grew while observing as Ms. Karen's kisses fell down and off of her shoulders. Twisting around, Karen angled her mouth off of Betty's neck and shoulders and onto her chest just above her boobs.
Staring in helpless amazement in the mirror, Betty watched as Karen's tongue snaked out, making first glorious contact with one of her erect nipples.
"Oh God," Betty sighed as Karen's tongue slipped and slithered all over first one nipple and then the other.
Involuntarily, she closed her eyes now while thrusting her chest out, offering her tits up like a pair of sacrificial lambs to the older woman's wanton desires.
The quiet bedroom was filled with the sound of loud slurping noise as Karen twisted Betty half way towards her before attacking her tits with a barely controlled lust.
The wicked assault continued until finally Karen tore her mouth off of Betty's delicious tits. Bringing her mouth up, they engaged in a wild series of long, tongue twisting kisses while Karen's hands continued to tenderly fondle Betty's tits.
Once more Karen's attentions slipped down to her prey's chest. Betty moaned loudly when the older woman's mouth began to assail her breasts with dozens of sloppy kisses before she got down to the serious business of sucking on her tits.
As Betty reclined back against her beautiful tormentor, her eyes still tightly shut, she was both sighing and squirming in pent up overwrought anticipation of what this lustful older woman was going to do to her next. Her anticipation was quickly realized as she felt her tits being suckled on so sweetly while Karen's hand slipped down and then, OH GOD, tried to get inside her panties.
Instinctually, Betty defended herself by quickly grabbing Karen's hands as she cried out in desperation. "I never let anyone touch me... down there before."
"Really? Never?" Taking a break from her gentle assault, Karen let Betty steer her hands away as she brought her mouth to her ear. Whispering sweetly she said, "Really, you have never been touched down there before."
"Well not by someone else. I mean I... I have touched myself down there before."
"Show me," Karen whispered as a wholly wicked new idea took hold of her. "Show me how you touch yourself."
"Really you... you want me to touch myself... down there... in front of you?" Betty shyly replied.
"Not only do I want that I command it. I think your boss gave you specific instructions you were to please me, young lady?"
"He did." Betty meekly answered.
"Then..."
Taking one of Betty's hands in her own, Karen boldly guided it downward as she hissed in her ear, "I said show me... please."
Betty glanced up at the mirror. Ms. Karen had an altogether serious look on her pretty face, indicating she had better be obeyed.
Nervously, Betty slipped a hand inside her panties.
Deciding to add a completely new and wicked twist to the proceedings, Karen whispered in Betty's ear, "Now start playing with yourself little girl while Mommy watches."
The sheer naughtiness of Karen's wild suggestion of such a wicked new role playing game sent Betty's heart to trip hammering inside of her chest. Wanting to please her "Mommy" she started to slowly finger herself as Karen leaned over her shoulder staring down and in between her legs.
"That's it baby, shove your fingers in and out of that tight little cunt of yours. Mommy wants to see her little girl give herself an orgasm."
"Hmm... OK," Betty replied while really wondering if she could make herself come in the presence of another.
Closing her eyes, she began to tenderly stroke her clit, just the way she liked, as she felt Karen's hands slide up and under her tits.
Once again, Betty found her highly sensitive nipples being played with as she began to finger her clit with a greater purpose. And then came the coup de grace as Karen brought her mouth down to start showering a new series of passionate kisses on her weak point.
"Oh God," Betty moaned loudly as she began to urgently finger fuck herself.
"That's it baby, Mommy wants to see you come so hard," Karen told her in between kisses.
Betty's was gasping now as her orgasm, egged on by having her nipples so sweetly played with and by Karen's wicked kisses all along her neck, came rushing home and when it swept over her it was, without a doubt, the most powerful orgasm of her young life.
"I... I AM COMING, MOMMY," she shrieked as nearly her whole body began to shake.
Leaning back with a wicked smile, Karen, thoroughly enjoying her role of being the wicked "Mommy", watched happily as what she was sure must have been a rather intense orgasm wash over her pretty young daughter.
Erica held Wendy tightly against her as she slowly floated back to earth.
"Are... are we still... role playing?" Wendy asked after a few quiet moments.
"I don't know baby. Do you still want to?"
"Yes, but this is going to sound real naughty Aunt Erica and I don't know if I should tell you."
Reaching around, Erica gently used one hand to twist Wendy's face around so they were looking at each other directly before whispering, "If you haven't noticed Wendy, your Aunt Erica is very comfortable with being naughty... so tell me."
"OK it's just... I mean I was thoroughly enjoying it when I was like the naïve bar back girl thrust into the role of being the powerful Ms. Karen's private little... you know... plaything but... but when you switched things up where you pretended to be my Mommy... that... that was like wow. I mean I... I liked it even better I think."
"You only think hon?"
"No, I know... for sure."
"Honestly, I liked it better too, sweetheart. Secretly I have always been jealous of your mom for being blessed with such a loving and pretty daughter."
"Really?"
"Yes, really honey and if you want I will prove it to you."
"I wish you would."
"OK, well, I am hoping with your blessing we might continue to play some more... me and you. I mean it's hardly fair that you got to come and I didn't."
"Yeah, that is unfair."
"So maybe we could continue our role playing but this time, right from the start I will be your loving mommy and you will be my sweet innocent little daughter."
"That sounds like something I would really like Aunt Erica," Wendy quietly replied.
Standing up, Erica stretched. "OK, well, give me a few minutes as I'm going to run to my bedroom to change into something more appropriate for our new game."
"Sure, but what should I wear?"
"Hmm, give me a few minutes and I will text you from my bedroom. First, I gotta put my wicked imagination into gear to invent some kind of naughty scenario for our new game."
"So I'll just wait for your text then?"
"Yes. I will text you the details and then you'll be able to pick out just what to wear to fit whatever scenario I have come up with."
Their wicked plans made, Erica excitedly hurried off to her bedroom, her mind whirling of just what kind of sinful scenario to create for them.
Back inside the guest bedroom Erica, after quickly considering and rejecting several scenarios for their latest role playing game, finally hit on what she hoped was a winner. She banged out a text to her niece asking if she was still in a mood to play.
The reply made her smile as it was two simple emojis: a thumbs up and a smiley face.
Erica texted her back telling her she would be there shortly and just to put back on, for the time being, her boring old nightshirt.
While shopping earlier Erica had come across some sexy lingerie she just had to have and bought it. Deciding this would be the perfect thing to wear for their latest adventure she hurriedly put it on before adding a white satin robe over it.
Back inside Wendy's bedroom the two of them settled down on the bed next to each other.
"Ready to hear about the game I have so cleverly invented us to play, Wendy?" Erica anxiously asked.
"Yes, tell me."
"OK so it's really quite simple. The game is called, If I Was Your Mommy."
"Hmm, cool name."
"Glad you like it. I just made it up on the fly. Anyways the game is played in rounds and every round starts with me making the statement... If I was your mommy I would... Then I will make another statement suggesting what I would do, if like, I really was your mommy. And then if you wanna see proof of my statement you respond by either saying show me, or I'll show you. Unless, of course, whatever statement I suggested does not appeal to you and then you would respond negatively. So what do you think, hon?"
"Sounds interesting. Let's play."
"OK, I'll make the first round real simple so we both can get the hang of things."
"Sure. I'm ready."
After thinking a moment, Erica started the game out by saying, "If I was your mommy I would invite my daughter to share a full glass of wine with me."
"Hmm, show me."




Reaching over, Erica grabbed the bottle of wine and filled up one of the glasses and after taking a large sip from it she handed it to Wendy.
Wendy took several small sips of the wine and liking the soft buzz it gave her, she took another larger sip. Giggling, she handed the glass of wine back to her "mommy" as she whispered, "I think I'm going to like both this game... and my new mommy."
"I hope so honey," Erica replied as she greedily gulped down nearly the whole balance of wine. Leaving only a small sip she handed it back to Wendy who quickly polished it off before excitedly saying, "OK, let's go, next round."
Having already planned out the next few rounds in advance Erica wasted no time in saying, "If I was your mommy I would not be afraid to show off for my daughter by wearing something nice and maybe a little sexy for her."
"Show me," Wendy eagerly responded.
Erica stood up before slowly stripping off her white satin robe revealing to her new daughter the sexy lingerie underneath.
"Wow mommy that really is super sexy," Wendy exclaimed as she stared at the outfit Erica selected for this new role playing game. The outfit consisted of a black lace bra, along with matching black panties, stockings, and garter belt. The blackness of the lingerie was contrasted by a sexy pearl white corset that uplifted her already sizable boobs making them look even bigger.
"Glad you like it, hon. Now let's go to round three. So if I was your mommy I would ask my pretty young daughter to also show off for me by modeling another of the three new bras I bought her today at the mall."
Wendy smiled before climbing off the bed and saying, "OK mommy I'll show you. I hid them in my closet so my other mommy doesn't find them and scold me. Be right back. Should I model also one of my new panties you bought me?"
"Yes, of course, baby."
After Wendy emerged from the closet a minute or two later, wearing a purple lace bra with matching panties. Erica let out a low whistle. "Wow baby that looks good on you."
"Does it really?" Wendy asked.
"It does. Here come nearer though so mommy can get a closer look."
Wendy slowly crossed the bedroom before stopping in front of her aunt/mommy.
"Hmm, looks even better close up."
Wendy shyly smiled in respond as she quietly responded by saying, "Glad you like it, Mommy."
"I do as I like this game we are playing. Do you?"
"Yes, very much so. Can we continue?"
"Of course. So if I was your mommy..." Erica paused as she scooted back and over so she was relaxing back against the headboard in the middle of the bed. "I would invite you here on the bed with me so mommy and her sweet little girl could do some serious cuddling."
Wendy crawled up onto the bed next to her mommy before leaning back against the headboard next to her as Erica adjusted both of the pillows so they would have something comfortable to lean back on
Not wanting to lose any momentum Erica quickly snaked an arm around her new daughter's shoulder and pulled her tightly up against her.
They snuggled quietly for a minute or two, both enjoying the warmth that being so close together was bringing them before Erica whispered, "Ready to play another round of our game, sweetie?"
"Yes, please."
"If I was your mommy I would not be shy in showing my love and affection for my pretty young daughter by worshipping her with a shower of adoration and kisses."
"Show me," Wendy answered in a quiet voice that barely rose to the level of a whisper.
Erica first pulled Wendy into her arms before maneuvering them so they were stretched out on their sides facing each other. Reaching out, she used one finger to softly stroke the side of Wendy's face before she leaned closer, spraying both of Wendy's cheeks with kisses before moving to her lips.
Carefully, like testing the waters, she gave her a pair of light and tender kisses on the lips before pulling back. She had barely broken contact though when Wendy surprised her by whispering, "I want more kisses, Mommy."
Erica keenly gave in to her daughter's quiet request as she leaned forward. Their lips slowly came together as they shared a series of increasingly passionate kisses as Erica used her arms to pull her even closer and tighter against her.
Their little kissing fest continued unabated for some time before Erica, growing overheated, pulled back.
"Hmm that was a nice round huh, baby?"
"Very nice and I'm ready for the next one already, Mommy."
"My eager little girl wants to play more huh. OK, well, how about this. Now that you have the hang of my game why don't you take a turn by saying if I was your daughter and then... you know?"
"Really. I can take the lead?"
"Sure baby. Go ahead but don't be shy."
"I won't be. Hmm, let me see..." Wendy's mind whirled as she wondered just what to ask for now that she was in control. "Got it. OK, so if I was your daughter I would fill up the wine glass again and after one or two small sips invite my mommy to finish it all coz I want to see my mommy get real tipsy."
"Show me then little girl," Erica responded as she reached over and grabbed both the bottle of wine and the glass and handed them to her daughter to fill up.
After Wendy filled the glass to the rim with wine they both sat up and, as promised, Wendy only took a pair of small sips from the glass before passing it over to her mom with a wicked smile.
Erica obliged her daughter by quickly polishing off the balance of the wine.
"Can I have another turn, Mommy?"
"Sure baby. Go ahead."
After a moment's hesitation Wendy took the plunge by making her request, "If I was your daughter I would ask my mom if she could pamper me by giving me a super duper nice neck and shoulder massage."
Erica smiled. "Mommy would love to honor her daughter's request," she told her while maneuvering herself into position so she was behind her daughter.
"Good. Oh and I have a bottle of massage oil there in the top drawer of my nightstand if you wanna use it."
Erica quickly retrieved the bottle of oil and after pouring a generous amount on her hands she began to work the soothing oil into her daughter's neck and shoulders. As her mom's hands moved back and forth over her neck and shoulders, proficiently working the oil in, Wendy let out a small sigh of contentment.
"Is this nice hon, the way mommy is pampering her little girl?" she whispered in her ear.
"Yes, but maybe you could pamper me some more by extending your massage past my neck and shoulders?" Twisting around, Wendy looked at her mom hopefully before adding, "Pretty please.
"Hmm, how can I resist such sweetness? I can't..." Erica mused aloud as she let her hands slip down Wendy's bare shoulders once or twice before gently nudging her around so she was lying flat on her tummy.
Taking up the bottle of oil, Erica poured a plentiful amount directly on Wendy's back.
"Mmm, that feels so good, Mommy," Wendy whispered as her mom's hand glided back and forth, up and down, and all around slowly working the oil into her back.
"Yes, honey but I think your bra is sort of in the way. You mind if I undo it for you and then you can slip it off."
After a moment's hesitation, Wendy whispered her consent. With nothing impending her hands now, Erica really went to work on her daughter's back as she skillfully used her hands and fingers to manipulate the soft tissue of her daughter's back.
"Would you like mommy's pampering to include the back of your legs also, sweetie?"
"Yes," Wendy answered before lifting her head up. Turning she smiled at her mom before whispering, "I want your pampering to include my... my whole body, mommy?"
Erica smiled back before whispering, "Does everywhere include even your secret little girl spots... that no one is supposed to touch, baby?"
"Yes, but no one but mommy you mean right?"
"Yes, of course, there should be nowhere that is off limits to a mother's gentle touch when it comes to her baby's girl's beautiful body."
"Yes, nowhere, Mommy," Wendy sighed as she sank back down onto the bed.
"Well then... maybe we should get these off of you too..." Erica said with no small amount of excitement as she reached down and started to tug on her daughter's panties. "As it will make it easier for mommy to both massage and fully explore those secret little spots we were just talking about."
After Wendy's panties joined her bra on the floor, Erica picked up the bottle of massage oil again, this time pouring some out up and down on the back of both of Wendy's upper legs and on down to her calves.
Not wanting to rush into anything, Erica slowly massaged the oil first into the back of her daughter's upper legs before working her way down and gently massaging the oil into her calves.
Slowly, carefully, inch by inch, Erica worked her hands, one each on the back of her daughter's legs, up towards the previously referenced secret spot that lay between her daughter's legs.
As her probing hands edged closer to the ultimate prize she whispered, "Go ahead and spread your legs just a bit for mommy, pumpkin."
Wendy obediently complied with her mom's request as she spread her legs wider.
After spending an inordinate amount of time kneading the fleshly part of her daughter's super nice butt, Erica finally let one finger gently dip into the moist pool between her daughter's legs.
Wendy's pulse began to race as she felt the first gentle incursions of her mom's fingers into her moist pussy.
"That feel good, baby?" Erica whispered as she soothingly worked her index finger in and out of her daughter's tight little cunt.
"Oh God yes, Mommy... don't... don't stop," she quietly moaned as her mom began to finger her pussy with a serious purpose.
Erica smiled. Although she was sure she could easily do it, she had no intention of using her probing fingers to make her innocent young daughter/niece climax this way. Instead, she would just bring her up to the very edge of an orgasm and then... stop. Hopefully, it would leave her panting for more.
With this in mind, Erica began to finger fuck her daughter at a more wicked pace, loving the way it make her squirm and pant. "Oh yeah, you like that huh, baby? Like the way mommy is fingering that tight little cunt of yours?"
"I do... I do... are... are you going to make me... come. Please..."
Erica slowed down, before pulling her finger completely out. "Hmm, not yet baby. That was just to warm you up and keep you wanting more. Now sit up because I think we should try playing a new role playing game."
"What are we both going to be this time?" Wendy enthusiastically inquired.
"Well, I was thinking how that first game we played was nice where I was the all-powerful businesswoman customer and you were the naïve rookie dancer before we switched up at the end to me being your mommy."
"Oh yeah, I loved you being my mommy but I also liked the other one too, Aunt Erica," Wendy truthfully confessed.
"I'm glad you liked it and so did I. Anyways it got me thinking maybe this time we might play the same sort of game but with a role reversal."
"You mean like where... where you will be the stripper and me the customer."
"Exactly. I will be the very bold and aggressive stripper, highly experienced in all things sexual while you be the pure and unsullied young virgin who is both very naïve and very innocent in all things sexual."
Wendy smiled before whispering, "Hmm, almost kind of sounds like we are being ourselves, Aunt Erica. I mean you certainly are pretty and sexy enough to be a stripper."
"Well let's find out shall we."
They spent the next five minutes hashing out the background with the story they devised being simple: the sweet and innocent Wendy would be celebrating her eighteenth birthday with a small group of friends at one of her friend's houses. The parents would be gone for the weekend so the small group of friends, after having raided the liquor cabinet, decided-- as sort of a gag birthday gift for the ultra-straight laced Wendy-- to call one of those escort services and pay for a stripper to come to the house and entertain her on her birthday.
Erica, after slipping her robe back on, left to use the bathroom and so Wendy could get dressed again for their new game. After using the bathroom she slipped back into the bedroom to find Wendy sitting nervously on the edge of the bed, dressed in a pair of jeans and a loose fitting blouse.
After given her the once over, Erica, embracing fully her role as a stripper, announced happily, "Well, I must say this is a pleasant change."
"What do you mean?"
"I mean usually when I do birthday parties I end up in the bedroom with some over aggressive, zit faced, fat and smelly frat boy who I can barely stomach... let alone dance for."
Wendy smiled. "So I'm a pleasant change from that I guess?"
"Most certainly, young lady. Hmm, and you are young huh... let me guess this is your eighteenth birthday?"
"Yes."
Erica sat down next to her before reaching out and grabbing her hand lightly. "So since you are such a pleasant change and it is your birthday, I'm thinking I should go above and beyond the call of duty tonight and do something extra special, maybe beyond a simple lap dance, to make your eighteenth birthday memorable."
"Yes. I would like that I think," Wendy shyly answered. "What did you have in mind?"
"Well for my extra special customers I tend to let my wicked imagination run wild and engage in a bit of role playing with them... but in order for me to do this I first must know if me and my customer share some real warm and loving chemistry."
"How do find that out?"
"Easy... close your eyes."
Wendy obeyed before she felt the stripper's gentle hand turning her face toward her. They kissed, soft, slow and sweet and after their lips parted the stripper smiled at her young customer. "So do we have chemistry or what? I mean I don't know about you but that little shared kiss of ours made my heart flutter?"
"Mine too," Wendy replied shyly.
"Good then..." Smiling at her mischievously the stripper dropped her voice to a quiet whisper. "You know I am probably old enough to be your mother."
"Yes you are?"
"And I am thinking maybe we could play a little role playing game to that effect? You know where I am your mother."
Wendy smiled at her aunt's suggestion of adding a role playing game--yeah, inside of the role playing game they were already playing!
"That sounds fun. What did you have in mind?"
"Well I am thinking I would not just be any average mother but an evil wicked bitch of a step mother who... who happens to be one of those web cam strippers who works out of her house and..."
After Erica briefly finished filling in the details of this new role playing game, Wendy agreed that it sounded like it might be lots of fun.
"Great so grab your lap top honey and position yourself on the bed as we discussed. Now remember I want things to be as realistic as possible so you must act real surprised when your step mom enters the room."
Turning, Erica exited the room and waited outside, giving her niece more than enough time to change before she came into the bedroom without knocking.
When Erica came barging into the room, Wendy was stretched out on the bed dressed in a tee shirt matched with a pair of jeans. The jeans were unzipped and Wendy had one of her hands stuffed down inside her panties fingering her pussy when her stepmother walked in unannounced.
"Jesus Erica, don't you fucking knock before you come into someone's room," Wendy fairly shrieked as she yanked her hand out from inside her panties before slamming her lap top shut.
"Oh so it's Erica now huh, Wendy. Earlier when you were asking for money to go shopping it was please mom this and please mom that."
"I'm sorry... Mom. I mean you should have knocked," Wendy said as she tried to act as embarrassed as possible about being caught playing with herself... among other things. "I was just--"
Erica marched across the room to the bed before barking at her step daughter harshly, "I know what you were doing. You were playing with yourself while watching porn."
"Mom I wasn't watching porn I was--"
"Don't try to lie to me young lady. I heard the moaning before you slammed your lap top shut."
Wendy looked down, feigning embarrassment.
"If you want we can open your lap top back up and take at quick look at your viewing history."
"No, please, that would not be a good idea."
"I think it's a grand idea young lady," Erica replied as she reached out and quickly snatched the lap top out of her step daughter's hands.
"Mom... no!" Wendy cried. "You can't. Its... it's an invasion of privacy or something like that." She tried to grab the lap top back from her mom but Erica easily swatted her hands away.
"Wendy sweetheart... tell me whose house is this you and your daddy are living at."
"Yours, of course."
"Exactly and since I pay the bills and you are living here rent free your expectations of privacy are very, very limited young lady."
Making her voice unduly harsh, Erica snapped at her step daughter, "Now sit there and be quiet while your mom sees what you have been up to."
The stepmom/dancer opened the lap top and smiled. "Hmm, girl on girl porn. Yeah, I thought I heard some soft moaning. Well, at least we have one thing in common young lady. What else were you watching before the girly naughty stuff? Let me see. I'll just bring up your history real quick and..."
The stepmom again smiled before saying, "Hmm it seems you were watching one of those cam girls give their show... But not just any cam girl... your mother!"
"Mom, I can explain I--"
Interrupting her, Erica snapped, "If you play your cards right you won't have to explain. If on the other hand, you want to be your usual bratty disobedient self and give me a hard time you will be explaining, to you father, how you were masturbating while watching your mom give her show and then moved on to some sexy lesbian porn."
"Please, please don't tell," Wendy said quietly.
"Maybe I won't if you agree to be mommy's sweet, loving little girl for the balance of the evening and do exactly what she says both eagerly and without complaint."
"I agree," Wendy replied as her heart thundered inside of her chest at the thought of being under her "step-mommy's" wicked control.
"Do you also agree to tell me the truth in regards to any questions I might ask you?"
"Yes, I agree."
"Good. First question then. Did you enjoy your mommy's show?"
"Yes."
"You liked watching her strip down to her sexy lingerie?"
"Yes."
"Good, well, then it's only fair I think that you do the same for me."
"You want me to... strip for you."
"Yes. Stand up little girl and strip... down to your underwear. You can start with your tee shirt young lady."
"But I'm like... not wearing a bra, Mom."
"Well I guess that is one more damning thing I could tell your daddy. You know how strict he is with the way you dress and I don't think he would like you running around without a bra on little girl."
"OK, OK, I will strip for you Mom."
Wendy stood up, positioning herself directly in front of her mother, she slowly started to pull up her tee shirt as her mom watched with rapt attention.
After stripping the tee shirt completely off, she struggled out of her jeans before kicking them aside so was only wearing a pair conservative pink panties.
"Hmm you look nice sweetie in just you cute little girl pink panties." Reaching out, Erica stroked the side of her face delicately with one hand before dropping her voice to a low throaty whisper, "Divine indeed, sweetie."
"Thank you," Wendy replied simply before thinking to add something. "I... I thought you looked divine yourself mommy, you know, during your show."
"Oh really. Well I'm still wearing what I was wearing during the show under my robe. Maybe you would like to see it again, but this time live and in person."



"Yes, I would like that," Wendy quickly responded.
"OK then let's switch spots. Here you sit on the edge of the bed and I will stand up before you."
Erica gave her step daughter a sly smile before slowly shedding her robe to reveal the same black lace bra and panties outfit, along with the black stockings and white corset Wendy saw her in earlier.
"Yeah it looks even better in person," Wendy said as she once admired how delicious her aunt looked in her sexy lingerie.
"I'm glad you like it. I think the contrast between the black and white is sort of sexy don't you?"
"Yes, very much so."
"I bet you enjoyed watching me slowly strip this off huh honey?"
"Actually Mommy I... I got feeling guilty for watching you and turned it off just as you were starting to strip."
"Really so you missed me stripping out of my sexy lingerie huh... just because you were feeling guilty?"
"Yes."
"So tell me why did you tune into your mommy's show in the first place little girl?"
Wendy shyly shrugged her shoulders before whispering, "I don't know. I guess I was just curious maybe."
"Let me give you some free advice. Curiosity should always win out over guilt. I mean, seriously, you should never let guilt dictate your actions. Better to live dangerously and explore your curiosity fully as opposed to staying on the sidelines and always wondering what if..."
Erica gave her a knowing smile before applying the finishing touches to her little lecture, "But lucky for you your wicked step mommy is here inside your bedroom, up close and personal like, to offer you a second chance to see her strip and since she is the one offering to strip for you..." Erica's hands floated down, taking her daughter's hands into her own she whispered, "You should not have any feelings of guilt whatsoever."
Staring at her deep in the eyes, Erica gently pulled Wendy to her feet. "But first you need to thank your mommy with a nice kiss or two for her generous offer to strip for her overly curious daughter."
"OK," Wendy replied as she leaned in and gave her mommy a shy little kiss on the cheek.
"Hmm, you are going to have to do better than that little girl. Here let me show you the type of kiss I want. Close your eyes."
Wendy closed her eyes and after a brief second she felt her step mom's lips on her own. The pair of kisses she gave her were both, all at once, sweet and aggressive before she leaned back, whispering, "You try now, sweetie."
Wendy took a deep breath before pressing her lips against her mom's. Trying to imitate their earlier kiss, Wendy pushed her lips firmly up against her mom's, letting them linger. Her efforts were duly rewarded when Erica aggressively responded by snaking her tongue deep into her daughter's mouth. She swirled her tongue expertly around her daughter's mouth, once, and then a second time, nearly making the young girl swoon before she pulled back.
"That was nice huh," Erica whispered.
"Very nice," Wendy panted as she struggled to control her raging passions. She wanted more!
Not wanting to waste the momentum, Erica guided her nervous daughter's hands to her sides before gently prodding them north to her beckoning bra clad hills.
"You like your mommy's big tits right sweetie... I mean you think they are nice?"
As her hands drew nearer Wendy replied quietly, "I think they are beautiful, Mommy"
"Have you ever touched another woman's boobs before, sweetie?"
"N-no," she stammered.
"But you want to touch mine right baby?"
"Yes, Mommy." she truthfully answered.
"Show me. Here let me help you."
Guided slowly by her mom's hands, Wendy's hands brushed firmly up against the underside of her mom's full sized breasts.
"Nice?" Erica prompted.
"Very nice. I... I like the way they feel, Mommy."
"Well your mommy is feeling charitable this evening so..."
Taking her by the hand, the aunt turned dancer, turned step mother, led Wendy over to the vanity table "That first touch plus our kisses have left me feeling dizzy so I need a bit of support."
Leaning back against the table she whispered, "Go on sweetie, explore your curiosity as Mommy doesn't mind if you play with her boobies... all you want. Unless after that first brief touch you decided you don't like them much after all... which would really hurt my feelings."
Wendy hesitated before bring her hands up. "No, no I like them. Really."
Reaching out, she shyly began to fondle her mom's breasts through the soft delicate black lace of the bra, finding them to be deliciously nice and firm.
The mom let out a soft sigh. Closing her eyes, her head lolled back as daughter's soft explorations continued so very sweetly.
Wendy, her boldness growing, fondled her mommy's nice tits with a budding passion which threatened at any moment to spin out of control. Finally, after several long glorious moments, Erica raised her head up.
Speaking softly, she told her eager step daughter, "You are making me so hot young lady with the soft attentions you are paying to my boobies. Most men treat large breasts aggressively with no regard to the owner but not you."
Reaching out she stroked the side of her face tenderly before saying quietly, "If you really want to see your mommy get all hot and bothered, like those women you enjoy watching in the naughty videos, maybe you should try kissing them sweetie and if you want maybe even sucking on them a bit also."
Wendy swallowed hard. This was going further than she could have ever imagined but yet she seemed powerless to stop it. After the briefest of hesitations she responded, "That... that sounds nice."
Grabbing her hand, the dancer led her daughter back across the bedroom and to the bed. After pushing Wendy down so she was perched on the edge of the bed, Erica stepped up closer so she was mere inches from her. With her high heels on, and standing directly before her as she was, it allowed Wendy to be at almost perfect eye level with her mom's chest.
"I guess if you are going to use that pretty mouth of yours to shower my tits with soft loving affection I better take my bra off huh?"
"Yes, please Mommy?" Wendy whispered as her gaze became utterly fixated on her mom's chest. Slowly, seductively, Erica reached around her back to undo her bra before, just as slowly, she reached up, leisurely sliding the twin straps off and down.
After the bra fluttered gently to the floor, she whispered, "I hope my daughter is not disappointed."
"Oh God no, they... they are beautiful," Wendy replied quietly as she stared at her mommy's twin peaks of perfection. Her tits were perfectly tanned and crowned with a pair of gloriously large nipples.
Reaching out, Erica snaked a hand around the back of Wendy's head, tangling it deep in her hair. Wendy closed her eyes as she felt her face being gently pulled into the soft, warm smothering embrace of her mom's beautiful tits.
"Go on honey, don't be shy. Give them some sweet kisses... please baby."
Wendy started slowly by kissing up and down and all around the vast expanse of her mom's twin peaks with a tender array of licks and soft nibbles.
After allowing her daughter's innocent kissing fest to continue unabated for a few long and precious moments, Erica found herself wanting more. In a voice, harsh with desire, she conveyed her demands. "Go on baby, suck on them. Please, honey... now!"
The still shy Wendy pulled back. She stared at her mommy's fully erect nipples for a long moment, allowing her forbidden desire to grow and to finally overcome her shyness. Taking a deep breath, she decided to surprise her mom by being a bit aggressive with her.
Burying her face between her mom's tits, Wendy wrapped her arms tight around her mom's back before forcefully throwing herself forward. Wendy's mouth opened as she began to assail her mom's tits with an aggressive loving assault forcing Erica back on her heels.
Wendy, beside herself with young lust, twisted her mom around toward the bed before yanking on her hard. Erica found herself tumbling down onto the bed wrapped in her daughter's embrace. Laid out on her back, Erica found her now out of control daughter furiously assaulting her fully erect nipples.
Inside the quiet bedroom, the sound of Wendy wildly slurping on her mom's tits competed with Erica's incessant moans of pleasure said assault was causing.
What happened next was like a whirlwind of forbidden lust; unstoppable and undeniable. "Make me come, honey, please baby," Erica panted as she tangled a hand in the young girl's hair.
Almost savagely she forced her head down and in between her legs as she spread her legs wide. The eager young lady, in most un-lady like fashion, fairly ripped the flimsy panties off of her as she buried her face between her legs.
Sheer eagerness in wanting to please caused Wendy to wildly lash her tongue out and all around the moist folds of the mom's pussy. Not being experienced in the art of eating pussy mattered little as it was made up for with sheer enthusiasm. When Wendy curiously added a pair of probing fingers to the mix it was only inventible her mom would be sent tumbling over the edge... sooner or later.
"Oh that's it baby, eat my fucking pussy," she moaned desperately as she careened uncontrollably toward the beginnings of a most intense orgasm.
When she found her clit being attacked with an eager young tongue-- just as she felt an enthusiastic finger being pushed in and out of her repeatedly--the mom found her body beginning to shake uncontrollably as the much anticipated orgasm washed over her in wave after wave.
Lifting her head up from between her legs, Wendy smiled. "So did I do good, Mommy and make you come?"
"I think you know you did, sweetie," the mom replied.
Sitting back up, Erica grabbed her niece's hand, squeezing it tight. "So I guess we are even now huh, baby. I made you come and you made me come."
"Yes, even- steven huh?" Wendy replied as she cuddled her body tightly against her aunt's.
Dropping her voice to a whisper, Erica cooed in Wendy's ear, "But mommy's little girl wants more huh?"
"Yes she does, Mommy."
"And Mommy needs more so why don't you let her show you how we both can maybe come together this time."
"Show me," Wendy replied.
"Lay back then and close your eyes and let Mommy have her way with her little girl."
Wendy obediently stretched out on the bed on her back before closing her eyes while wondering just what her wicked aunt/mommy had in mind to make them both come together.
Erica wasted no time in throwing her body down on Wendy's. The two girls embraced as their mouths came crashing together. They passionately kissed, tongues arcing in and out of each other's mouths before Erica fully took control.
She dropped her mouth down, showering the young girl's big tits with a surplus of wet and wild kisses. Raising up, she leaned forward allowing her own prodigious breasts to fall in her niece's face.
Wendy, her passions already running red hot, responded by assaulting her aunt's beautiful tits with a virtual storm of wild sucking and fanatical kisses.
They found themselves twisting and turning on the bed, each taking turns paying loving attention to each other's big tits before Erica decided it was time to give the young girl a tribbing lesson.
Maneuvering herself around so she was over her smaller niece, Erica dropped her full body weight down on Wendy pinning her to the bed. Aggressively, she began grinding her pussy tight up against Wendy's. It did not take long for an overwrought Wendy to respond in kind as she began to gyrate her own wet cunt up against her aunt's.
"Oh God that feels so good, Mommy," Wendy panted as they continued to twizzle and swivel their hips in perfect rhythmic fashion forcing their impassioned pussies together.
"Let's come together baby," Erica gasped as she was already nearing a tremendous orgasm. "Come on baby grind that virgin cunt against your mommy's."
Wendy became lost in a world of forbidden pleasure as she began to furiously pump her hips forward and around. Her own orgasm came rushing home then, the most powerful yet of her young life, just as felt her aunt's whole body begin to vibrate as she climaxed herself.
They spend the next few minutes cuddling tight together, enjoying the warm after effects of their joint climaxes, before Erica, sadly had to retire for the evening back to her own bedroom.
Alone now, Wendy fell into a contented sleep somehow knowing this would not be her last naughty adventure with her sexy Aunt Erica.
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The stage was set. The long, hot Vermont summer, during which Eva shamelessly flirted with her eighteen year old son, was now over. It was autumn, the air was cool and crisp, the leaves changing to a brilliant reddish orange, and Halloween was just around the corner.
An atmosphere of raw sexual tension was in place by the time Eva and Tommy attended the Miller's annual Halloween party, and on this night of tricks and treats, it finally exploded with the most spectacular results in a virtual storm of forbidden passion.
Nearly five months had passed since that snotty little bitch Lisa dumped her son, Thomas, or as Eva still affectionately called him, Tommy, and still he was showing little inclination of coming out his dark funk.
Eva worried endlessly about her son's mood; worried it was a bit more than just a simple case of depression from being dumped by a girl. Knowing the dark history of suicide on her husband's side of the family gave her ample reason to be worried.
She suspected simply talking to him would not be sufficient. Bold action would be necessary as Eva became convinced her son's life was in danger. She briefly considered sending him to counseling but her husband, her dead ex-husband that is, went to counseling and it did not help.
A first-degree relative -- a parent, sibling or child -- of a person who has committed suicide is four to six times more likely to attempt or complete a suicide. This alarming statement came from a University of Pittsburgh Medical Center study Eva stumbled upon while doing some research on the subjects of depression and suicide.
The family history on her husband's side was indeed alarming. Going back three generations, first there was Alfred, Tommy's, great- grandfather who hanged himself after coming out on the losing end of a shadowy love triangle.
And then there was his grandfather, who killed himself with a gunshot to the head, after his wife left him. Finally, there was Joseph, Tommy's father, who killed himself, despite undergoing intensive counseling, by overdosing on a lethal combination of sedatives and whiskey after his secret girlfriend on the side dumped him.
Rejection from women, all the evidence pointed towards this, was not something the men on her husband's side of the family took well. Now it was Tommy's turn as two short years after his father's death, Tommy was experiencing his own heartache. He truly loved Lisa-- as fiercely as only a teenage boy can love someone --when she ended the hopes he had of their friendship turning into something more.
It was a classic case of the pretty cheerleader taking advantage of the humble nerd. Lisa lived just down the street from them and Eva was certain she had been using her son from the start as they kind of "dated" during their final year of high school.
He did all her homework, wrote her essays, spent long hours tutoring her so she could pass her college entrance exams, and then, when she was accepted at Penn State, she dumped him two days later.
Her excuse was plain and simple-- she was going off to college in the fall and claimed she wanted to enjoy the summer without him following her around like some forlorn puppy dog.
Upon hearing this, and seeing her son's reaction, Eva was equal parts furious and scared. But more importantly, she resolved to do whatever it took to get her son's mind off Lisa and focused elsewhere—like on his mom for instance.
Playing the role of protective mother bear to the hilt, Eva put in motion a plan to mend her son's wounded heart while possibly saving his life.
At the age of thirty-five Eva, with a mix of both Hungarian and German blood in her ancestry, was a classic European beauty-- elegance understated, but yet still evident-- and by far the prettiest, and shapeliest mother on the block.
Her supple pouting lips, joyful blue eyes, and light brown hair flecked with golden strands of blond sunshine, combined with a dazzling smile and warm personality, all conspired to make Eva an intensely attractive, mature woman.
Oh and then there was her heavenly body. Standing a delicious five foot five, and weighing a suitable one hundred and twenty eight pounds, with measurements of 36D-26-36, Eva's body cut a striking figure.
By the time the long hot summer drew to a close, Eva harbored little doubt her fantastic figure, along with her playful flirting, was making a deep impression upon her son.
Honestly, she was not entirely sure where all this flirting and showing off for her son would end. Her only concern at this point was he not meet a tragic end like his father, grandfather and great-grandfather before him.
Everything was on course, or so it seemed, for Eva's plan to redirect her son's attention away from his so called ex-girlfriend, and onto her, when a dose of bad news threatened to undo all her hard work.
Every year Lisa's parents hosted a lavish Halloween costume party attended by nearly the entire neighborhood. When Tommy found out Lisa would be coming home from Penn State to attend the party, he insisted on going.
Eva begrudging gave her permission, knowing he would attend the party regardless of what she said.
For the past few weeks leading up to the party, Eva suspected Tommy and Lisa were talking again. She was probably trying to rope him into writing her college essays for her or something like that.
Knowing what was at stake, Eva came to the conclusion it was time to let the little devil inside of her loose and what better night to do so but on All Hallows Eve when a bit of both naughtiness and mischief was to be expected.
The first order of business would be to pick out an extremely alluring and over the top sexy costume to wear to the Miller's annual Halloween bash. She finally settled on the idea of wearing some sort of "sexy cowgirl" costume.
Not being able to find a suitable cowgirl outfit in any of the Halloween stores-- she found them mostly campy and lacking sex appeal-- the resourceful Eva decided on making a homemade outfit. After much thought, and more than a few trial and error sessions in front of her mirror, Eva finally settled on an outfit that consisted of an extremely short, tight denim mini-skirt to go along with a red knitted midriff baring sweater that tied in the middle just under her ample boobs.
The sweater enjoyed the added feature of being a bit see through thanks to a plethora of knitted crochet holes. Eva, unwavering in her decision to make certain she received the maximum amount of attention at the party from her son—if not also from some of the other male patrons attending the party--threw caution to the wind by not wearing anything under her sweater allowing her ample 36 D boobs to be on full display.
She complemented her outfit by buying a pair of sexy dark brown cowboy boots that came up to just below her knees, and then added a traditional cowboy hat—brown with a yellow sheriff's star plastered on the front.
As for Tommy, he was going as a pirate. This was sort of poetic in Eva's mind, her son going to the party as a pirate, since, if the situation called for it, he would be plundering a bit of buried treasure before the evening was through.
On the night of the party, Eva, not surprisingly, received quite a bit of attention from the male guests at the party. She flirted just enough with each to make her son noticeably jealous as he spend much of the party sulking in the corner.
For reasons she could not quite figure out, Tommy did not come to her once during the party to ask her to dance, or even to find out if she needed anything. He basically spent the party pretending to ignore her while at the same time making it obvious he was not happy with her flirting around.
Poor Tommy had another reason, other than his mother, to be moping about though and her name was Lisa, of course. The little bitch, dressed up in some slutty school girl costume, paid scant attention to him all during the party before disappearing upstairs with some macho athletic type mere seconds after Tommy, tail stuck firmly between his legs, left the party and headed home.
He left, embarrassed over the way Lisa rebuffed all his attempts to socialize with her. This drama did not go unobserved by his ever watchful mother bear.
Watching a dejected Tommy leave the party, it took every ounce of will power Eva possessed not to follow him home right away. Instead, she decided to do something dramatic and maybe a little dangerous, but in the end she hoped it would prove to her son, once and for all, what a no good little slut Lisa truly was.
After waiting about a minute or two, Eva snuck off upstairs herself. Creeping down the hallway, she quietly observed how all the bedroom doors were open except one. Tiptoeing down the hallway, she lowered her ear to the door.
She could hear Lisa giggling behind the closed door and then a husky male voice saying, "Take off your damn skirt."
Eva slowly counted to ten before clicking on her phone's camera feature. Her heart was beating wildly as she slowly pushed open the bedroom door.
Her plan was simple. Poke her head in the door, take a quick picture of Lisa with this boy, maybe they would be in a somewhat exposed position even, and, if need be, show it to Tommy, hoping it would jolt him back to reality allowing him to see he really had no chance with her.
She wanted the picture as back up if the stubborn Tommy did not believe her when, and if, she decided to tell him about how his dream girl snuck off upstairs with someone else after ignoring him for the better part of the evening.
Eva snapped off a quick picture before fleeing down the hall. Lisa, stunned for a second at the unexpected intrusion, at first, did nothing before rushing over to the door and poking her head outside. She just did catch a flash of red turning the corner before she slammed the door shut. She dared not pursue whoever had poked their head in the room as she wasn't wearing her little school girl skirt by then.
"Who was that?" Brad angrily asked.
"Probably one of your stupid friends. Jesus they took a damn picture even!"
"Sweet," he laughed. "We make a handsome couple anyways. At least it wasn't your mom or dad."
Lisa came strutting back over to the bed. "I told you they have the decency to respect my privacy when my door is shut tight . . . unlike whoever that was."
Taking the joint they were smoking from him, she took a couple puffs before saying, "Well I better not find that fucking picture on social media, Brad. I mean . . . Jesus if my mom and dad saw it they would kill me."
"What . . . you mean they wouldn't like seeing a picture of their pretty innocent young daughter, sitting on her bed, smoking dope with her boyfriend while half undressed . . . waiting to be fucked silly by him."
"Yeah, something like that, genius," Lisa giggled as Brad pulled her down onto the bed.
Eva, her heart still pounding, made her way downstairs and over to a quiet corner to check out the picture.
The picture was perfect showing Lisa sitting on the edge of the bed in her school girl tie top and panties. Her slutty little skirt was even laying there on the bed next to her, perfectly framed by the picture. In one hand she had a joint, in the other was a beer while looking on was a shirtless Brad, also with beer in hand.
Eva hoped she would not have to show Tommy the picture. In fact, she hoped not to have to tell Tommy what happened at all, but if push came to shove and she sensed he was still smitten by her . . . well she might have to hurt him to help him. Of course, she would be there to sooth his aching heart if it came to that.
Eva said a few quick good byes before heading home to check on her son. The house was dark and quiet as she made her way up to his room. She knocked quietly on his bedroom door before entering.
"Oh hey Mom," he mumbled as she found him stretched out on his bed, pretending to be reading a book. She knew he was only pretending right away as he was not wearing his thick reading glasses.
"What are you doing, hon," she asked sitting on the edge of the bed. He was still dressed in his gaudy pirate costume and looked downright depressed.
"Reading," he answered.
"Come on, you know you can't read without your glasses." She paused glancing around. The only light on in his room was a small lamp on his computer desk in the corner. "Besides it is way too dark in here for you to be reading anyways so why are you lying to me."
Leaning forward, she clicked on the lamp on the nightstand next to his bed.
Tommy tried to hide his arms under the sheet after his mom unexpectedly clicked the light on but he wasn't fast enough. "Jesus is that blood?"
"Oh, yeah. I . . . ahh cut myself shaving," he replied with obvious nervousness.
Eva wasn't buying his excuse.
"Let me see your arms, Tommy . . . Now!" she demanded.
When he refused to show her, on the verge of panic, she ripped the book out of his hand. A small razor blade fell out from inside the pages.
"Mom, I--"
"Let me see both your wrists now," she barked her voice rising in near panic.
When he tried to turn away, she grabbed both of his hands and turned them over. On both wrists she saw several small cuts with a trickles of half dried blood trailing across toward his hand.
She quickly seized control of the situation as she pulled him out of the bed and dragged him into the bathroom. After getting him cleaned up, she made him promise to meet her downstairs in the family room after he changed out of his pirate costume.
Twenty minutes later they were in the downstairs family room sitting on the loveseat next to each other. After pouring herself a glass of wine, she passed the glass to him. "Drink some wine, sweetie. It will help relax you so we can have a good old fashioned heart to heart talk."
Eva's initial panic over the situation was now spent, having been replaced by an overwhelming sense of compassion for her son.
"If we are going to talk about me cutting myself, I'm sorry and it won't happen again. I was just . . ." His voice trailed off before he added in a whisper, "I don't know what I was doing."
"Drink some more wine baby. I am not going to lecture you. The time for words are over." He took another sip of the wine, and then another larger one. Surprisingly, he liked the taste of it. It sort of surprised him as he always assumed wine was just for old people with refined tastes.
"Instead of talking about what you did after getting home from the Miller's party we should instead focus on what actually happened at the party tonight, or maybe more importantly, what didn't happen?"
"Yeah, OK. Speaking of the party you know we aren't there anymore."
"Yeah, what is that supposed to mean exactly."
"It means you can change out of your costume. I'm not wearing my costume anymore."
"Yeah, well, you were too cute to make a really good pirate anyways, honey so I'm fine with the jeans and tee shirt you are wearing now. As for me, what you don't like your mother looking like a hot little cowgirl? I received a lot of compliments on my costume tonight from pretty much everybody but you."
"Mom, I like your costume . . . a lot."
"Then why are you so anxious to have me change out of it?"
"It's just the party is over that is all."
"On the contrary son. I think our little party is just getting started. Anyways I will compromise and take off my hat. How is that?"
After taking the hat off and tossing it aside she held up the fresh glass of wine.
"Half for me, half for you. C'mon each of us in one big swallow."
After the foolishness with cutting his wrists, Tommy was very much in a mood to please his mother. It took him some serious scrambling to calm her down as she fretted over him in the bathroom while cleaning his cuts.
Snatching the glass of wine out of her hand, he drained the entire glass in one long swallow hoping she would be impressed.
"Hey, we was supposed to share that, hon, half and half."
He smiled and picked up the bottle of wine off the coffee table. Refilling the glass, he held it out to her. "I think whole whole would be better than half half especially if, like you said, our party is just getting started."
Eva tipped the full glass of wine to her mouth and drank about a third of it before she started to lower the glass. "No way," Tommy interjected reaching out and tipping the glass forward again, "you have to drink the whole thing down all at once, just like me."
Eva sighed knowing getting drunk on wine could lead to a very dangerous situation as wine turned her into a wanton little sex kitten. Nevertheless, she tipped the glass back to her lips and drained it.
"Good job, Mom. You might have a career as a wino all lined up somewhere down the road after all," he said with a laugh.
"OK, hmm, you wanna laugh and play . . . so let's play." She strutted over to the bar in the corner of the family room grabbing a second wine glass.
Coming back over to the loveseat she filled both glasses up handing one to him.
She smiled raising her glass up. "Let's race. On the count of three. One, two, three."
They both polished off their respective full glasses of wine in seconds flat with her winning by just the narrowest of margins. "I win so you owe me."
"Oh I didn't know we were betting anything, Mom?"
"Of course we were. What fun is a contest without a little side action?"
"Yeah OK, so what do I owe you?"
"Let me think about it and I will tell you in a few minutes. Just promise now you will pay up no matter what I ask for, unless, of course, you wanna make me upset again."
"No, no, I think I have upset you enough for one night, Mom. I will pay up."
Eva jumped to her feet, "I know what is missing . . . some nice mellow music. Something that will go well with my mellow mood."
Tommy's own mood was anything but mellow as he continued to have an incredibly hard time, actually impossible if he was to be totally honest, in keeping his eyes off his mom's braless tits. The way they jiggled and bounced under the tight confines of her red sweater made them a pair of delicious Halloween treats his eyes simply could not resist.
But now, as his mother moved across the family room to the small stereo in the corner, he found even more Halloween treats when his eyes became stuck helplessly on her ass. Normally, he would have felt some level at shame for staring, but tonight, thanks to the wine, he gave himself a pass.
Besides, a little voice in his head reasoned, if she didn't want him to look she would have changed out of her hot little mini skirt that showed off both her legs and ass to such an enjoyable degree.
Settling down next to him, after she put in a CD of her favorite romantic ballads, she picked up her glass of wine refilling it.
"Planning on getting drunk, Mom?"
"Already am a bit tipsy, son, if you haven't noticed, so what I think you meant to say was 'planning on getting drunker'."
"Oh, OK, well . . . any reason why?"
"Maybe to wash away the pain I am feeling for the way you treated me at the party tonight and then what you did afterwards."
"Mom, I wasn't mean to you at the party."
"Of course you weren't. To be mean to someone you actually have to pay them some attention anyways instead of totally ignoring them."
"Yeah, I'm sorry. I was stupid. Too busy chasing after Lisa I guess."
"I sort of of understand as Lisa, in that slutty little school girl outfit of hers, was looking pretty hot tonight."
She took a generous sip of her wine before she turned back to him . . . still glaring. "You thought that right? That the little whore was looking hot tonight? So hot you couldn't find it in your heart to pay any attention to your mother whatsoever."
"Mom, I said I was sorry." He was about to say more in his defense when his mother picked up her glass again and drained the balance in one swift motion.



"Jesus, Mom, slow down. You are going to get wasted."
"Maybe that is the idea," she snapped at him.
He was getting a taste on how quickly her mood could change when she drank.
Dropping her voice to a sultry whisper, as her mood shifted again, she told him, "You know Tommy you really scared me tonight besides hurting my feelings by ignoring me."
"I'm sorry, Mom. Let me make it up to you . . . please."
"Maybe you can. At the party I was sure you would at least asked me to dance one time and then when you didn't." She looked down wringing her hands. She appeared to be on the verge of tears.
"I'm not much of a dancer, Mom."
"Well, I noticed you tried to get Lisa to dance with you."
"Yeah, well that didn't work out so well."
"Should have asked me instead, but then again who wants to be seen dancing at a party with their mother I suppose."
He took her hand knowing what he needed to do. "Mom, do you wanna dance?"
"I really like to dance when I have been drinking. That's a little secret of mine, but I'm afraid you are only asking me because I made you feel guilty."
"Of course I feel guilty Mom, but still . . . I really do want to dance with you but I am not much of a dancer is all . . . like I said."
"It's easy. Just move your body to the music. Shake your hips and ass a bit . . . nothing to it. Of course, it helps if you have been drinking so you don't feel so self-conscious."
"Well we both have that covered," he said laughing.
"Yes we do. So, hey, you know what. I have this thing Barbie bought me last year for Christmas and I have never had a chance to use it yet."
"What thing?"
"A sound activated party light machine for in home dance parties. I could run and get it. We could hook it up and turn the living room into our own little dance floor."
She seemed really excited so how could he say no? While she dashed off upstairs to retrieve the party lights he started moving furniture around to create a well-defined empty spot on the family room floor to serve as their dance floor.
She eventually returned after what seemed forever. "Jesus, Mom, what took you so long?"
"I had a hard time finding it in my closet," was all she told him.
What she didn't tell him was how she stood in front of the bathroom mirror for a good long while trying to decide just how far she planned on taking things. She finally came to the conclusion to just be flexible and see how things went as the night progressed. But wanting to be prepared for any eventuality, she smiled at her wicked self in the mirror before reaching under her mini skirt—and removing her panties.
"Oh, and I brought this down too," she handed him one of his nicer button up dress shirts. "Put it on for me please. I want you to look handsome for our dance."
He wanted to protest, but after one serious look from her he promptly changed his mind. He took off his tee shirt and slipped on the light blue dress shirt.
After turning out all the lights, she adjusted the setting on the rotating globe ball to the night club setting and flicked it on. It worked wonderfully, splashing the surrounding walls and dance floor with a flashing array of lights.
After she changed out the CD to a mix of dance music, the first song they danced to was a fast little number-- from the nineties maybe -one he was wholly unfamiliar with, but judging by the way she was moving to the music she loved the song. Her excessive gyrations, combined with the way she was shaking her ass, made it hard for him to concentrate on his own dancing which was, at best, inadequate for the occasion.
Of course, being the kind mother she was, Eva told her son he was dancing just fine as she grabbed his hands and slinked around him. Shimming her shoulders, she made those super fine tits of her shake up and down causing his cock to grow hard as his poor eyes were practically glued to her chest.
Eva noticed his reaction, noticed the growing bulge inside of his jeans, and instead of feeling any sense of shame, she felt an intense growing excitement about the way he was watching her.
The song finished up as Eva bounced over to him. "Did you like your mother's dancing, hon," she asked breathlessly.
"Of course, you dance nice, Mom."
"Well that is a major letdown. I guess I am going to have to try harder because dancing nice was not my aim."
"What was your aim?"
She gave him a mischievous smile before dropping her voice to a sultry whisper, "Wicked and wild."
"Really?"
"Really, remember it's Halloween and come on, this is the night of all nights where you are allowed to be wicked and that's the way I need to dance . . . wild and wicked . . . just for you. Unless you object and don't want to see this nasty little cowgirl acting all wicked and wild on the dance floor with her handsome son."
"Well, since you put it like that," he said grabbing her hands. "I would love to see you be all wicked and wild Ms. Cowgirl."
Scurrying over to the stereo, Eva cranked up the music even louder. Tommy watched, amazed how nimble on her feet she still appeared, despite being plastered.
Eva slinked and rotated her body, keeping time with the thumping music as she boogied all over the small dance floor. This time though she was being much more "physical" as she grinded her body against him in a most alluring manner.
He was getting immensely turned on, especially after she came right up to him, shaking her tits, before slipping her arms around him. Yelling to be heard over the music, she told him, "It's time for you to pay me off for the little drinking contest you lost earlier. Remember you owe me something?"
"Yeah, I remember. What do you want?"
"Nothing much. Just allow me to get," she slowly started to unbutton his dress shirt, "physical with you, baby. Can you do that for your mother?"
"S-sure," he replied nervously as she continued to unbutton his shirt until it was opened all the way down to his waist. Smiling broadly, Eva yanked his tucked in shirt out from his jeans revealing his lean chest.
Laughing, she twisted away from him as another song started. This one he recognized instantly: Welcome to the Jungle. Before the song was over it would become his favorite song of all time.
It began with Eva scrapping her fingernails along his bare chest, before turning away and shaking her ass for all it's worth directly in front of him. She then turned back around, pulling him close before rubbing those full sized tits of hers against his chest, sending a sparkle of shivers up and down his spine.
His cock jerked to new heights of hardness as she continued to shimmy her tits against his chest while smiling wickedly at him. She danced away from him again to the far side of the dance floor. He stopped even pretending to dance and now was just staring at his mother in awe.
She was a whirling dervish of constant motion as she flung her body wildly around the dance floor for his star struck viewing pleasure. After reaching the far side of the dance floor, which was actually only maybe fifteen feet away, she suddenly turned, let out a wild howl and came charging at him as he backed away.
As she jumped up into his arms, catching her being a pure act of self-defense on his part, he banged back against the bar. Maybe it was the adrenaline coursing through his veins, but she felt as light as a feather in his arms. He twirled around once with her firmly in his arms before setting her gingerly back down on her feet.
He should have been shocked by this wild display of dancing but instead, considering how wasted she was, he wasn't really surprised.
She turned grinding her ass directly against his crotch while reaching back and slipping her arms around his neck-- not allowing him to escape. She leaned her head back, resting it on his shoulder, and with her hair flowing down and tickling his bare chest, she continued to hold him tight.
Continuing to bump and grind her ass against his crotch she could feel his substantial boner which only turned her on all the more. I bet he is not thinking about little Ms. Lisa at all now, Eva mused smugly.
Using all her weight, she forced him back against the solid bar top so he could not escape. Slipping her hands off his body, she grabbed his hands and guided them to her exposed tummy.
To Tommy, his mother seemed lost in her own little world, blissfully unaware of what she was doing to him, or totally aware and loving it. Either way, he was enjoying being the center of all her attentions.
His enjoyment spiked higher when she, most unexpectedly, guided his hands up onto the swell of her tits. Next he did two things, back to back, which would only come natural to a young, inexperienced male virgin. First, he fondled her firm tits through the soft material of the red sweater, loving the way they felt. Despite everything, the irony of it being his mother who was the first chick he ever felt up was not lost on him.
She let out a sigh as his hands fondled her tits; reaching back she gripped his waist and propelled her butt backwards against him using a circular motion. Just as spring follows winter the second thing which happened next was inventible. Scarcely had the song ended, with the living room falling silent for a moment, when Tommy let out a sharp little cry. His knees buckled as he collapsed forward against her. She smiled knowing what he just did—Welcome to the Jungle indeed!
Feigning surprise, she picked up the remote for the stereo off the bar and turned the music off. "Tommy, are you all right? Did you experience a spasm or something? It felt like you collapsed against me?" Eva was curious if she could get him to admit about what he just did inside his Levi's.
"Jesus, Mom, a spasm! I think you know what you just caused me to do. Christ, I need to go to the bathroom." He started to hurry away but she, having no intentions of letting her prey escape so easily, reached out and snatched his hand.
"Well, if I caused you to make a mess inside your jeans the least you can do is let me help clean it up, Tommy. Now let's get you over to the rug in front of the fireplace."
Ignoring his protests to the contrary, she half led him, half dragged him, to the rug. "God this is so embarrassing," Tommy croaked as she pushed him down onto the plush rug spread out in front of the fireplace.
Once again, he found himself staring at her ass as his mother started a fire inside the fireplace. Bent over, for his viewing pleasure it seemed, she took her sweet time stoking the fire to life, loving the way she could sense his eyes crawling all over her butt. Finally, with the fire alive and well, she turned back to attend to her son.
Settling down next to him, and without saying a word, she reached out and started to unbutton his jeans. "Jesus, Mom, no. You can't" He tried to get up but she pushed him back down. "Just let me go to the bathroom? This is so embarrassing."
"You aren't going anywhere so just wait here." Devising a plan on the fly, Eva hurried over to the sofa and grabbed a pair of throw pillows, one large and one small, from the sofa. Dropping them next to him on the rug she looked at him seriously before beginning to speak.
"First of all, you are my son and have nothing down there I have not seen already," she whispered. "So just relax, lay back against the pillow and let me clean you up. If you do this it would go a long way to making it up to me for what you did earlier."
He submitted to her request, positioning the smaller of the two pillows under his head before laying back. He watched in awe as she boldly yanked his zipper down-- her mind was already set on what she must do next—before she worked his jeans slowly off his body as he squirmed nervously. Tossing his jeans casually to the side, she turned her attention to his boxers, noting the considerable wet stain in the center of them.
"My, this certainly is a mess that demands a mother's attention young man," she said in a playful manner. He started to raise up again embarrassed by her mentioning the mess he made. She promptly pushed him back down barking, "If you try and be stubborn and not allow me to have my way you are going to hurt your mother's feelings."
She ran her fingers delicately through his hair before leaning down and whispering in his ear, "Considering how emotional I can get when I'm drunk is hurting my feeling something you want to risk at this point, baby?"
Not trusting his voice, he shook his head no.
"Good. I will be right back then," she announced happily before jumping to her feet and dashing off upstairs. After getting upstairs, Eva took her time in gathering up everything she needed simply because she wanted him to have a chance to "recover" down there.
Tommy waited anxiously for her return knowing he must do everything in his power to appease his drunk and emotional mother—especially after that silly trick he did in cutting himself to get her attention.
Eva came bouncing back into the room, a good ten minutes later, carrying a small white wash basin, wash cloth and a hand towel. Apparently she was deadly serious about this cleaning up business, but more importantly considering the way she was humming as she plopped down next to him, she was also extremely happy about it.
It was that bright smile, combined with her sunny disposition, and her sweet words that won the day in the end. As she reached out and ran her fingers lightly threw his hair, smoothing it out, she stared at him, deep in the eyes. "Mommy loves you so much honey, now please can't you let me pamper her baby one last time. Please, pretty please, I promise I will do a real nice job."
She stroked his face lightly with one finger before bending over and planting several light kisses on his both his cheeks and his forehead accenting each kiss with a whispered please.
It would have been impossible for him to do anything but to submit to her wishes. As she pulled back from her last kiss he told her quietly, "Yes, Mommy, you can take care of me."
While he may have been eighteen years old and a man, he still found the thought of his "Mommy" pampering him to be immensely appealing. Giving in completely, he closed his eyes while reclining back on the comfortable throw pillows.
She ran her fingers lightly again through his hair before bringing her mouth to his ear. Her whispered voice was as sweet as candied sugar. "Honey, I want you to keep your eyes closed and just relax. Let Mommy deal with her mess. This is all my fault. I got a bit carried away I guess. Can you possibly find it in your heart to forgive me?"
"Y-yes, I . . . forgive you." It all seemed so surreal, not to mention overly dramatic, but what the hell, if she wanted to play the drama card, he was game.
"Now let's get these off of you shall we."
Gripping the waistband of his boxers, acting as if nothing at all wicked was happening between them, she slowly pulled down them down, and after casually tossing them aside, she announced almost lightheartedly, "Oh my, you did make quite the messy po huh, sweetie."
Tommy found himself holding his breath as he felt the warm wet wash cloth slowly circling around his lower stomach dropping lower and lower with each pass. Finally, as the warmth of the wash cloth enveloped his limp penis, he let out his breath in a slow gasp. The feeling of the softness and warmth down there was nothing short of divine.
"I guess you liked your mom's wicked little dance huh, Tommy?" she cooed to him.
"Yes, you are a good dancer," he whispered back. He desperately wanted to open his eyes and watch what she was doing, but was not comfortable with disobeying her orders to keep his eyes shut.
As if she had the ability to read his mind completely, she reached out and touched his face lightly, "I think maybe you would like to watch what I am doing?"
She quickly grabbed the second larger throw pillow positioning it under the smaller pillow to help prop him up.
"So I guess it's no surprise that you . . . ahh." He watched as she wrung out the wash cloth out and then patiently dipped it back into the basin. "Exploded after I let you fondle my tits?"
"I . . . I guess not." She brought the washcloth back to his penis once more and patiently started to circle it all around, washing his lower belly, along with his groin, before bringing the washcloth back in contract with his cock. It was starting to get firm.
"Did you like the way your mother's breasts felt, sweetie?"
The way she asked the question so fucking casually threw him off for a moment, causing him to pause for a long moment before answering. "Y-yes," he whispered while watching her use the washcloth to tickle his testicles lightly.
Staring directly in his eyes, she asked him softly, "You think they are nicer than Lisa's?"
"Oh God, yes, Mom. Much nicer."
She gave him a warm smile, before turning her attention to what was happening down there. Her line of questioning, along with the delicate attentions of the washcloth was turning his cock into a growing monster.
Using one hand to hold his firm cock up straight, she dipped the washcloth back into the basin of warm water before wringing it out. Humming, she wrapped it around the firm shaft of his penis smothering it in a pleasant warmth.
Slowly at first, before picking up a bit of steam, she moved her hand holding the washcloth up and down the growing shaft of his cock while he watched what she was doing in utter amazement.
Staring intently at her son's cock, Eva gave it her full, undivided attention knowing this would turn the boy on immeasurably. He started to squirm, his breathing growing ragged as she expertly worked the washcloth up and down faster, and then slower, and then faster again all along the now rock hard shaft of his penis.
Tommy would have laid his head back and closed his eyes from all the attentions of his mother if not for one thing— his eyes were stuck helplessly on those gorgeous tits of hers as they jiggled under her tight little red sweater.
He was fully hard again when she gave him yet another surprise: this one was not as pleasant though as she abruptly stopped.
"There all nice and clean again, baby," she announced smugly as if she had no idea she was leaving him in a wretchedly hard condition.
She tossed the wash cloth aside, dashing his hopes she might see what she started through to the end. Grabbing his jeans, she handed them to him.
"I was hoping maybe we could dance again, but this time it will be a slow dance. Is that OK?"
"Sure," he replied reaching for his boxers.
"Leave them there, Tommy. They are still wet and need to dry out.
When he looked at her doubtfully she added impatiently, "Go on honey just put your jeans back on. You really don't need your boxers."
After he obeyed she told him softly, "Can you take your shirt off. I want to feel your bare skin when you are holding me tight against your body as we dance."
He complied with her wishes again as he quickly stripped off his still unbuttoned dress shirt.
Eva switched the dancing lights from the club setting to the romantic setting. The small dance floor was now suffused with muted light as a mellow song started to play in the background.
Coming together on the dance floor, Eva took the lead pulling him close next to her body. She ran her fingers along his bare chest whispering, "Maybe this will make up for you not asking your mother to dance at the Miller's party."
"I hope so."
"Well stop hoping and hold me tighter and in honor of Halloween why don't you relax and let them hands of yours go and do a bit of trick or treating at all the nice stops on your mom's body . . . Do you know what I mean hon?"
He nodded his head yes, although he was not exactly sure what she did mean, or maybe he knew exactly what she meant, and simply wasn't fully ready to believe it yet.



She pulled him closer as they circled the dance floor several times. His hands started to roam, just as she suggested, tracing a line across her back and on down, coming dangerously close to that delicious ass of hers.
Eva reached back and abruptly stopped his hands. At first, he thought maybe he misread what she was telling him, but something else was bothering her. Blinking her eyes rapidly she looked to be on the verge of tears.
"What is wrong, Mom?"
"Nothing," she whispered squeezing his hands tight in hers.
"You are crying, there must be something wrong."
They came to a halt on the dance floor. Dropping his hands, she brought hers up to his face, stroking it tenderly "I was just thinking if . . . well, what if I would not have gotten home in time. What then?"
"Mom, I thought we agreed we weren't going to discuss that."
"I can't help thinking about it though. I just love you so much." She leaned forward and gave him a small kiss on his cheek before pulling back. "You have to promise me, I mean, swear you won't ever talk to her again. Ever."
"Mom, she lives down the street. What if--"
"You avoid her. Promise me baby. Please." Another kiss, this one on his other cheek, and then a pair of kisses, back to back, on his lips sealed the deal.
"I promise," he whispered as a fire started to flare deep inside his soul from his mother's delicate kisses.
"Listen," she whispered as her arms slid slowly up and around his neck. "I know this won't be easy. I know how madly in love you were with her so . . ." She brought her mouth closer to his. "I just want to help you forget."
Her lips brushed up against his. It started innocent, but it was an innocence doomed to failure when her tongue slipped into his mouth, circling, sending an explosion of shivers up and down his spine. He had never been kissed like that before.
"It's time those hands of yours went trick or treating hon," she whispered to him.
She took his hands and slowly guided them around to her backside, pressing them firmly up against her ass while her tongue stabbed deeper into his open mouth.
Tommy required no further prompting as his hands worked their way all over her tight little jean skirt while his cock grew firm once more.
Attempting a French kiss of his own, he pushed his tongue against hers and then slipped it into her willing mouth. Their kiss continued unabated as they found themselves back over, most appropriately since it was the scene of their earlier crime, at the bar.
She found herself being forced up against the bar's counter top as their passionate series of kisses came to an end. "Our kisses honey, they left your mother feeling dizzy. I need to sit. Help me up onto the bar stool OK."
Grabbing her around the waist, he easily hoisted her up and onto the nearer of the two bar stools. They continued to hold hands as she tilted her head to one side provocatively while biting her lip. It's was a look screaming of untamed sexual desire on the most improper levels.
Her voice was soft and sultry as she extended the invitation. "As I said, I know it won't be easy, you forgetting about that little bitch . . . Princess Lisa, but just maybe your mother can help beyond some simple little kisses."
She pushed his hands against the lower part of her bare midriff as she continued to speak, her voice again dripping honey. "You know honey, your mom couldn't help but to notice how . . ." She paused, chewing on her lip for a moment as she started to ever so slowly push his hands northward to her beckoning hills.
The raw sexual tension--building between them all night, nay all summer -- was, by now, at nearly unbearable levels. "You have been staring at your mom's tits all night. Even at the party, even as you mostly tried to ignore me, I could still feel your eyes crawling all over my boobs."
He didn't know how to respond to her allegations, which were, of course, wholly true, as she pushed his hands flat against the middle of her tummy, momentarily stopping their rise northward. He loved the feel of her taunt stomach as they stared at each other both feeling they were on the verge of something deeply special and highly forbidden.
Still using her hands to guide his, now in small circles, they started to rise again as she whispered, "Does your continued silence mean you deny this honey?"
"I . . ." He debated about telling her a lie, but in the end settled on the truth. "I cannot lie to you, Mom. I was staring at them."
"Was? As in past tense baby. So are you trying to say you aren't still staring at your mother's tits?"
Before he could stop himself his confession poured out in a rush of raw honesty. "Look, Mom, you have a great sets of tits. Worthy of any man's devotion, and yes, I am still staring at them."
"Just as I had hoped you were baby," she told him before giggling. After a brief pause she started to nudge his hands upwards again. "Speaking of devotion, do you wanna show some true devotion to your Mom's boobs . . . beyond simply looking?"
He said nothing, only swallowing hard as finally, with her constant prodding, his hands were there upon those lovely hills protected barely by her sexy red sweater. As he was carefully fondled those delectable twin mounds through her sweater he felt his cock jerk to new heights of hardness as if it had been hot-wired.
"Are they nice and firm huh, sweetheart? Do you like them?"
"God yes, Mom. They feel fantastic." He squeezed them lightly, marveling at their feel which was just as she suggested -nice and firm.
Eva's only reaction to her young son fondling her boobs was to let out a gentle sigh as his hands became bolder. She leaned back against the bar counter, closing her eyes, allowing his hands free reign over her boobs.
Eventually, after allowing him a minute or two to fully explore her tits with his hands, she decided it was time. He wanted more; she needed more. Raising her head up, she stared at him wistfully. "I wonder if my baby is hard again?" she whispered.
Her gaze fell downwards to the front of his jeans. Indeed, her son seemed to be sporting a rather significant bulge. Curious to see just how significant, she reached out with one hand, grabbing his youthful package as it pressed up against his jeans.
Stroking it recklessly, she smiled at him while leaning closer to whisper in his ear, "Looks hard; hmm . . . is hard. I think we must do something about that. Let's see if we can make it even harder still."
She hooked a pair of fingers inside the waistband of his jeans pulling him into her tight embrace. Finally, the forbidden storm, having been stoked to a fever pitch by Eva all night, broke in a wild, violent fury of passion.
Eva showered his lips, and then his neck, with dozens of passionate kisses before slipping her mouth close to his ear. After swirling her tongue inside, making him tremble, she whispered, "Take me Tommy . . . Now!"
He needed no further prompting. Reaching up with his hands, he seized her face. Aggressively, he jabbed his tongue repeatedly in her mouth as his hands clawed at her tits.
Taking a step back, he stared at her chest briefly before he attacked. His hands were shaking with unfettered excitement, his eyes wide with anticipation, as he tore open the small knot that held her pretty red sweater shut.
The gates of heaven opened spilling forth the most magnificent sight he could have ever imagined. His mom's tits were utterly gorgeous. They were like a pair of large, well-tanned, tear shaped dollops of perfection.
Her taunt nipples stood out against a pair of outsized areolas that were, doubtlessly, the crown jewels of her mighty treasure chest. Staring at them, he licked his lips as an intense urge came over him to suckle on his mom's tits.
Tommy took a precious few moments to stare at his mom's chest; this would be the last lull in the storm. Following a base instinct, he fell upon his mother's heaving chest, bombarding it with a ferocious display of desperate suckling kisses leaving Eva breathless.
Arching her back, she leaned back on to the bar top using her elbows to prop herself up while offering up her tits- like a pair of sacrificial lambs-- to her son's hungry mouth. He rained kiss upon kiss, up and down, and all over her tits exchanging tender little nibbles with a pleasant array of sympathetic kisses before it all ended in one long, untamed suckling session, his mouth flying from one delicious mound to the other.
Eva reached down and stroked his cock through his jeans knowing what must come next—the both of them.
Sensing the time was right, she was soaking wet down there, she pushed his greedy mouth off her heaving chest whispering, "Are you ready baby?"
He pulled back staring at her. Her hair was disheveled, her face flushed with alcohol and passion making her look utterly beautiful. "Ready?"
"To give your virginity to your mother?" Without waiting for an answer, it was now her turn to become an animal. She dropped off the bar stool, and unto her knees, saying in a voice husky with passion, "Let's get these things off of you."
Between the two of them, it took all of about three seconds for him to shed his jeans. His cock jutted out toward her waiting mouth as she stared at it for a brief moment while resting on her knees.
Taking it into her mouth, she began to suck on his well-proportioned seven and half inches as her hands gripped his bare ass. The next minute or so was the best of Tommy's life while he watched in utter amazement as she sucked on his cock with avid devotion before she raised up with a smug little smile.
"There . . . now you are ready to fuck your mommy, Tommy."
She turned around, leaning on the bar, presenting her ass out to him like the ultimate prize it truly was. "I'm not wearing any panties, honey, so just lift up my tight little skirt and stick it in me."
Then, remembering he was a wholly inexperienced virgin and might need a little help, she reached back and found his throbbing hard member as he tugged her skirt upwards.
Tommy stared down, admiring his mom's beautifully toned ass as she guided his cock with a firm hand to the very edge of her wet opening. "Go on Tommy, shove it in . . . hard. Fuck your mother bab--"
Her last word was cut off as he grunted and with a mighty thrust, propelled his hardness into her wet, willing cunt with a loud grunt. The hard shove caught Eva off guard as she let out a little yelp, and then several more, as Tommy rocked into her with a series of hammer blows leaving her frantically clawing at the wooden bar top for support.
"Oh God, baby, you are doing so good," she finally managed to whisper as Tommy, cognizant of not wanting to come too quickly, slowed down his desperate thrusting allowing his mother to catch her breath.
Pausing in a desperate attempt to forestall the inventible for as long as possible, he leaned forward, his manhood still buried deep inside of her, to whisper in her ear, "I love you so much, Mom."
"Oh baby, I love you too." They exchanged a series of wild kisses before she turned back around. He gradually started to pump his cock inside of her once more while reaching around and cupping her hanging breasts just as he started to pick up speed.
Eva's breath was coming out in short little pants as he was fucking her so good, first hard and fast, and then slow and steady, and then back to hard and fast again, allowing a pair of twin orgasms to build inside the both of them.
For Tommy the end was near as he simply couldn't hold out much longer. He would be coming soon-- no matter how he tried not to-- so deciding to go out with a mighty bang, he slipped his hands off her tits and gripped her hips.
Eva knew what was coming next—she was about to get fucked—good and hard.
She lowered her face to the bar pushing her ass backwards as she whispered, "Go on baby, fuck Mommy hard. Take all those sexual frustrations over Lisa out on me."
Tommy proceeded to do just that. He drove his cock into his mother with such force that it shook her whole body and made her cry out with uncontrollable passion.
Tommy's angry fucking was making her literally batten down the hatches as she gripped the bar. Such as it was, his anger was quickly spent though as within thirty seconds, after a dozen hard thrusts, he let out a sharp little cry spewing cum deep inside his mother.
Eve collapsed back onto the bar stool reeling from the fucking she just took as Tommy held onto the bar for dear life as the intense orgasm turned his legs to jelly.
Finally, after a long moment of silence, Eva whispered, "Oh My God, Tommy you really did fuck your mommy so good and hard. Jesus I don't think I have ever been fucked that hard."
"Did you . . . you know, Mommy," Tommy asked in a quiet voice.
"No, honey that was all for you."
"But Mom, I want you to--"
She cut him off with a quick finger to his lip. "We are going to go upstairs to your mother's bedroom honey. You are going to crawl into my bed and fall asleep and later on, after you have recovered, I will let you make love to me where I am sure you will make me come over and over again."
Tommy let out a shuddering sigh of relief. He was greatly relieved this would not be just a one-time thing. After putting his nearly dry boxers back on, he headed upstairs to his mom's bed looking forward to spending a heavenly night with his mother.
In anticipation of later on, Eva put on a sexy matching aqua blue bra and panties, his favorite color, along with a white satin robe.
She was just finishing downstairs, doing a quick cleanup, when the doorbell rang. Heading over to the front door, she wondered who the hell was ringing the doorbell this late. Surely, it could not be any late trick or treaters as it was nearly ten.
Pulling the curtain back from the front window, she peered outside. Standing there on the front porch, impatiently tapping her foot and holding a manila folder, was fucking Lisa of all people.
"Lisa, sweetheart, what do you want?" Eva asked with exaggerated kindness after opening the door.
"Oh hi Mrs. Hall, ahh, is Tommy home?"
"Sure, but . . . he is not really feeling very well and is laying down resting."
"Oh really. Maybe that is why he left our party so soon. I just wanted to check and make sure he was OK. Can I come inside? It's a little cold out here."
"Yes, of course it is hon . . . especially since you are still wearing your slutty little school girl outfit." Eva opened the door wide for her young guest as a wholly wicked plan was starting to form in her mind. "I can't imagine that sexy little costume of yours offers much protection from the cold."
Lisa paused in the doorway, offering Eva a hurt look before quickly changing her expression to one of bemusement. "Really, Mrs. Hall you don't have room to talk regarding slutty costumes as what you wore to my parent's party was not exactly . . . Hmm tame."
Eva, grabbing Lisa's hand, directed her into the house and over to the living room. "Sit down and let's talk for a minute, Lisa and then I'll decide if I am going to go bother Tommy for you."
Plopping down next to her on the sofa Eva demanded, "What do you want with him . . . really?"
"What I really want is to talk to Tommy . . . if only for a minute."
"By talk to Tommy you mean you want to ask him to do something for you. Like maybe another term paper like he used to write for you all the time back in high school. My guess is whatever assignment you need done is in the manila folder there."
"I wasn't going to ask him to do the assignment for me. I was just going to ask for a little help. He is smart you know. Really smart."
"As is his mother which allows me to understand why you are still wearing your sexy little Halloween costume. I guess you figured the way that little white tie top is having the most difficult time containing those big boobs of yours, along with the way your super short schoolgirl skirt shows off those pretty young legs of yours would aid in convincing Tommy to help you."
A look of hurt, shock, and surprise, came over young Lisa's pretty face-- thanks to the way Mrs. Hall pretty much hit the nail squarely on the head with her apt assessment. Standing up, Lisa announced, "I think maybe I should just leave . . . Mrs. Hall."
Lisa started to cross the room, heading toward the front door when Eva decided "what the hell" and went for broke.
"Really, you have to leave so soon, Lisa. Maybe you have to get back home and maybe smoke some more dope and have another beer with . . . what was his name . . . Oh yeah, Brad."
Lisa turned staring at Eva with a look of quiet understanding. "How did you . . . Oh my God. It was you!! I caught a flash of red as--"
"As I fled the scene of my crime. You want to come sit back down and we can talk about it some more . . . maybe while we share a glass of wine or should I just wait until tomorrow and go pay a visit to your mom."
Eva paused, smiling, as she grabbed her phone off the nearby coffee table. Waving the phone at Lisa, she added, "With evidence in hand . . . of course."
"You wouldn't. I mean you came into my room and violated my privacy. Are you going to tell my mom that?"
"I will tell your mom the truth," Eva said as she prepared to tell a blatant lie to the naïve young girl. "I followed my son upstairs and only stuck my hand holding the phone in your room. It was a case of mistaken identity. I was trying to play a quick joke on my son by taking a secretive snap photo of him and never dreamed I would find you, instead, in such a compromising position with that walking hard on Brad. I will explain to your mom how I always have to snap pictures of Tommy in secret as he hates having his picture taken you know but somehow I think she will be much more concerned with what the picture shows compared to how it was obtained."
"Really I--" Lisa started to respond but Eva was rolling and quickly cut her off.
"Look hon, I thought the whole thing was innocent. I couldn't find Tommy downstairs and I just caught you hurrying off upstairs leading someone, a boy I couldn't make out who as the stairs were dark, and I guess I mean, I thought you brought him up to your room so maybe he could advise you on some assignment like he always was doing in high school, but, of course, I was mistaken as it was not my son you led up to your room."
"Look, Mrs. Hall, can we . . ."
"Sit and talk and try to find the best way to handle this unfortunate matter," Eva finished for her. "Maybe even come to some middle ground over a glass of wine."
"OK fine. I will stay and talk. Maybe we can figure something out," Lisa replied as she crossed back over to the sofa and sat down.
"Good. Let me just take a quick minute to check on Tommy before we have our little chat."
Eva hurried off upstairs. Tommy was still sound asleep.
A minute later they were both sipping on a glass of wine.
"So are you going to show my parents the picture? Please, I really hope you don't."
"I hope I don't have to either Lisa but we shall see. First, we need to come to an understanding. You have told me what you want . . . my discretion in safeguarding the picture from prying eyes. Oh and you also want help with your assignment and by help I mean you want Tommy to do it for you and that is why you, as I alluded to before, are still wearing your sexy Halloween costume. I'm not stupid nor blind. You look super-hot young lady and doubtlessly you figured Tommy would notice this fact and be unable to deny you."
"Mrs. Hall . . . OK . . . I suppose you are right. I did want his help and maybe I was expecting him to actually offer to write the paper for me and I would not have said no. As for me still wearing my Halloween costume . . ." Lisa paused giving Eva a small smile before whispering, "Yeah I figured it couldn't hurt."



"Of course not. Drink your wine hon. I think it will help you speak the truth because the next question I ask is going to be a tough one and if I catch you lying I will go straight to your parents first thing tomorrow. You understand."
Eva made it a point to lean forward while glaring at little Ms. Lisa, wanting her to understand fully how very serious she was about wanting to hear the truth. It worked.
"Ready for my question. Remember . . . I require the truth young lady."
Lisa nodded, wondering just what Tommy's crazy as hell mom was going to ask her.
"You pretty much used my son all during your high school years. Leading him on with false promises of maybe how he might be able to get inside your panties one day if only he kept doing your bidding. True or false."
"Look, Mrs. Hall, I liked Tommy. I mean I like . . . still. It was not like that at all."
"One last chance. True or false. Not answering is not an option."
"It's hard to explain. I--"
Eva reached over and picked up her phone. "I think I actually have your mom's number in my phone. Maybe I will just send her the picture now. Give her something to think about before going to bed."
Lisa reached out, touching Eva on her hand. "Please. Don't. I am begging you."
"True or false."
"OK, true but--"
Eva quickly interjected. "You don't need to explain. I just needed to hear the truth. Now we can discuss what I want in return for my discretion but we need to be quick though before Tommy wakes up and finds you here. It would ruin the surprise."
"What surprise?"
"Of his pretty girlfriend coming to see him so unexpectedly in the middle of the night."
"Wait. You want me to be his girlfriend. Please Eva . . ."
"Just for one night. One unforgettable night that is. Allow me to explain."
"Go ahead," Lisa answered quietly.
"It's called quid pro quo. This for that. I get this you get that."
"I know what it means. So what do I get?"
"My discretion of course regarding you little adventure up in your bedroom with Mr. Joe Jock."
"You won't talk to my parents or show them the picture."
Eva shook her head no before saying, "Tomorrow morning you can watch me delete the incriminating photo. I give you my word it's the only one."
"Tomorrow morning? Does that mean . . ."
"Yes, I expect you to spend the night, but just to sweeten my offer I will add Tommy will be more than willing to help you with assignment, heck he may even do it for you if you are nice enough to him, and maybe even moving forward in the future he would be willing to help you again and again. The alternate is of course . . ."
Eva did not finish, did not have to, but only smiled instead.
"Yeah so basically you are blackmailing me, Mrs. Hall?"
"Blackmail is such an ugly word hon. How about we just call it a favor for a favor."
Lisa said nothing for a long moment as she sat there, fidgeting, leaving Eva to wonder if her little gambit was going to pay off. Finally, she let out a loud sigh before answering, "I will send my mom a text in a minute. I guess I am spending the night at a friend's house. Now what do I have to do?"
Eva smiled and patted the sofa next to her. "Move closer and I will tell you the game plan sweetie."
With the matter of Eva's blackmail scheme settled, after Lisa finished off a second glass of wine, the girls headed off upstairs to Eva's bedroom—hand in hand. Eva paused outside the bedroom door. "Wait here while I prepare things and be very quiet. I want to surprise him."
"Sure," Lisa replied cautiously as she tried to control her growing excitement. The truth was Lisa was a bit of a sex addict and it really hadn't taken Eva much of an effort to get her to agree to the sexy part of the night's drama with her son.
Inside the bedroom, Eva gently shook Tommy awake. "Your mother has a surprise for you son. A really nice surprise but first I have to prepare things."
"Really," he smiled while reaching out for her, "I think you already gave me a nice surprise Mom and I am hoping to get another."
She deflected his hands away. "Go freshen up in the bathroom real quick hon and no questions. Trust me you will like this surprise I think as much as you did the one before."
She moved to the closet, humming to herself, her mind in overdrive as just how to handle the upcoming fun and games while Tommy headed toward his mom's bathroom.
Eva was just finishing up tying the last of the scarves around the fourth bedpost on her four poster king size bed when Tommy came out of the bathroom wearing his boxers again.
"Hey what is that for?" he asked after spotting her knotting one of her brightly colored scarves around one of the upper bedposts.
"No questions," she told him sternly. "Now lay back down on the bed. On your back and lose the boxers."
"Sure," he replied with eager anticipation as he quietly noted there was a scarf tied around each of the posts. "I guess you are going to tie me up and take advantage of me huh, Mom?"
"I hardly think I would need to tie you up hon if I wanted to take advantage of you," she replied back with a notable smirk.
A minute later Tommy was tied-- quite securely he noted-- by both his ankles and his wrists to his mom's bed. After pulling the sheet back up, and over his naked body, she leaned in close to him whispering, "One final added touch. I am going to blindfold you."
Eva carefully wrapped the remaining scarf, a dark black one, around her son's head cutting off his vision before she whispered to him, "You are under my control now and if you want your surprise you will be a good boy and do what I say. Now keep quiet while I bring our guest in."
"Guest . . . Jesus mom I'm naked under here. What is going--?"
"Shhh. I will tell you but only if you promise . . . no more talking, no more protests. Agree? You must trust me."
"OK I trust you. I agree."
"Good I will tell you in a minute but first I have to do something." Eva moved quickly, wanting to set the mood. She pulled out some dozen small tea light candles, placing six each on the nightstands flanking either side of her bed.
After getting the candles lit, she turned off all the lights and then moved silently over to the bedroom door. Opening it very quietly, she let Lisa into the bedroom. It was show time.
She brought Lisa over to the bed, after reminding her with a finger to her lips to be very quiet, and then began to speak to her son in a soft, steady voice, quite the opposite from the excitement she was feeling inside her panties.
"When I was cleaning up downstairs the doorbell rang. It was a late trick or treater and she looked so adorably cute. Now, since I ran out of candy and with nothing to offer the poor little girl, I decided to invite her in from the cold. It then came to me maybe you have something you could give her?"
Eva settled herself down on the bed next to him while Lisa stood, watching as the drama began to unfold.
"Well do you, hon? Have something to offer our little trick or treater guest. I think maybe you have a treat . . . a big treat for the little lady to enjoy."
"Mom, w-who is it . . . our guest?"
"Secret!" Eva answered before giggling.
Then it came to him. She was making sport of him. There was no guest. His mother was playing a trick on him-- after all it was Halloween the ultimate night for tricks.
"Mom stop teasing me," Tommy whined, "there is no one else here. You are playing a Halloween trick on me."
"Maybe . . . maybe not. We shall see I suppose," Eva said before giggling again.
Eva motioned for Lisa to move around to her side of the bed. With further motions of her hand, while mouthing the words silently, Eva indicated to Lisa she should sit down very carefully on the edge of the bed next to her.
To mask the fact someone else was sitting down on the bed, Eva leaned forward, pushing her chest in her son's face as she adjusted the pillow under his head.
Once Lisa was in place, Eva leaned back whispering to Tommy, "Now honey I can't keep being rude to our guest . . . our guest that you don't think is here. She came in the house expecting treats and I have to give her something. Now listen."
Turning to Lisa, Eva reached up with one hand, carefully smoothing the young girl's hair from her face. Leaning forward, Eva brought her lips to Lisa's. They kissed, slowly, delicately at first, before warming to the task.
The smashing of their lips coming together and parting, over and over again, was gradually getting louder in the quiet stillness of the bedroom, finally making it unmistakably clear to Tommy his mother was engaged in a passionate kissing session with the guest he thought was not there.
Breaking the kiss off, Eva turned to Tommy, running her fingers through his hair before whispering, "Are you going to deny you just heard your mother kissing someone. Our guest that you did not believe was here."
Tommy said nothing. He was too shocked to speak.
"Answer me sweetie . . . please."
"I heard Mom. I heard you kissing someone."
"Yes, a girl, if you want the truth. Actually your mom has a bit of a secret passion for pretty young girls. I bet you didn't know that huh, son?"
"Jesus," Tommy muttered under his breath. It was all he could think to say.
Eva started to speak again with her gaze flickering back and forth between her son and Lisa. "And just who do you think the pretty young girl your mother might have just kissed was, sweetie?"
"I . . . I don't know," he muttered. "I mean how could I . . . I can't see."
"Then let me give you a hint or two. She has pretty chestnut brown hair, tinged with a bit of red and pinned in a pair of deliciously cute twin pony tails that fall past her shoulders. She has pretty hazel eyes, a fair complexion. Her face is a perfect blend of both pretty and cute while her body can be described in three words . . . super fucking hot."
Eva reached over, grabbing Lisa's hand, squeezing it tight before continuing. "Let me describe it for you. She is probably all of about five foot one and weighs maybe a hundred and five pounds. Her legs are nice and firm, strong thighs, maybe from playing volleyball, but what she really possesses is a set of really big, fantastic looking tits that the little slut loves to show off. Oh honey if you could only see the slutty little school girl costume our little trick or treater girl is wearing and the way it accents those big tits of hers . . . well needless to say I do think you would be quite impressed. Oh and since I know you have a bit of a fetish for large breasts just so you have an idea of how big our guest's boobies are I will tell you her measurements."
Turning to Lisa Eva said, "Go ahead and whisper your measurements and bra size to me honey."
Lisa complied, whispering her particulars to Eva.
"Wow. Impressive," Eva exclaimed loudly for Tommy's benefit. "Her measurements are stunning. Thirty one inch bust, twenty seven inch waist and thirty five inch hips and she wears a size 34 tripe D bra Tommy. Do you know anyone around the neighborhood with tits that big Tommy sweetheart?"
She had to be teasing him. Just had to be Tommy thought to himself.
"Now do you have any guesses since your mom has given you so many nice hints?"
When he did answer her right away she snapped at him, "I said answer me, Tommy. Your mother demands it."
After a moment's hesitation Tommy whispered, "Is it Lisa?"
Eva turned to their secret guest saying, "Should we show him if he is right?"
Lisa nodded her head yes.
"Hmm, not quite yet. I want him to be nice and well prepared first . . . down there before our mystery guest is revealed."
Reaching under the covers, Eva boldly grabbed her son's cock. It was coming back to life but, as of yet, wasn't quite fully hard.
"Help me, sweetie. Here . . ."
Eva gestured for Lisa to snuggle up to Tommy on his left side while she snuggled up next to him on the right. Together, they took turns kissing him, using a gentle touch to turn his face from one to the other, as Eva slipped her hand under the covers and began stroking him to full hardness.
When he was sufficiently hard Eva whispered, "Ready for your promised treat, little girl."
Lisa eagerly nodded her head yes, watching intently as Eva pulled the sheet slowly back.
Lisa stared at Tommy's rigid cock as desire filled her young heart; it was much bigger than she would have imagined.
"You like your treat, honey. You wanna maybe suck on it a bit . . . see how it tastes. I mean your treat, it's so big and hard huh, little girl?"
Lisa nodded her head yes as Eva snaked a hand around the back of her head, forcing her mouth down.
Tommy let out a quiet groan as he felt a warm, willing mouth enveloping his growing manhood. Was it his mom or, unbelievably, Lisa? She had to be teasing him, it just couldn't be Lisa, he thought as the warm mouth surrounding his boner began to expertly move up and down the entire shaft of his growing erection.
Eva, deciding it was time, reached around the back of his head and slowly unknotted the scarf. As it dropped from his eyes Tommy let out a small gasp.
Looking up, Lisa let his cock slip from her mouth as she whispered, "Hi Tommy," before going back to slurping greedily on his cock.
Tommy, beside himself with excitement over his dream girl sucking on his cock, while his sexy mother showered him with softhearted kisses, lasted all of about another minute or so before he exploded.
Lisa pulled back, cum coating her lips, as she looked at Eva. "Gee Mrs. Hall that was some treat you gave me. I am so glad you invited me inside your house."
"Hmm, I think someone else is pretty glad too," Eva said as she ruffled her son's hair. "Now why don't you go into my bathroom there and rinse your mouth out. I have mouthwash there."
"OK, Mrs. Hall," Lisa responded. Jumping to her feet, she gave Tommy a happy little wave saying, "I will see you in a few minutes, Tommy . . . or at least I hope so."
Eva smiled at her son as Lisa disappeared inside the bathroom. After his mom quickly untied him, Tommy put his boxers back on while excitedly asking, "Jesus Mom . . . I mean, how did you get her to do that . . . I mean . . . what the hell?"
"Don't overthink things hon. Let's just say me and your little girlfriend have a very serious agreement, if only for tonight in regards to you, and I intend on taking full advantage of it. Just let me be in control and follow along with my plan. Now speaking of a plan . . ." She leaned in close to him, whispering in his ear the next phase of her plan.
Inside the bathroom, after rinsing her mouth out, Lisa removed her thong panties under her skirt, per Eva's instructions, before settling down on the edge of the tub to relax for the allotted fifteen minutes she was told to wait before coming out.
Lisa, after the long, slow fifteen minutes was finally up, came out of the bathroom to find the bedroom almost completely dark. There was now only a single candle burning on each of the nightstands flanking Mrs. Hall's bed.
She paused a few feet away from the bathroom door. The bedroom was utterly silent as she peered about the darkness searching for either Tommy or Mrs. Hall.
"Hey where are you guys?" Lisa called out tentatively to the eerily silent bedroom. When there was no answer, and no sign of them, she took another two steps further from the bathroom door.
She was about to call out again when the attack came. Tommy sprang out from behind the door while Eva jumped up from where she was crouching in the darkness near the foot of the bed. They both hit her at roughly the same time driving her toward the bed.
Tommy roughly pushed her backward onto the bed as his mom, giggling, cried out, "Are you ticklish little girl?"
"Yes, very much so . . ." Lisa shrieked as she felt Mrs. Hall's hand scrambling all over her bare mid-section as she tumbled backwards onto the bed.
Then Tommy's hands joined in on the melee, skittering all over her tummy just as Eva's hands dropped down to assault her well-toned thighs.
"Please no . . . I . . . I can't stand being tickled. Please show . . . mercy."
She managed to flip over onto her tummy for a brief moment before Tommy aggressively twisted her back around and onto her back.
Pinning her wrists to the bed, Tommy held Lisa tight as his mother hissed at her. "Be a good and mercy shall be yours little girl."
"I will . . . I will," Lisa cried out.
"OK let her to up to her feet, Tommy. You have the scarf ready?"
"Yes."
They both gripped one of her hands and together pulled Lisa to her feet.
"Relax and don't fight this and the promised mercy shall be yours, hon."
"OK." Lisa whispered.
"Put your hands behind your back and close your eyes."
Lisa obeyed putting her hands behind her back as she shut her eyes and within seconds her hands were tightly bound behind her back by one of the scarfs from the bed.
"Open your eyes now, sweetie," Eva whispered in her ear from behind.
Lisa opened her eyes to find herself standing directly in front of the bed.
Sitting on the edge of the bed, facing her, was Tommy, his face flushed with excitement.
"Now the moment of truth is upon us little Ms. Lisa."
"And what moment of truth is that Mrs. Hall?" Lisa asked quietly.
"I think my poor son has spent many a long, lonely summer night dreaming of these."
Reaching around, Eva slipped her hands under Lisa's huge tits, cupping them gently through the material of her tie top.
Bouncing them playfully in her hands, she whispered again, "I think it's time you fulfilled my son's darkest fantasies and let him gaze upon those big tits of yours, little girl."
Staring directly at Tommy, Lisa smiled before announcing, "I suppose you are right Mrs. Hall. I mean, I am sure he has been dreaming about seeing my tits for like . . . forever."
"Forever is a long time to dream about something I think," Eva said as she slowly moved her hands upwards to the knotted tie holding Lisa's slutty little top shut.
"Too long," Lisa breathed as felt Eva began to slowly undo the knot while nibbling delightfully on her neck.
When his mom finally got the knot undone, allowing Lisa's tits to come spilling out from her top, Tommy let out an audible sigh.
Eva, after hearing her son's sigh, was forced to put her jealous feelings aside. Whispering, she asked him sweetly, "Do you like them baby. Are they as big and as beautiful as you have been dreaming about for so long."
"Y-yes," he said.
"Here give me your hands. Let's fondle the little slut's big tits together honey."
Lisa closed her eyes as she leaned her head back against Mrs. Hall's while she felt two sets of hands all over her tits. It was both a surreal, and highly erotic experience, being assaulted like this while being so utterly helpless.
Dropping her mouth to Lisa's ear, Eva whispered, "Go on . . . ask my son if he wants to suck on those big beautiful tits or yours . . . if he wants to."
Reaching out, Eva grabbed her son's wandering hands off of Lisa's tits as she told him, "Hold on honey. Our slutty little school girl has something to ask you."
As Tommy stared up at her, Lisa smiled sweetly at him for a long moment.
"Go on ask him sweetheart," Eva prodded.
"Mmm, I was just going to ask you, Tommy . . . if you maybe wanna suck on my boobies."
Tommy, unable to speak, slowly nodded his head yes before his mother reached past Lisa. Wrapping a hand around the back of his head, she slowly drew her son into Lisa's warm bosom.
Tommy started slowly, showering his dream girl's tits with a plethora of tender kisses, causing Lisa to squirm against the scarf binding her hands. She was used to boys attacking her big tits aggressively with nary a thought of tenderness, making the affectionate way Tommy was handling her tits a welcome change.



She started squirming even more when Eva reached around, slipping one hand between her legs to explore her wet pussy.
Eva found the young girl's pussy delightfully soaked as she easily slide one finger, and then a second, up and inside of her—just as Tommy began to suck on Lisa's tits with a wild animalistic passion.
Moving around so she was astride Lisa and her son, Eva dropped to her knees. Reaching out she fairly ripped her son's boxers down before taking him in her mouth. Splitting her time between sucking on her son's large cock and fingering Lisa's delicious pussy, Eva soon had both of them moaning blissfully.
Eva, still fully in control, allowed their fingering and sucking fest to go on until she sensed Lisa was on the verge of a tremendous orgasm while her son had-- once again-- gotten hard.
Pulling her mouth away from his cock, Eva stared up at her son whispering, "Let's get the little cunt up on the bed and finish her off nice and proper like, baby."
Eva undid the scarf before the two of them man handled Lisa up and onto the bed. They put her on her hands and knees, in the middle of the bed, facing the headboard as Eva climbed up on the bed herself.
Tommy watched as his mother positioned herself so she was right next to Lisa on the bed before leaning down and giving her a nice kiss. The single kiss ended up turning into a passionate make out session as Tommy, moving slowly, snuggled up behind Lisa, poking his rather pronounced boner up and under her short school skirt.
Looking up, he waited for his mother's approval to proceed.
Instead of giving him the OK, she only smiled shrewdly before stripping off her robe, revealing the matching aqua blue bra and panty set she had put on—just for him—earlier that evening.
Smiling at her son, Eva tangled her fingers in Lisa's hair before gently pulling her face down so it was flush against her chest.
Whispering in Lisa's ear, Eva told the young girl, "My son is going to fuck you now sweetheart so good and so hard you are never ever going to forget it."
"Yes, Mrs. Hall," Lisa replied sweetly just before Eva nodded at her son while mouthing the words, "Go ahead."
Tommy, overwhelmed with raw passion, immediately pushed his cock—hard-- inside of Lisa's wet pussy making her moan.
"Go on honey. Fuck her like you have dreaming of all these years. Take your frustration out."
Tommy needed no such encouragement but, nonetheless, it didn't hurt to hear his mother put a voice to what he was quietly thinking of inside his head.
He waited all these years indeed!
Slowly, he pulled his cock out of her before slamming it back into her a good half dozen times with a relentless fury that soon had Lisa moaning louder than ever.
"Oh that's it, baby. Fuck the little slut harder. Harder!!" Eva told him in a harsh whisper.
Egged on by his mother, impassioned by his dream girl's moans, Tommy lost control. With a violent fury, he thrusted his hips forward again and again, a good dozen times in quick succession, propelling his hardness deep inside of Lisa.
Tommy's passionate fury rocked Lisa's world, literally taking her breath away as his mom cradled her head against her chest.
Near to coming, and wanting things to last a bit longer, Tommy pulled back. Again his mother gave him her best soft smile as she reached behind her, undoing her bra.
After removing her bra, Eva told Lisa in a throaty whisper, "Go on suck on my tits baby. I bet Tommy would like to see that."
Lisa happily obeyed as she began to slurp with youthful desire on Eva's nice breasts.
Watching his dream girl suck on his mom's tits was too much for Tommy-- just as his mother knew it would be. He could only watch for a few seconds before he slammed his cock back into her, burying it balls deep.
A violent storm of passion swept over Lisa now as, if anything, Tommy was fucking her even harder than before. Lisa's whimpering cries of lust pushed Tommy to the edge just as she climaxed harder than she ever had in her lifetime.
"Go on Tommy, come inside of her . . . now," his mother demanded as she held the still shaking Lisa tight against her chest.
Urged on by his mother's pleas, Tommy allowed his budding orgasm to overwhelm him as he slammed his cock into her three more times quickly before he came.
Their youthful passion spent, for the moment anyways, Lisa and Tommy allowed Eva to cuddle them under the blankets as the three of them took a much needed break.
Sometime later, after dozing off, Lisa awoke to the sound of kissing.
Turning over to face the sound in the dark bedroom, she whined, "Hey you guys started without me."
"You are welcome to join in honey," Eva purred to her as she twisted away from Tommy, pulling Lisa into her warm embrace.
They shared several passionate kisses before Eva turned back to Tommy, receiving some equally fevered kisses from him.
"Hey I have an idea," Lisa volunteered quietly.
"Hmm, you do. Let's hear it," Eva replied.
"Well both me and Tommy have been tied up and helpless Mrs. Hall so I was . . . hmm thinking maybe it's your turn huh?"
Tommy, liking the idea, immediately backed his dream girl's suggestion. "Yeah, Mom it would only be fair."
Reaching over to the nightstand, Eva turned on one of the lamps.
"I'm not sure but--"
"Oh come on Mrs. Hall," Lisa teased. "Like Tommy said, it's only fair and I am sure it will be fun for all three of us. We promise to take real good care of you."
"Yeah, real good care, Mom" Tommy whispered with a wicked smile. "Please."
Eva sighed before foolishly agreeing to the idea, and within a manner of minutes, after putting her bra back on, she found herself secured to the bed by both her ankles and her wrists.
After getting the job done of securing Tommy's mom to the bed, Lisa pulled him aside.
Eva could only pick up small snatches of the conversation but it appeared Lisa was trying to talk her son into something.
"Hey what are you two taking about," Eva cried out.
"Just a minute. I have to go attend to your mom." Lisa told Tommy.
"OK I gotta go to the bathroom anyways," Tommy replied before heading out of the room.
Moving back over to the bed, Lisa gave her nemesis a cunning smile. It was a smile causing alarm bells to go off inside of Eva's head as she suddenly realized her mistake . . . too late.
"Hey I think you should release me. I changed my mind. I—mmfshh."
Eva's lame protest was cut off when Lisa snatched up one of the scarves from the nightstand and rudely shoved it in Eva's mouth as she announced loudly, "Afraid it's too late for that Mrs. Hall."
Eva, not wanting to give the impression of desperation, immediately fell silent, watching with growing apprehension as Lisa grabbed the remaining scarf before securing it around her head so it cut off her vision.
Turning her back on Eva, Lisa grabbed Tommy's discarded shirt off the floor and after slipping it on, she hurried out to the hallway, intercepting him just as he was about to enter the bedroom.
She steered him back outside to the hallway, where they had a most fateful conversation. Turning on the charm, Lisa told Tommy, "You know, Tommy, tonight has been an eye opening experience. I mean, I always thought you were too boring, too conservative for me but I see now . . ."
She paused running her fingers through his hair, "That is not the case at all."
"Lisa I . . . I mean all this . . . it was my mom's idea." Then unable to help himself he added. "I love you . . ."
"I know you do Tommy and if you let me, I will love you back but you gotta listen to me and do what I say for the rest of the night. Your mom, she was in control right?"
"Yes."
"Well it's my turn now. Promise you will listen to me and only me and I will make it worth it for you. Please Tommy . . . pretty please." Leaning in, she sealed the deal by giving him a nice kiss on the lips before whispering, "You know I think I am falling in love with you too."
Tommy's poor heart hitched at hearing those words, but more importantly they made him agree to let her be in control.
Lisa hurried outlined the first part of her plan to Tommy before she hurried downstairs with Tommy to the front door.
"Promise you are coming back."
"Yes, yes I promise. Now hurry and get what I told you to get and I promise to be back in a few minutes as I really need to get some stuff from my house."
"Yes, of course," Tommy said eagerly.
Lisa smiled. She was his, but just to make sure she throw a bone out to him as she headed out the front door saying over her shoulder, "And if everything goes well, maybe I'll even spend tomorrow night here too."
As soon as she left, Tommy rushed out to the kitchen, eager to fulfill Lisa's orders to him, and after a quick search he found his mom's wine bucket.
He filled the bucket about halfway with ice-- just as she requested-- and then went back out to the living room to wait for her to return.
A few minutes later, Lisa returned with a small overnight bag slung over her shoulder, and was dressed casually in jeans and a Penn State sweatshirt.
With the overnight bag from her house slung over her shoulder, Lisa happily bounced upstairs and into the bedroom with Tommy trailing behind carrying the ice filled bucket.
After setting the bucket down on the nightstand, Tommy hurriedly departed.
Settling herself down next to Eva, she reached out and pulled the dark scarf around and up from her eyes, allowing her to see once more while leaving the other scarf around her mouth in place.
Looking at Eva seriously she whispered. "So you thought you could blackmail me Mrs. Hall and get away with it. Seriously . . . no."
Now the alarm bells were seriously clanging inside of her brain as Eva wondered just how much trouble she was in here.
"Once or twice, over the years, Tommy has told me how you are overly sensitive to the cold Mrs. Hall and how you hate to be tickled. Is that true? Be truthful coz if I catch you in what I think is a lie . . . you will be in even worse trouble."
Eva, deciding to play along, nodded her head yes.
"Well I just went home, I had to get a few things, but anyways it's turning out to be a rather cold night Mrs. Hall. I think the temperature is in the low forties but you know I think actually it's kind of stuffy in your bedroom so. . ."
Jumping up from the bed, Lisa sauntered across the room, and after opening the bedroom window, allowing the cold night air to come flowing in, she returned to the bed.
"There that is better. I just cracked open your window and if you listen for it, in just about a minute you will hear the sound of first your heater clicking off and then your A/C coming on. Tommy is taking care of that for me."
Standing up, Lisa then pulled the sheet down completely off of Eva so nothing was covering her.
Smiling again, she announced, "So yes, in a minute or two Mrs. Hall your house, and in particular your bedroom, is going to be a bit on the chilly side. Hmm, too bad you aren't dressed for a cold night though as I can't imagine that sexy bra and panty combo you are wearing will provide much warmth."
"Mmmphh." Eva protested before forgetting about not trying to appear desperate as she twisted about violently trying to frantically free herself from the scarfs that bound her tightly to the four posts of the bed.
"You won't get them undone, Mrs. Hall. I tied them up real nice and tight."
Just then Eva heard the sound of the furnace dying, followed shortly by the soft hum of the A/C clicking on.
"Oh, and by the way, I told Tommy to crank the A/C all the way down to as low as it will go."
Eva shook her head from side to side.
"Afraid so, bitch. You are going to be super cold in a minute or two but in the meantime I think I will just entertain myself by seeing if you really are as ticklish as Tommy claims you to be. Oh and speaking of Tommy I think I will make him pay, a little bit anyways, for the sins of his mother while showing you just how obedient your loving son will be to me."
Reaching back into the bag, Lisa, with a broad smile, pulled out one of the several toys she had brought from home.
Eva stared at the toy with both fear and anticipation. The black toy was a double ended treat with the potential to give teasing tickles or stinging slaps. One side of the twenty inch black crop was tipped with a small ball of irresistibly soft feathers, perfect for gently trailing along one's sweet spots while raising goosebumps and increasing arousal.
The other side of the crop contained a slick, shiny patent classic petite paddle that, when flicked just right, would have one's playmate, in this case, Eva, begging for more.
After picking up the toy, she waved it in front of the Eva's face before bringing it down and letting it hover over her mid-section.
"Hmm, where should I tickle you first Mrs. Hall. Let's try your tummy."
Bringing the feathered side down, Lisa let it slid delicately across Eva's bare tummy causing her to jump and squirm against the ties binding her to the bed.
Lisa flicked it back and forth several times in small circles around Eva's tummy making her moan and squirm all the more.
Just then, Tommy entered the bedroom. Turning to him Lisa asked, "Is everything all set downstairs?"
"Yes, Lisa," Tommy immediately replied.
"Good. Then come over here and help me tickle your mommy. I think she is liking it . . . just like she is enjoying having her window open and the A/C turned on full blast on this chilly evening."
Tommy shivered himself, despite the heavy sweatshirt he threw on just a minute ago, along with a fresh pair of jeans and underwear.
Tommy made his way over to the bed but before he could get there Lisa leaned down whispering in Eva's ear, "Sorry bitch gotta put your blindfold back in place. Can't have you turning those enchanting green eyes on your son and risk him going back over to your side."
After having the scarf secured around her eyes, Eva's vision was once more cut off. Worse it was growing colder in the bedroom with every passing moment.
"Before we get started again with testing your threshold on being tickled I think you have something to say to Tommy, Mrs. Hall?"
Eva violently shook her head yes.
Lisa, smiling, pulled the scarf away from Eva's mouth, allowing her to speak before jumping up from the bed. "I will freshen up in the bathroom leaving you two to speak in private for a quick minute."
As soon as Lisa disappeared inside the bathroom, shutting the door, Eva cried out to her son, "Tommy . . . release me and then go tell Lisa her debt is paid. Please son . . . she is crazy! Doing all this. I am freezing to death and . . . and you know I can't stand being tickled!"
"Yes, I know mother and . . . I'm afraid you are just going to have to endure."
"Tommy no! Release me now baby. Please."
"I can't, Mom. I have to do what she says. I promised but only for tonight I mean."
"No you don't! I am your mother and--"
Lisa came strutting out of the bathroom then. Raising her voice, she interrupted Eva's desperate plea for freedom by barking, "And I am his girlfriend."
"You are not! You know you are just using him to get back at me and--"
Eva's protest was roughly cut off when Lisa shoved the scarf back in her mouth.
"Enough. He is mine. Accept it Mrs. Hall."
"I am hers, Mom. I can't help it."
Leaning over, Lisa, wanting to rub it in Eva's face, gave Tommy a serious of impassioned kisses before pulling back and reaching into her bag of trick and treats.
Pulling out a twenty one inch starburst feather body tickler in red, she handed the toy to Tommy.
"Time to pay her back for the way she teased you all summer, Tommy. Remember you told me that . . . how your mom seemed to be liking showing off and flirting with you all summer."
Tommy flushed. He had confessed that to Lisa under the strictest of confidences.
Noticing his reaction, Lisa whispered, "Don't worry Tommy. I promise your mom won't be mad at you. Besides if I'm going to be your girlfriend you are going to have to share all your secrets with me anyways . . . right?"
"Yeah, I suppose you are right," Tommy mumbled.
"OK then let's have some fun. Why don't you concentrate on tickling her thighs, and lower belly, while I will have my fun . . . maybe . . . elsewhere?"
Eva squirmed as she felt the feathers of the body tickler wielded by her son being gently rubbed back and forth between her thighs. This, in conjunction with the way Lisa was lightly dragging the paddle along the whole length of her arms up and down, and then around her tummy in soft circles, caused her to break out in a serious attack of goosebumps.
The tickling torture continued unabated as Lisa switched to the feather side of the crop, sliding it lightly all around her tummy as Tommy attacked her upper chest and neck and throat area with his tickler.
Eva squirmed against the gentle, delightful assault even as she shivered from the growing coldness inside the bedroom.
"Let's spend a minute or two tickling those pretty boobies of your mommy's, Tommy."
Lisa began by using the flat paddle end of the crop on Eva's tits as she slapped at them playfully while Tommy dragged his feather duster down between the soft swell of her breasts.
Eva continued to fidget mightily as the gentle assault on her tits continued before turning deadly serious when Lisa reached out, hooking a pair of fingers under the upper top edge of the pretty aqua blue cups. Pulling down gently, she drew the bra down just enough to reveal Eva's gorgeous nipples.
Giving Tommy a nod, Lisa brought the feather end of her crop up to her right nipple, circling it tenderly as Tommy flickered slowly, and then faster, his feather tickler against his mom's other nipple.
Eva's nipples became instantly erect as she let out a loud muffled moan. Her nipples were intensely sensitive so what they were doing to her was unimaginably erotic.
Once Lisa observed Eva's nipples at maximum erectness, she switched to the paddle end of her crop, and began to playfully bat at them as Tommy let his feather tickler slide down and tease his mom's tummy once more.
The dual attentions soon had poor Eva twisting and writhing all over the bed.
"Hmm, time for your mommy to have a short break from our teasing, Tommy."
Reaching over to her bag, she pulled out a pair of champagne glasses wrapped tightly in a pair of twin hand towels. After filling the pair of glasses up with the chilled champagne, Lisa handed one to Tommy.
"Hmm, a toast to your mommy being a good sport during our playtime is in order don't you think, Tommy?"
"Yes."
"But before you enjoy our champagne I think your mother should be allowed to see our toast to her."
Lisa quickly pulled the dark scarf down, allowing Eva to see once more.
She watched as both her son and his wicked as hell "girlfriend" downed about half of their respective glasses in one big swallow. Reaching out to Tommy, Lisa said, "Wait, let's save some for her."
"Sure. She likes champagne anyways," Tommy said. "You want me to remove the scarf around her mouth so she can drink."
"Hmm, she is not going to drink the champagne but instead . . ." With a positively wicked smile, Lisa slowly brought her half-filled champagne directly over Eva's chest. "I think I want her to wear it instead."
Without further ado, Lisa tilted the glass down allowing the cold champagne to spill all over Eva's chest.
Eva let out a muffled shriek as the ice cold champagne splashed down onto her chest before turning a pair of pleading eyes up to Tommy. If those pretty eyes could have talked they would have cried out for him to save her, but any such thoughts were quickly dashed when he averted his eyes from her mournful gaze and asked Lisa, "Hey that's pretty cool. Can I try?"



"Yeah, sure Tommy. Go ahead," Lisa told him with a devious laugh as she watched delightfully while Eva struggled mightily against the ties binding her to the bed.
Tommy only hesitated slightly before dumping his own half full glass of champagne onto his mother's chest, making her fidget all the more.
Reaching over, Lisa grabbed a pair of bulky ice cubes from the bucket and after handing one to Tommy said, "Follow my lead."
Smiling at a wide staring Eva, she attacked one of her fully erect nipples with the ice cube before nodding at Tommy to do the same to the other one.
Despite her squirming about, both Tommy and Lisa continued to circle their respective ice cubes all over Eva's nipples until both of their ice cubes were appreciably smaller.
After tossing the cubes back into the ice bucket, both Lisa and Tommy picked up their toys again and once more began a tender assault on Eva's exposed nipples.
The twin effects of the flickering feathers across her highly sensitive, fully erect nipples was driving Eva absolutely crazy with desire, causing her to cry out in muffled anguish.
Her muffled cries of anguish went unheeded though as Tommy and Lisa continued to flicker the feather ticklers lightly around her nipples for a good minute before Lisa pulled hers back.
"I think your mom needs a break, Tommy."
Pulling back his own toy, Tommy stared at his mother. She was looking at him with such pleading eyes he just had to turn away.
"Tommy, go sit over their at her vanity bench. I need to speak to your mom for a moment in private."
"Sure," Tommy mumbled as he moved across the room with a heavy sigh. He was growing hard and horny again and hoped Lisa would be in the mood to take care of him and soon.
Leaning down, Lisa whispered in Eva's ear, "You best be obedient to me bitch or I will crush his heart. You understand."
Eva shook her head yes.
"Good and just so you know, if you are obedient I will, instead of crushing his heart, make him the happiest boy on this earth by letting him be my boyfriend . . . for the foreseeable future anyways." Lisa adjusted Eva's bra, pulling it back into place as she whispered, "How does that sound?"
Eva shook her head yes in agreement. What else could she do?
Pulling back slightly, Lisa stroked her captive's face lightly with one finger before pulling the scarf away from her mouth. "So whisper to me, what are you going to do Mrs. Hall for the balance of the night?"
Eva only hesitated briefly before whispering, "Obey."
Lisa smiled at her before adjusting the scarf back in place.
Strutting over to the bedroom's large window overlooking the backyard, Lisa pulled it open all the way.
A fresh breeze, cold and brisk, blew the curtains back as Lisa moved back over to the bed. Glancing down at the shivering Eva, she whispered, ""As they say . . . revenge is a dish best served cold Mrs. Hall."
Raising her voice, she called out to Tommy. "Come over her Tommy, sweetheart."
Eva cringed at Lisa calling her son "sweetheart" and then again as he immediately hustled across the room to her. Yeah, he was truly wrapped around her little finger.
She watched in growing horror as the little bitch filled both pairs of glasses full of small ice cubes, and after handing one to her son, she whispered something in his ear. Tommy nodded in agreement before reaching down and using both hands, he simultaneously pulled both of the cups of her bra slightly away from her body.
"Mmmmgrfff," Eva protested, shaking her head as Lisa proceeded to carefully spill one glass full of ice cubes inside her bra and then the other while whispering, "I am going to turn those nice tits of hers into a pair of frozen medium sized ice bergs."
Laughing, she leaned over filling up both glasses with more small ice cubes. Bringing them back over to Eva's chest, she stuffed these fresh ice cubes inside her bra too.
As a final touch, Lisa filled up another glass with the chilled champagne before unceremoniously spilling it all over Eva's chest. Eva could do nothing but whimper quietly against the scarf in her mouth.
"You make sure you watch us now Mrs. Hall as I am going to reward Tommy for being such a good little helper and if I catch you not watching it will go very badly for you. Understand?"
Eva nodded her head vigorously as she watched Lisa take something fairly small, she couldn't quite make out what it was, out of her bag of toys. After handing it to Tommy, she took his other hand, leading him to the small chaise lounge over in the corner of Eva's bedroom.
After they settled down facing each other on the elegant wood scrolled chaise, Eva watched as Lisa immediately drew him into her embrace while whispering something in his ear, causing her heart to hitch with anger as she shivered, as much from the cold air filling the bedroom as from the hot jealousy filling her heart.
They began to kiss as Lisa slowly undressed her son down to his briefs.
Reaching down, Lisa brushed her hand against Tommy's crotch before turning to Eva. "Hmm your son's cock is growing nice and hard again, Mrs. Hall. Hmm, maybe this will help make him even harder."
Standing up and turning to position herself directly in front of Tommy, she slowly stripped off her Penn St. sweatshirt, revealing a dark maroon skin tight tank top underneath.
Then, after glancing over to make sure Eva was watching the action slowly unfold-- she was—Lisa hooked a pair of fingers under the bottom edge of her tank top.
She gave him a warm smile before slowly peeling her tank top up, revealing her magnificent boobs to his wide staring eyes.
"You think my boobies are bigger than your mommy's, Tommy."
"Yes, much bigger," he replied in a throaty whisper.
"You like them better than hers?"
"Y-yes."
"You can use those warm hands of yours to touch them if you want. I mean . . ." She turned, giving Eva a most wicked grin, "It is kind of chilly in your mom's bedroom and I'm sure by now your hands are nice and toasty from the hand warmer I just gave you. Here, show your mom, Tommy."
Smiling, Tommy held up the small electric battery charged portable hand warmer he had been holding.
Eva sighed with intense longing as she watched her son set the hand warm aside before reaching out with both hands to fondle Lisa's tits tenderly.
"Oh God that feels nice, Tommy. Your hands are so nice and warm."
Eva twisted helplessly against the ties that bound her as she watched with intense jealousy while her son used his hands to fondle the little bitch's big tits.
Lisa took a small step forward closer to Tommy. Using one hand, he tilted his face slightly down so it was in perfect alignment with her tits.
"Go on . . . now that I am your girlfriend Tommy you can suck on my big titties . . . anytime you want."
"Oh God," Tommy whispered as a whole host of lecherous thoughts filled his sex obsessed teen age mind. Opening his mouth wide, he drew one of Lisa's fully erect nipples into his hungry mouth.
"That's it, Tommy. Use that warm mouth of yours to suck on your girlfriend's big tits."
Knowing it would only amp up Eva's jealousy, Lisa made sure to put some emphasis on the words girlfriend and warm as she announced this proudly to him.
Lisa allowed Tommy to rain a sloppy series of kisses all over her breasts before she pulled back slightly.
"Hmm, well let's see what is going on down there now," Lisa cooed as she reached down, running her hand all over Tommy's crotch.
Turning to Eva, she said, "Your son is nice and hard again, Mrs. Hall. You wanna see?"
"Mrrpphh," Eva angrily spat into the scarf. The only thing she wanted to see was Lisa leave so Tommy could apply some loving warmth to those ice cold tits of hers.
"Let's go show your mommy how big and hard your girlfriend made you, Tommy," Lisa announced as she let her tank top fall back down in place. Taking him by the hand, she led him back over to the bed.
You know what. I have changed my mind. I think seeing you so big and hard would only make your mother jealous, Tommy and we both know . . ." Lisa paused before breaking out into giggles. "That is the last thing I wanna do."
Picking up the dark scarf, she wrapped it around Eva's head once more as she hummed a happy tune.
"Here, Tommy, help me undo your mother. I want her sitting upright for the next part of our naughty drama."
Moving quickly, Tommy and Lisa undid the scarfs binding Eva's hands and wrists to the bed before pushing and prodding her into an upright position.
"I think its chilly enough now in the bedroom so I am going to close the window while you bind your mommy's hands tightly behind her back and then go run out to the hallway and turn off the A/C. I think the bitch is chilled enough by now."
Tommy, despite his mom's muffled protests, followed his girlfriend's instructions.
A minute or two later, they were both back in place, standing next to Eva as she sat, hands snugly bound behind her back, perched on the edge of the bed.
Lisa then quickly yanked Tommy's briefs off on him allowing his semi erect cock to come tumbling out before turning to Eva and saying, "It seems your son has lost a bit of his hardness, Mrs. Hall and . . . and what is that? He is asking me something."
Lisa paused for dramatic effect as she reached over and grabbed her phone.
"Oh you do huh, Tommy? OK I will ask her . . . I will whisper it in her ear so as to not embarrass you."
Lisa settled herself down on the bed next to Eva before leaning over and whispering in her ear, "Mrs. Hall, you have a naughty but shy son. He told me he really wants to put his big cock in your mouth but is just too shy to ask so . . . maybe you should be the one to tell him it's alright and if you do a nice job on sucking on it I promise the both of us will take our time and do a real nice job in warming up those nice ice cold breasts of yours, Mrs. Hall."
Lisa leaned back, as she adjusted her phone to the video recording setting.
Eva paused briefly as that one simple word flashed through her mind, OBEY.
Making her voice as sweet as possible she said quietly, "Tommy, sweetheart, you . . . you can put that big cock of yours in my mouth . . . if you want and . . . and Mommy promises she will suck on it real nice. OK, sweetie?"
After noticing how Lisa was recoding everything, Tommy leaned over closer to her meaning to ask just what exactly she was doing, but before he could saying anything, Lisa whispered in his ear, "I'm making a keepsake video for us Tommy. Imagine how much fun this will be later . . . you watching a video of both your hot girlfriend and your hot mother sucking on that big cock of yours. Now doesn't that sound cool?"
Tommy smiled. "Christ yes it does," he whispered back to her.
After handing the phone to him, Lisa gave him some brief whispered instructions.
"Now point it down at us a bit then so you can get a view of all the action."
Tommy took the phone from Lisa, aiming it at her and his mom as Lisa yanked the scarf out of his mom's mouth.
Lisa helped Eva to her feet before barking at her, "Now get down on your knees so you can take care of business like the whore you are."
Eva dropped to her knees as Lisa used one hand to help guide Eva's mouth over to where Tommy's semi erect cock tilted forward in desperate need of some attention.
"Yeah, that's it Mrs. Hall take your son's cock into your mouth and suck on it."
Eva took a deep breath as she felt his hardness enter her mouth.
"Suck on it bitch . . . like the fucking whore you are!" Lisa hissed in her ear.
Eva obeyed as she stared slurping wildly on her son's growing manhood as Tommy held the phone, in a hand that trembled with excitement, aimed at his mother's head as she bobbed greedily up and down on his large cock.
Lisa relieved him of the phone after a few seconds, positioning it on the nightstand in such a way so it could capture the action.
Positioning herself behind Eva on the floor, she held her hair back so it would not get in the way as she continued to suck on her son's cock with such reckless abandonment that Tommy was soon on the verge of yet another mighty orgasm.
Sensing as much, and wanting to get a nice money shot, just like in the porn videos she loved watching, Lisa scooted around to the side of Eva.
Reaching out, she pulled Tommy's hardness out of her mouth while hissing at Eva, "Hold your head up, Mrs. Hall . . . your son has something to give you."
Eva, suspecting what the wicked Lisa was planning, titled her face upwards, steeling herself for what was to come next.
Using one hand, Lisa stroked Tommy's hardness as it hovered mere inches from his mother's upturned face. "Come on Tommy, come all over your mommy's face. Give it to her . . . please for me, Tommy bear."
Wanting to please his girlfriend, Tommy whispered softly, "Oh God . . . Oh God. I'm going to . . ."
A fairly small amount of cum, after all he had already came three times this fateful evening, spurted out of the head of his cock, splattering down on Eva's lips and right cheek.
Lisa quickly jumped to her feet. Snatching the phone off of the nightstand, she hit the stop button.
After helping the still bound Eva back up and onto the edge of the bed in a sitting position she used one finger to clean the cum off of Eva's face before announcing to them both, "Now Tommy I promised your Mommy, if she did a real nice job of sucking your cock we would warm them frozen boobies of hers up, but since you have already come and need some recovery time I guess you can just relax over there on the chaise and watch me do it."
"Alright," Tommy replied as he scooped up his jeans and shirt.
"Before I start warming up those beautiful tits of yours Mrs. Hall I'm going to get my hands all nice and toasty warm for you. Here see . . ."
She pulled off the scarf from around her eyes allowing Eva to see the electric battery charged portable hand warmer she just pulled out of her bag.
Eyeing the hand warmer with a fanatical desire for its promised heat, Eva forgot all about not trying to sound desperate. "Please Lisa," she pleaded. "Sweetie warm them up. Warm my breasts up. They are so cold. I'm so cold."
"Yes, OK but only if you . . ." Leaning forward, Lisa whispered in her ear, "Continue to obey me Mrs. Hall for the balance of the night and just in case you have any thoughts of doing otherwise . . ."
Lisa happily brought her phone over to Eva. "Watch this."
Eva's heart pounded in her chest as she watched the damning video.
"That's right Mrs. Hall. The tables are turned now. How do you like it huh? This would make quite the sensation on social media I would think."
"Please you can't . . ." Eva begged, watching Lisa smile deviously as casually flipped the hand warmer from one hand to the other.
"Shh . . . I won't as long as you obey. Remember I own your sexy ass now."
"I suppose you do," Eva said more than a little shocked at the unexpected turn of events. "But . . . but you are still going to warm me up . . . right Lisa . . . please. I'm so cold. Your hands . . . they should be nice and warm by now."
"They are . . . see."
Reaching over, Lisa used one hand to stroke the side of Eva's face before turning it towards her and giving her several loving kiss.
Eva, without having to think about it, found her tongue slipping out to explore Lisa's mouth just as she felt Lisa's tongue beginning to do the same.
"Oh God Mrs. Hall look at those poor nipples of yours, poking so coldly through your wet bra and, oh my, look how fully erect they are. I bet you would just love to have some little girl's nice soft hands applying some loving warmth to them?"
"I would . . . please Lisa . . . warm them up for me. Pretty please."
"OK, since you said please Mrs. Hall, but first I suppose it might help if I pulled that wet bra down and off of your tits some."
"Please, yes . . . it's so cold. Pull it down," Eva beseeched her captor.
After carefully peeling her bra down and off of her tits, Lisa brought her mouth down to Eva's. They began to exchange a long series of fiercely passionate kisses just as Lisa brought her warm hands up and began to fondle Eva's breasts.
Eva sighed in between kisses. Lisa's warm hands felt so fucking good on her tits as the two girls engaged in another long series of impassioned kisses before Lisa pulled back.
"I have an idea of just how to really warm you up Mrs. Hall that I think your son will like watching." Pausing, she turned to look at Tommy. "Are you watching, Tommy?"
"I am," he said. He was watching, with rapt attention, while his fucking hot and crazy girlfriend kissed his equally hot and crazy mother.
"Yeah, I think you will like this Tommy . . . and you too Mrs. Hall now watch, the both of you."
Lisa first stripped off her red tank top and her tight jeans before settling back down on the bed. She then pushed Eva onto her back before binding her by her wrists once again to the upper bed posts. Wanting her to enjoy a bit of freedom, Lisa left Eva's ankles unfettered before straddling her as she settled down lightly on Eva's mid-section.
Lisa picked up the hand warmer and after smiling at Eva, she brought it over to her own chest before gently pressing its warmth against her bare breasts. Slowly, carefully she rubbed the portable hand warmer across and in between her immense tits making them nice and toasty warm.
"Hmm, that is so nice and warm, Mrs. Hall. So nice and warm that you just can't imagine. Or maybe you can . . ."
Giggling quietly, Lisa continued to maneuver the small hand warmer all over her tits for another long minute or so.
"Now let's begin the warming process in earnest huh?" Lisa whispered. Setting the hand warmer aside, she leaned down, allowing her toasty warm tits to fall against Eva's own ice cold breasts.
Suspecting it would turn Tommy on—immensely—to watch his girlfriend rub her big tits all over his mom's gorgeous tits, Lisa continued to press her chest down, smashing her tits against Eva's breasts for another glorious minute or two.
Lifting up, Lisa stared at down at Eva. She smiled at her, whispering, "Earlier my kisses were nice and warm Mrs. Hall weren't they?"
"Yes they were, Lisa," Eva answered truthfully.
"Would you like some more . . . maybe all over here." Reaching down, she dragged one finger lazily across Eva's tits.
"Yes. Please, honey . . . kiss me there. My titties are still a bit cold."
"Hmm, well let's see what we can do about that."
Lisa slowly lowered her mouth to Eva's chest. Lashing her tongue out, she lathered each of Eva's areolas with her warm saliva before opening her mouth wide and sucking on them wildly.
This time, Eva thrashed about the bed, not from the cold, but from the delicious way the young girl was sucking so delightfully on her tits.
Moving her mouth, back and forth Lisa sucked and kissed her way over the entirety of Eva's tits while knowing fully how what she was doing must have been an immense turn on for Tommy.
Much to his surprise, Tommy did find his cock starting to get firm again as he observed the action. After a few more minutes he was sure he would be able to bring a hard cock, once again, into the action.
Lisa let her kisses fall down further, and as she kissed her way across the older woman's amazingly taunt tummy, she knew what she wanted; what they both wanted.
Lifting up, she gently slipped one hand inside of Eva's panties.
"God you are so wet down there, Mrs. Hall. Maybe I better use my tongue to try and dry you off huh? Would you like that?"
"Yes . . . Please. Eat my pussy, Lisa, sweetheart . . . do it now," Eva announced loudly.
"You are in no position to make demands Mrs. Hall but since I am in a charitable mood. She smiled at her before adjusting the dark scarf around Eva's eyes, cutting off her sight once more.



Using one hand, she pulled the flimsy panties aside before she dropped her mouth down. Her tongue flickered out, slipping across the moist folds of Eva's cunt, making her sigh.
Lisa expertly used her tongue in a teasing manner, flicking it across the bound woman's swollen clit several times before letting it rotate back out briefly before diving back in. The teasing, expert way Lisa was lavishing attention on her pussy soon had Eva thrashing about the bed as she moaned with a desperate yearning for more.
Lifting up momentarily, Lisa smiled at Tommy. "Come join in on the fun, Tommy."
Smiling, Tommy happily bounced across the bedroom before diving onto the bed.
"Giving your mommy some soft, loving kisses all over those lovely tits of hers as I make the bitch whine and moan some more while I eat her pussy."
He didn't have to be told twice as he lowered his mouth to his mom's tits.
Within a mere manner of moments it seemed, the helpless Eva was squirming all over the bed from the dual attentions she was receiving from her son and his so called girlfriend.
Lisa, this couldn't have been her first foray into eating pussy, used her knowing tongue to full effect as it dipped and dived, swept and swooped all over, Eva's pussy, lavishing such loving attentions on it that, combined with the way her son was sucking so adoringly on her tits, Eva soon was tittering on the edge of a mighty orgasm.
Suspecting she was close to falling off the edge, Lisa pulled back.
"Let's reposition your mom for the final act, Tommy."
Tommy, obedient as ever, helped Lisa undo the two scarfs binding his mom to the bed.
"Here get on your hands and knees Mrs. Hall . . . facing the headboard. Go ahead and help her, Tommy while I get things ready on my end. Oh and avoid looking at me until I say OK. I want you to be surprised."
Tommy busied himself, maneuvering his blindfolded mom onto her hands and knees while making sure not to pay any attention to whatever Lisa was doing.
After pulling out one final toy from her bag of goodies, Lisa quickly put it on and was ready for Tommy to check her out.
"Tommy . . . take a look at me. What do you think?"
He turned to check her out and was greeted with the fantastic sight of his girlfriend standing next to the bed sporting a huge flesh colored strap on dildo.
"Jesus Lisa . . ." It was all he could think to say.
"You think your mommy is going to like it?"
He nodded his head, the power of speech gone as he stared, wide eyes, at the sight of his pretty big titted girlfriend standing there with this huge fake cock jutting out from her.
"Go ahead, position yourself next to your mom, Tommy. She is going to need your loving support as I . . ." Making sure to raise her voice so Eva could clearly hear, Lisa added happily, "Fuck the absolute shit out of her."
Lisa hummed to herself as she smeared lube all over the enormouos ten inch strap on dildo. As an added touch, the fake cock also possessed a ten speed vibrator built in with its controls situated at the very base of the cock.
Tommy crawled up on the bed, positioning himself next to his mom.
Sensing he was close, Eva whispered, "What . . . what is she going to do, Tommy?"
Deciding his mother should hear the truth, Tommy lowered his mouth to her ear. "She has on this . . . real big strap on dildo, Mom. I . . . I think she is going to . . . you know . . . fuck you . . . like she promised. She is smearing some lube on it now."
"How big is it hon?" Eva asked nervously. Bigger than . . . you?"
"Yeah quite a bit, Mom. I mean . . . it's real big."
"Oh God," Eva whispered to herself as she did the calculations. She estimated her son to be seven or seven and half inches even, and if the strap on was . . . much bigger . . . than that it must be a good nine or even ten inches.
Eva shuddered from both anticipation and fear of just how hard Lisa was planning on going at her with her fake monster cock.
Unconsciously maybe, Eva lifted her backside up, presenting it to the wicked Lisa and her huge cock. Closing her eyes tight as her son held her, stroking her hair, Eva waited.
The storm of wicked passion, after a brief respite of playful teasing, broke hard and fast over Eva. After snuggling up behind her, Lisa used one hand to guide her cock upwards, resting it against Eva's wet opening.
Gently so very gently, she carefully pushed the dildo, first one, and then two inches inside of the trembling Eva. Reaching down, she clicked on the vibrating function, adjusting the setting to three.
Eva let out a quiet moan as she felt the dildo began to softly hum inside of her.
"Does that feel good, Mommy?" Tommy asked sweetly as he reached down to fondle her hanging breasts.
"Oh God yes baby," Eva breathed. "It feels so goo--"
Eva never got to finish as Lisa chose that exact moment to propel her hips forward, fast and hard, burying the dildo deep inside of Eva and causing her to both tremble and moan with abject pleasure.
Thrusting her hips forward, three times in rapid succession, soon had Eva moaning even louder and she trembled and shook from the delicious fucking Lisa was giving her.
The hard fucking Lisa was giving her only served to rock Eva forward into her son's loving arms while she let out a series of increasingly desperate and loud moans with each mighty trust.
Lisa paused then while leaving the monster cock buried deep inside of Eva as she reached down and turned the speed dial up to seven.
Holding still, Lisa tenderly ran her hands all over Eva's beautiful ass as the vibrating monster inside of her cunt worked its magic.
"Oh God that feels . . . so good," Eva whispered.
"I bet it does Mrs. Hall," Lisa replied smugly as she gently pulled the dildo out before ramming her hips violently forward, again, again and again.
The next few minutes took Eva's breath away as Lisa pounded the dildo into her relentlessly, making her whimper and whine.
"Oh God Mommy she is fucking you so good huh?"
Eva was too far gone to even respond as the young girl recklessly fucked her harder than she ever had been in her life.
Sensing by Eva's desperate moans, she was close to coming, Lisa slowed down the pace of her relentless fucking to a tender crawl. Gently, she pushed the massive dildo in and out of Eva, slowly, tenderly as she cranked the vibrator speed setting up to the maximum ten.
The humming monster soon had Eva groaning with infinite pleasure.
"Come for us, Mommy," Tommy implored her as she showered her with loving kisses. Reaching down, Lisa began to finger Eva's clit gently, sending her flying over the edge.
"Ohhh God . . . Mommy is coming . . . Oh God . . ."
Eva collapsed on the bed as the most powerful orgasm of her life washed over her in waves.
Snugging up next to her, Lisa whispered in her ear, "That was some trick or treat you gave me Mrs. Hall. I hope you will allow me the pleasure of more treats in the future though."
"I . . . I think that can be arranged," Eva said as she drew both of them into her embrace before slipping off into a fitful sleep, dreaming of what new adventures awaited her at the hands of Tommy's new and passionately wild girlfriend.
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Board Games
Early October
Shelly was blessed with a pair of perfect children: the twins, eighteen year old Kimmy, and her younger brother by bare minutes, Timmy. The three of them were extraordinarily close as they idolized their mother as much as she adored them.
Shelly, in her later thirties, was easy to idolize as she was practically a raven haired goddess with her flowing jet black hair falling down past her shoulders, framing a pleasantly mature face.
Her face, still pretty by all practical standards, featured a pair of piercing green eyes which somehow managed to be both mirthful and seductive all at once.
But what turned many a head of any room Shelly ventured into was her body as it seemed to have been sculpted by the Gods when they were in a very good mood.
Shelly was fairly tall, five eight, and weighed a perfectly fit one hundred and forty pounds. She possessed a majestic curvaceous figure, featuring a pair of large well rounded tits. Wearing a size triple D bra her breasts were simply a most wonderful sight to behold—if you were a male, or a female even, that enjoyed a well-endowed woman.
Kimmy, fortuitously, had inherited her mom's two finest features: her thick raven hair, along with a full set of nicely sized tits. These two admirable traits, when combined with her wholesome "girl next door" pretty face turned the young Kimmy into a blossoming beauty that garnered her a fair amount of attention—even from her twin brother.
Saturday night was scary movie night and as usual the three of them settled down in the dark living room in the hopes of watching a horror movie that wasn't too cheesy while providing plenty of jump scares.
All three of them were dressed casually for the movie with the siblings wearing jeans and loose fitting tee shirts and Shelly, already dressed for bed, wearing a robe over her bra and panties.
Halfway through the movie, Shelly glanced over at her beloved twins. They were cuddled tightly together under a single blanket, this having become a custom of theirs as of late and one Shelly thought to be adorably cute.
But what was not cute was how they started to quietly bicker back and forth shortly after looking so content together. Finally, their arguing reached the point of annoyance for Shelly as she hit the pause button on the remote.
"Now what are you two kids bickering about?" she irritably snapped at them.
"Mom he touched my boob," Kimmy quickly responded.
"I did not," Timmy shot back indignantly.
"You did and you know you did," Kimmy fired back.
Knowing her two stubborn kids could carry on like this all night, Shelly snapped, "Enough."
"Now you go first Kimmy and tell me what happened exactly."
"Well he had his arm around my waist, holding me tight--"
"Like you asked me to," Timmy interjected. "She always wants me to hold her during the scary parts."
"Shh, Timmy, you will get your turn. Let your sister speak."
"Fine," Timmy mumbled.
"Anyways as I was saying, before he rudely interrupted me. He was holding me tight and yeah I asked him to, but that doesn't mean he can touch my boob, Mom."
"Of course it doesn't but Kimmy honey, did you brother just start like, touching your boob all of a sudden during the movie. Is that what you are telling me happened?"
"Yes, all of a sudden like, I could feel his hand brushing up against my breast."
"Can I speak now?' Timmy asked eager to defend his honor.
"Sure go ahead," Shelly told him.
"Mom, I . . . I might have touched it . . . you know by accident."
"By accident . . . really Timmy . . . and I suppose it was by accident too the other day when I caught you watching me get undressed in my bedroom," Kimmy retorted.
"Mom . . ." Timmy fairly whined, "She had the stupid door half open and I just happened to glance in to her room as I walked by."
Shelly repressed a smile, knowing her daughter, much like her mother, was, in fact, a bit of a tease and probably left the door partially open on purpose while she was getting undressed.
"OK, let's concentrate on one thing at time. Back to the movie boobie touching incident. Now, Timmy, honey, how might have you touched your sister's breast . . . by accident?"
"Well it was during that scene where the killer jumped out and stabbed that stupid girl and she jumped and sort of slid down against me. My hand was around her waist, you know a bit below her chest, and when she slid down I sort of jumped myself and my hand kind of went upwards and I, yeah, might have . . . accidently . . . brushed my hand against her boob."
"See I told you he touched it," Kimmy said triumphantly.
"Yes, well, it did sound like an accident hon . . . sort of."
"I don't think it was an accident, Mom," Kimmy said shooting her younger brother a look of disdain.
It was at this point that Shelly made her fatal mistake. Trying to make light of the situation, she smiled and said, "Well, honey, it's not like Timmy here hasn't ever touched his mom's boob, by accident, as they were cuddled on the sofa watching a scary movie and they both jumped."
Smiling at her son sweetly, she added, "I mean accidents do happen . . . even if they are on purpose sometimes."
Ripping the blanket off, Timmy jumped up from the sofa then and went storming out of the living room.
"Hey where are you going," Shelly called out as Kimmy laughed.
"See he is guilty and that's why he's leaving," Kimmy yelled after him.
"I am going for a walk to get some fresh air as I don't wanna hear you two making fun of me anymore and trying to turn me into some kind of pervert."
In less than twenty minutes, on this warm autumn evening he would be dead.
Timmy was just heading up their driveway after having circled the block at a brisk pace, trying to walk his anger off in their quiet, upscale neighborhood, when all of a sudden, he saw a car come barreling across the road at him.
Turning, he tried to leap out of the way of the oncoming car but was too late. The car smacked into him, knocking him into his front yard before continuing on and hitting one of the large trees lining either side of their long driveway.
Shelly and Kimmy came rushing out of the house after hearing the loud crash of the car hitting the tree. They were too late. Timmy was already dying from massive internal injuries.
As it turned out the car hitting him was a total accident as they later learned the driver of the car, an elderly neighbor who lived down the block, was just on his way home when he suffered a massive heart attack, causing him to lose control of the car.
Three Weeks Later
Kimmy and Shelly were both nearly inconsolable after the accident as they knew it was their teasing that prompted Timmy to get up from the sofa and take his ill-fated walk.
Kimmy, in particular, was devastated since it was her stupid complaining about him touching her breast which indirectly or directly, she could not make up her mind which, led to his death.
In an attempt to assuage her grief she, along with her best friend Toni, decided to use an Ouija board to try and contact the spirit of her deceased brother.
They choose Halloween night to try this desperate ploy out as Kimmy had read how, the veil or the natural layer of separation between The Physical World and The Spiritual World is closer during the time leading up to Halloween or any other collection of Spirit related festivities, primarily due to collective attraction, given the number of holidays celebrating The Spirit World around this time - over 13 worldwide! Though there are other times and periods when the veil can be thin, Halloween, in particular, is when we, as practitioners, notice lots of doors opening between the two worlds. In the United States in particular, around this time, virtually no discrimination is given as to what type of Spirit from The Spirit World it is we are calling forward.
Shelly was working late that evening as Toni and Kimmy settled themselves down in Kimmy room among some flickering candles in her otherwise dark bedroom.
The Ouija board belonged to Toni, who presented herself as an expert at using the thing but, in reality, this would be her first time using it. After Toni began asking the standard questions: Timmy are you here, can you please talk to us, do you miss your sister, etc. Toni felt what she claimed was an unseen hand brushing along the bare skin of her left forearm before there was an indistinct whispering in her ear.
Freaking out, she jumped up and turned on the lights before saying, "I want to go home."
"You really felt something touch your arm, Toni and then that whisper. I mean you aren't just playing?"
"Yes, I did and I ain't playing. I bet it was your brother as it sounded like his voice whispering in my ear."
"Well if you gotta go fine, but can you let me borrow your board because if it was really him I wanna try contacting him myself."
"Everyone says you should never use the board alone, Kimmy," her friend warned her.
"OK, fine. I will wait until my mom gets home. She is kind of into the occult so I bet she will wanna try herself."
"Fine, I will leave the board but just be careful and sometimes, I mean, I have heard, you can like summon someone, like a demon, instead of the person you are trying to contact and you especially need to be careful because remember its Halloween so . . ."
"Sure, sure, I will keep that in mind. Thanks," Kimmy replied as Toni handed the board over to her.
An hour and half later, it was nearly ten pm by then, Kimmy was in her mom's candle lit bedroom. As she suspected it hadn't taken much for Kimmy to talk her still grief stricken and desperate mother into trying to use the board to contact Timmy.
Both of them were dressed conservatively with Shelly wearing a plain, loose fitting night gown while Kimmy was dressed in an oversized nightshirt as they settled down on the bed with the board between them.
"Ready to begin," Shelly quietly asked her daughter.
"Yes."
"Are you sure you want to do this, hon?"
"I do. I . . . I want to apologize to him for . . . you know."
"I know . . . me too."
After they both placed a pair of fingers lightly on the wooden planchette, Shelly took a deep breath before asking the first question. "Is anyone there?"
There was a brief pause before they both felt the planchette moving under their fingers, seemingly of its own accord to the YES.
"Is it you, Timmy, please tell me it's you, baby?" Shelly said in a pleadingly voice.
The planchette moved to the letter T.
"T for Timmy. See I told you," Kimmy said excitedly to her mom just as the planchette moved again to the YES.
Shelly thought for a brief moment before asking the next question in a calm, gentle voice. "Do you miss us honey because we miss you terribly."
The planchette moved back again to the YES.
Taking a deep breath Shelly said, "So you are here and . . . and what do you want?"
The words were barely out of her mouth when the planchette moved to the letter S then to the letter T and then A, before finally settling on the letter Y.
"Stay," Kimmy said almost inaudibly as a cold chill crawled up her spine. Suddenly, she wanted to do anything but stay and communicate with the spirit of her dead younger brother.
Shelly started to speak out loud, "OK we will stay--".
But before she could finish her sentence Kimmy was interrupting her in a panic.
"Mom . . . Stop. Don't tell him we will stay."
After pulling her hand away from the planchette, she leaned close to her mom, whispering, "I don't think this is such a good idea, Mom."
"Honey why," Shelly whispered back.
"I don't know, I'm scared though suddenly. Just move the planchette to the good bye at the bottom of the board and let's put this thing away."
"Honey I think you--"
Again, Kimmy interjected before her mom could finish what she was saying. "Please, Mom . . . do it now."
Shelly could tell by the way her daughter's voice was almost trembling she needed to listen to her, but as she started to move the planchette down to the GOODBYE engraved toward the bottom of the board, it suddenly jerked and flipped over.
What happened next was a blur as suddenly all six of the pillar candles, there was three on either of the two nightstands flanking Shelly's king sized bed, simultaneously blew out, plunging the bedroom into darkness.
"Mom, quick turn on the lamp," Kimmy nearly shouted.
Shelly leaned over to the turn on the lamp nearest her on the nightstand, there was small lamps on both of them, when suddenly she felt a strong breeze of sorts rushing past her outstretched arm.
With an extremely loud bang inside the quiet bedroom, the lamp crashed onto the wood paneled floor, causing both of them to let out a loud scream. A bare second or two later, the lamp on the opposite nightstand also was sent hurtling to the floor, where it too crashed with an equally loud bang.
"Mom, do something," Kimmy yelled.
"OK, OK," Shelly said while trying her level best to remain calm. Grabbing her daughter's hand, she said, "Let's just get out of here for now, Kimmy. C'mon."
They both hopped off the bed and began fumbling their way across the pitch black bedroom toward the door. Shelly noted, with no small amount of alarm, how her bedroom somehow seemed darker than normal when the lights were out, but had precious little time to ponder this further as after only a couple steps they heard a loud scrapping noise off to their left-- as if something was being dragged across the wood paneled floor.
"Mom, what is that?" Kimmy whispered.
"I don't know," Shelly hissed back.
They soon found out as upon reaching the door it was blocked by Shelly's extremely heavy five drawer dresser with mirror. The dresser, nearly seventy inches in height and eighty five inches wide and weighing nearly two hundred and seventy five pounds, was basically unmovable by them, especially in the dark.
Mom do something," Kimmy again cried to her mother. "I hate the dark."
"I know you do honey so here . . . take my hand."
Kimmy allowed her mother to steer her back over to the bed before whispering to her, "Here . . . sit down and wait for me. I will be right back."
"W-where are you going," Kimmy asked as she latched onto her mother's arm with one panicked hand.
"I have some candles and matches in the bathroom, hon. I will be right back. Stay here."
"OK . . . but can't I go with you," Kimmy whispered.
"Just stay here, hon. I will be much faster on my own. I will be right over there by the bathroom . . . not far. Now don't argue with me."
"Fine," Kimmy replied quietly as he mother left her sitting there on the bed.
Shelly, fighting gamely not to panic, floundered her way across the bedroom once more in the inky blackness of her bedroom. Shelly's night vision should have been, by now, kicking in but for some reason, the sheer blackness of the bedroom still seemed utterly unfathomable.
Finally, just as she reached the wall next to her bathroom door and was feeling her way to the doorway, she heard a quiet whooshing noise prior to hearing the door being softly shut.
After finding the knob in the dark, no matter how she wrenched on it, the knob simply would not turn.
Sighing, she stumbled back across the bedroom to her daughter. "Honey, I have bad news. The bathroom door is like locked and I can't get in."
"Mom how is that possible? I mean it locks from the inside."
Settling down next to her on the edge of the bed, Shelly reached out, grasping her daughter's hand tightly in her own. Leaning toward her she whispered, "Honey I think we need to accept the fact your brother is doing this."
"You mean trapping us here in the dark . . . but why?"
"I think it's because you wanted to say goodbye and I agreed. I think we hurt his feelings . . . again. Remember he just wanted us to stay. Yeah, he was probably still upset from earlier when you and Toni left him so quickly also."
"So what do we do?"
"Tell him we don't want to leave anymore, tell him we will stay here in the bedroom with him . . . like he wants."
"Can't you?"
"I don't have time to explain, but I just think it will mean more coming from you, Kimmy, so go ahead and please tell him that very calmly though."
Kimmy took a deep breath before saying out loud, "Timmy we don't want to leave anymore. We are both going to stay . . . here . . . with you. OK?"
When Kimmy's plea was met with dead silence, Shelly brought her mouth to her daughter's ear before whispering, "Tell him again, but tell him this time we will stay with him all night long . . . if he wants, that is the both of us, and this time, say it like you really mean it, honey."
"Fine," Kimmy muttered under her breath before raising her voice again. "Timmy, mom and me both really, really want to stay here with you, all night long I mean . . . if that's what you want. Please . . . pretty please, tell us that's what you want."
After a few seconds of silence, Shelly spoke up, "Yeah, come on Timmy, sweetheart, both your sister and your mommy really want to stay with you . . . badly. I promise we will have fun, honey so maybe you could like, for starters, let mommy go into the bathroom and get some candles. I mean you know how both of us are afraid of the dark so . . . please honey can you do that for us. We promise not to try and leave anymore . . . right Kimmy?"
"Yes, promise, please Timmy let mommy get some candles."
After a few long drawn out seconds of silence finally both Shelly and Kimmy let out a small sigh of relief as they heard the bathroom door creak open.
"I will be right back," Shelly whispered to her daughter as she hopped up from the bed. While crossing the room toward the bathroom, Shelly noted how the previous inky blackness of the bedroom was actually starting to lighten up a bit, giving her hope things were improving after their rough start.
Just as a test, when Shelly went inside the bathroom to get the candles, she tried clicking on the bathroom light; it wouldn't turn on. Sighing, she grabbed the matches and hurried back out to the bedroom.
A minute or two later, the two girls were, once more, sitting comfortably on the bed, crosswise from each other with the Ouija board between them. The bedroom was relatively well lit now as, in addition to the relighting the trio of pillar candles on both of the nightstands, Shelly was able, or maybe allowed might be a better way of putting it, to scatter, and then light, a good dozen or so of small tea light candles on both of the nightstands, and on the dresser still blocking the bedroom door.
Leaning forward, Kimmy whispered to her mom, "Ask him what he wants now that we have agreed to stay here with him."
After they both placed their fingers in the prescribed manner on the planchette, Shelly quietly asked, "So Timmy we are both wondering . . . now that me and your twin sister have agreed to stay . . . what do you want?"
The board spelled out its ominous response.
D-R-I-N-K
"Drink what, Timmy?" Shelly softly asked while having a pretty fair idea of what the board's answer would be.
T-E-Q-U-I-L-A
"I thought as much," Shelly murmured as she quickly bounced off the bed, making her way across the room to the small mini bar in the corner of her bedroom.
After bringing back a bottle of Patron Silver and a pair of shot glasses, Shelly filled both of them up.
"He wants to get us drunk, Mom. Don't you think that might be dangerous?" Kimmy protested as her mom tried to hand her the full shot of tequila.
"It also might be fun but regardless we should go along with . . . you know . . . whatever he wants us to do. I . . . I think we owe him that honey. Don't you?"
"Yes, I suppose we do," Kimmy replied as she fought the tears threatening to come spilling out, once again. She had cried plenty since her twin brother's death while blaming herself for making such a big deal about him accidently touching her boob.



Yes, deep down inside she knew it was an accident, him touching her there, but she was just in a sort of weird, playful mood that night and decided to make sport of him. Of course, the regret she felt later on was in a word—crushing.
"Yeah, I agree, whatever he wants," Kimmy sighed as she took the shot of Patron from her mom.
They both downed their respective shots, and then placed their fingers back on the planchette. It started to move again spelling out another simple four letter word with deep meaning.
M-O-R-E
Shelly almost laughed before whispering, "Apparently your brother remembers how super friendly his mom gets when she drinks too much. Hmm, and I wonder if it runs in the family."
Repressing her own smile, as she took a second full shot of Patron from her mom, Kimmy whispered back, "Yeah, the truth is I too get kind of . . . hmm, get friendly when I have been drinking."
After they both downed their second shots, they turned their attention back to the board.
"Now what would you like us to do, Timmy, sweetheart," Shelly asked.
The planchette began moving under their fingers spelling out a rather fateful word.
S-T-R-I-P
Kimmy immediately began to protest. "Mom, no wa--" But before Kimmy could give a full voice to her disapproval her mom quickly brought her finger to her daughter's mouth snapping harshly, "Shh, Kimmy."
The menacing glare her mom fixed her with then, instantaneously caused Kimmy to snap her mouth shut.
Making sure to make her voice as sweet as possible, Shelly answered for them. "Which one of us would you like to strip first, baby?"
M-O-M
Shelly took a deep breath before answering him honestly. "Honey I don't have a problem stripping for you but the truth is I'm . . . well not wearing anything very exciting under my nightgown."
The truth was Shelly was completely naked under her gown but she had other ideas where to take things.
When her explanation was met with a heavy silence she quickly added, "But if you don't mind waiting for a quick minute, if you want, I could hurry and slip something, hmm, nice on under my gown."
The planchette quickly moved to the word YES on the board.
Again, Kimmy started to object but, once more, Shelly shut her down with a finger to her lips, before leaning forward and whispering harshly in her ear. "Shhh, honey, I said we need to play along and that is what we are going to do."
Shelly, eager to please, jumped up from the bed and hurried off to her large walk in closet. A minute or two later she opened the closet door, wearing the same night gown.
Pausing at the entrance to the closet, she gave her daughter a sly smile before leisurely stripping off her nightgown.
Under her nightgown Shelly was wearing an all-black ensemble consisting of a delicious looking satin bra, matching panties, garter belt and panty hose. The bra was especially delicious looking as the top half of it was sheer, showing off Shelly's bountiful tits to an extremely acceptable degree.
Feeling frisky, Shelly added a pair of slutty looking black sandals with four inch heels to the mix. Strutting over to the bed, she could, literally, feel both of her children's eyes crawling all over her body as she took Kimmy's hand, helping her to her feet.
Dropping her voice to a quiet whisper, she said, "I think it's your turn now, honey, but let's find out for sure."
She guided her daughter's hand down to the board where they both once again placed their fingers on the planchette. "Would you like to see your sister strip off that ugly nightshirt she is so fond of wearing to bed."
Immediately they felt their fingers being guided to the YES.
"Mom, I . . ."
"Do it now, Kimmy," Shelly hissed quietly in her daughter's ear. "So far he is playing nice but maybe you would prefer being trapped in the dark again. I mean, you have noticed how your mom's heavy dresser is still in place blocking the door and our only means of escape."
Kimmy whispered back. "We could call someone. You have your phone right?"
"We left our phones downstairs as to not distract us from when we tried to communicate with him . . . did you forget?"
Sighing, Kimmy responded, "I guess I did."
"Maybe this will help." Shelly quickly filled up one of the shot glasses with another full shot of Patron. "We will share this one."
Shelly downed half the shot before shoving the glass in her daughter's hand. "Drink!"
"Fine," Kimmy said before taking the offered shot and draining it.
"And," Shelly said as she sat on the bed, "You know what you need to do next."
Kimmy, feeling slightly dizzy from the last half of shot, slowly stripped off her nightshirt.
Underneath she was wearing a Calvin Klein bralette and matching thong. The white cotton bra, in particular, was skin tight on her showing off her immense tits just as nicely as her mom's.
They crawled back up onto the bed before settling down on opposite sides of the board. After placing their fingers back on the planchette, Shelly asked quietly, "I hope you like how we both look, honey?"
The planchette gave them their answer swiftly as it first moved to the YES before moving to the X, and then the numerals one and zero.
Shelly smiled. "He likes how we look times ten I think is what he is saying."
Kimmy, the tequila was making her feel both brave and carefree, now spoke up saying, "Hey now that me and mom have both stripped for you, little brother, what do you want us to do next . . ." Then shooting her mom a sly smile she added, "We will do anything you want, Timmy."
"That's right baby . . . anything," Shelly gently added. "We promise right Kimmy . . . Anything?"
"Yes, anything," Kimmy agreed.
The planchette began moving again under their fingers.
C-U-D-D-L-E
"Oh how sweet he wants his mommy and his big sister to cuddle," Shelly replied.
Snuggling up to her mom, Kimmy whispered, "Well we better not disappoint him, Mommy?"
They repositioned themselves so they were leaning against the headboard of Shelly's bed with Kimmy allowing her mom to wrap her arms around her, holding her in a tight embrace.
As Kimmy nuzzled her face up against her mom's neck, Shelly ran her fingers lightly through her daughter's long mane of dark hair.
"This is nice hon baby?" Shelly asked quietly. "It's been too long since you have let me cuddle you."
"Yes, very nice, Mommy," Kimmy replied sweetly as she pressed her body tightly up against her mother's.
After a few soothing minutes of their tight cuddling they heard a small rattling noise of sorts coming from The Ouija board as it sat there on the bed just off to the side.
Glancing over at the board, Shelly smiled. The planchette was vibrating up and down against the board, creating the noise she heard.
"Hmm, I think someone wants to communicate something else to us, sweetie," Shelly told her daughter.
Taking a break from their cuddling, Shelly grabbed the board, placing it in her lap. After putting their fingers back on the planchette, Shelly asked, "What do you want your pretty mommy and your beautiful sister to do next, Timmy?"
The planchette moved softly under their fingers spelling out a word that made both of them smile.
K-I-S-S
They stared at each other for a long drawn out moment before Shelly whispered, "It's been a long time since we kissed, honey."
"Too long," Kimmy whispered as their mouths slowly came together.
They exchanged a series of delicate light kisses, their mouths coming together and then parting, over and over again. After a good dozen of these light butterfly like kisses they broke apart.
"Let's see what else he wants."
The planchette moved slowly under their fingers with Kimmy announcing the letters softly as the planchette moved about the board.
A-G-A-I-N. There was the briefest of pauses before the planchette started moving again, spelling out a second word-- P-A-S-S-I-O-N.
Kimmy stared at her mom whispering, "I think he wants us to kiss again, Mom but . . . but passionately this time."
"Are you OK with this sweetie. I mean you . . . you don't have to if . . ."
"Mom we promised . . . remember. Besides I owe him this considering . . . you know it was sort of my fault what happened and if that is what he wants to see . . . She shrugged her shoulders before whispering, "I am OK with it."
Kimmy began to sniffle then while blinking her eyes rapidly. Sensing she was about to cry and needed comforting Shelly drew her daughter into her embrace.
Wrapping her arms around her quivering daughter, Shelly whispered, "Shhh, baby it wasn't anyone's fault really. It was just an accident. You loved your brother right?"
Kimmy nodded her head yes as her mother stroked her hair. "And you love your mommy too right, sweetie?"
Kimmy looked up at her mom, giving her a pallid smile before whispering, "I do . . . very much so."
"Just as I love you, sweetie, more than anything so . . . let's show your brother how much we love each other without . . . without holding back this time, not with words but like this . . ."
Fired by emotion, their mouths slowly came together. Shelly, taking the lead, slipped her tongue out, flickering it along her daughter's lips, waiting to see how she might respond. Kimmy responded just as Shelly hoped she would by opening her mouth, allowing her mom's tongue to slip inside and do some deep exploring.
Time seemed to stop as the quiet bedroom was filled with the sound of their lips coming together, and parting, over and over, with an impassioned fever of uninhibited ardor.
This wild frenzy of kisses between mother and daughter might have went on all night if not for the quiet rattling noise coming from the board once again sitting on Shelly's lap.
Breaking their kisses off, Shelly said, "I think someone wants to communicate again, Kimmy."
"Hmm, OK," Kimmy said. "Maybe he wants to tell us how much he enjoyed watching his mommy and his big sister kissing."
"Maybe so baby," Shelly said with a smile as they both, very impatiently, placed their fingers back on the planchette.
The planchette moved again, guided by Timmy's obviously amorous-- and naughty spirit. As the letters were formed into words both Shelly and Kimmy quietly whispered each.
M-O-M-M-Y . . . G-I-V-E . . . K-I-M-M-Y . . . N-I-C-E . . . M-A-S-S-A-G-E
"I will gladly do that, honey," Shelly said as she bounced up off of the bed. "Just let me go grab my warming massage oil though."
Shelly quickly retrieved her massage oil from the bathroom. Crawling back up onto the bed, she positioned herself on her knees behind Kimmy who was sitting on the bed Indian style anxiously waiting to be pampered by her mother.
Upon settling down on the bed, Shelly decided to see if she could be the one to guide their upcoming actions. Feeling bold and reckless, from both the tequila and from their impassioned kissing fest, she raised her voice. "Timmy it's getting a bit tedious talking through the board since, you know, both me and your sister have to keep placing our fingers on the planchette so I was thinking, especially since my hands are going to be busy giving your big sister her nice massage, maybe we could communicate some other way?"
Shelly grabbed Kimmy's hand guiding it back to the planchette on the board. "Hurry let's see what he says."
The planchette moved quickly to the YES before spelling out the word . . .
H-O-W.
"I was thinking, remember when you were young and we used to play that silly spy game where you would be the secret agent and I would be the pretty suspect and you would hide in my closet and . . . you know . . . spy on me. Can we try that?"
The planchette moved to the word YES again, and then, amazing enough, although they could see no one crossing he room, the closet door was opened and then pulled partially closed.
"Mom so how are we going to, you know, talk to him if he's in the closet and not out here by the board?"
"I already have that figured out, Kimmy. Now listen Timmy, as I am giving Kimmy her massage you can answer any of my questions by simply knocking on the closet wall, one knock for yes, and two knocks for no."
"Hey, that's smart, Mom," Kimmy whispered to her.
"I know," Shelly said. "Now relax and prepare yourself to be pampered very nice like by your mom, but first let's ask him if that is what he wants."
Raising her voice, Shelly called out toward the closet. "Timmy, honey, would you like to see your mommy pamper your sister real, real nice like?"
After a brief pause there came a single firm knock on the closet wall.
"It worked," Kimmy giggled. "You are a genius, Mother."
"I know, honey. Now I have one more question and I will let Timmy decide it for us."
Turning and staring at the closet, Shelly said, "Would you like to see us both do one more shot of Tequila to, you know, help us both get in a more playful mood for the upcoming massage I'm going to give your sister?"
Almost immediately there came another single firm knock.
Shelly smiled at Kimmy as she filled up both of the shot glasses to the brim with the potent tequila. Smiling, they tipped their respective shot glasses at each other before downing them.
Kimmy giggled after setting the shot glass back on the nearby nightstand. "Boy I am . . . like kind of wasted now, Mom. I think that what three and half shots now."
"Hmm, something like that baby," Shelly whispered as she poured a generous amount of the oil out and onto her hands. "Now close your eyes and just float along on that nice tequila buzz I know you are experiencing."
Starting with her neck and shoulders, Shelly carefully massaged the oil into both areas as Kimmy let out a gentle sigh.
"Hmm, that feels nice," she murmured as she felt her mom expertly kneading her shoulders.
"You like the way the oil feels baby on your skin all nice and warm like."
"Yes, Mommy," Kimmy answered truthfully.
Dropping her hands down, Shelly rubbed the oil up and down her daughter's arms several times before whispering in her ear. "I bet he would enjoy seeing us kiss some more, honey."
"Yeah, I bet," Kimmy said as she turned her head around toward her mom.
Their lips came together as their kisses, this time, were totally licentious from the very beginning with the sound of their smacking lips, coming together, over and over again, filling the quiet bedroom.
As they kissed Shelly was starting to get over heated. Tequila had always, in the past, made her horny as the cheapest of tarts and now, on this incredible and strangest of nights, she was feeling unbelievably randy.
As her hands slipped down to her daughter's thighs, rubbing the oil in, Shelly punched her tongue deep inside Kimmy's mouth before swirling it around to maximum effect for a few quick seconds.
Fearful of going too far, too fast, Shelly pulled back.
"Here baby, raised up onto your knees, facing the closet as I have an idea."
"You do," Kimmy said as she obeyed her mother, repositioning herself so she was facing the closet.
"Yeah, I don't want your brother to feel left out of the fun and games so we are going to let him guide where my massage goes next."
"How?" Kimmy whispered.
"Just relax and listen baby."
After pouring some fresh oil on the palms of her hands, Shelly held her hands up. "Now sweetie, where should mommy massage your sister next? Here on the shoulders, followed by her neck and arms again."
Her question was quickly replied to by with a pair of sharp knocks from the closet.
"Hmm, no. OK, so let me see . . . should I maybe massage her back next then?"
This question too was answered by a pair of sharp knocks.
"No again . . . OK then how about, I start by rubbing the oil all over Kimmy's thighs and then her tummy. Would you like to see that maybe?"
This time her question was replied to with a single knock.
"Close your eyes and lean back against me baby," Shelly whispered to her daughter as she brought her hands down to the outer part of Kimmy's thighs.
Shelly spent in excessive amount of time slowly rubbing her well-oiled hands all over her daughter's firm thighs. As Kimmy reclined back against her, Shelly noticed with growing amusement how her normally shy young daughter seemed unconcerned with the way her mom's hands were floating right up to the very edge of her panties.
Probably too drunk to care, Shelly mused to herself before finally moving her hands up to Kimmy's firm tummy.
Shelly glided her hands, up and down in soft circles, all around Kimmy's tummy while noticing how the closet door had inched open a bit more.
Having a sense her son was enjoying what he was seeing, Shelly paused with her hands directly around the middle of her daughter's stomach.
Raising her voice, she said, "Timmy, honey, help mommy decide which way her hands should go next. Should they both keep going around and around in circles all over Kimmy's tummy . . . like this."
Shelly circled her hands around several times the entirety of Kimmy's tummy while hoping he would answer with a quick no.
Her hopes were quickly realized when, almost instantaneously, there came a pair of sharp knocks on the closet wall.
"Let me try, let me try," Kimmy excitedly whispered to her mother.
"OK," Shelly replied as Kimmy wrapped her hands around her mom's.
"Maybe you would like to see Mommy massage my thighs again huh, Timmy?"
Kimmy guided her mom's hands back down to her thighs as she stared at the closet.
After a pair of rapid knocks on the closet wall, the girls had their answer.
"OK then," Shelly replied. Speaking to the closet she said, "So he doesn't want to see me massage your tummy or your thighs. Hmm, maybe your neck and shoulders again is what he wants to see?"
Before she could even bring her hands up to Kimmy's shoulders there was two quick knocks on the closet wall.
"My turn, Mom," Kimmy said. Leaning forward, supporting herself with one arm on the bed, she stared hard at the closet. After smiling coyly, her look turned somber as she whispered, "Maybe Timmy would like to see mommy massage me . . . here." Bringing her other hand up, Kimmy playfully tugged on the front of her bralette. "On my boobies."
"Yes, I bet he would like that," Shelly said as she leaned up closer behind Kimmy. "Tell us . . . would you like to see your mommy gave those super nice tits of your sister's a nice little massage baby?"
Not unexpectedly, there came a single sharp knock on the closet wall.
Shelly brought her hands up, cupping her daughter's sizable tits through the soft cotton material of the bralette. Bringing her mouth down, as she played with her daughter's titties, she began showering kisses on her vulnerable neck.
Kimmy began to squirm as her mom's kisses fell on her neck, just below her ear. Shelly, knowing she had found her daughter's weak spot, now attacked it with vigor, causing her to writhe about-- just as her mom began to massage her boobs with a serious purpose.
"You have such a nice set of tits, honey," Shelly breathed in her ear as she finally broke off her kisses.
"Yeah, I think it runs in the family." Looking up at the closet she said, "I'm sure he would agree."
"You think he would like to see them."
"I'm sure. I doubt you have to ask."
"Not going to," Shelly said as she hooked a pair of fingers along the bottom edge of the bralette. Slowly, wanting to draw the moment out for him, Shelly carefully peeled the bra up, allowing Kimmy's gorgeous young tits to come spilling out.
Kimmy finished peeling the bra off before turning to the closet. Thrusting her chest out, she closed her eyes.
"Oh God, baby, your breasts are gorgeous," Shelly whispered to her daughter.
Bringing her hands up, Shelly bounced them tenderly up and down in her hands for a long drawn out moment before bringing her fingers around to gently tweak her nipples, causing a sharp hiss to escape from her daughter.



As she continued to tweak her daughter's nipples, Shelly looked up at the closet, the door was open a bit wider now. "Honey do you wanna come out from the closet and join me in playing with Kimmy's super nice tits."
After a long drawn out moment of silence finally he replied with a pair of firm knocks.
"Hmm, so you are just content to stay in the closet and watch, sweetie."
Immediately there came a single sharp knock.
"Hmm, I guess Timmy is too shy to come out and play with you baby," Shelly whispered in her ear.
Turning to her mom, Kimmy smiled. "But you aren't shy are you, huh, Mommy?" she whispered.
"Too shy to play with my daughter . . . never."
Lowering her mouth, she once more began to sprinkle a delicate shower of kisses all over Kimmy's neck as she caressed her breasts affectionately.
Kimmy let out a long drawn out sigh, loving the way her mom was being so gentle with her big tits. Most of the guys she had been with so far, it had only been three, simply treated her tits like a loaves of bread to be handled roughly just because they were a bit outsized.
Breaking her kisses off, Shelly moved her mouth to her daughter's ear. "Let's put on a really nice show on for him, sweetie."
"OK . . . you can . . . can do anything you want to me, Mom."
"I know I can baby," Shelly said as she licked her lips in anticipation of what she was planning on doing next.
Gently she helped lie Kimmy down flat on her back before she pulled off her thong panties. "Now close your eyes and relax while your mother finishes off your massage with a . . . happy ending for her pretty little girl."
Kimmy obeyed, closing her eyes.
Looking down at her naked daughter, Shelly took a long moment to drink in her sheer beauty before lowering her mouth to those delectable tits of hers.
Whispering, she told Kimmy, "You are going to get a very special kind of massage now, honey."
"I am?" Kimmy asked.
"Yes, your mother is not going to use her hands at all to massage you, but instead she will be using only her tongue and her lips."
"Mmm . . . that sounds nice."
"Trust me it will be," Shelly said as she let her wicked tongue loose.
Kimmy sighed and squirmed as she felt her mom's tongue working its magic all over her nipples. Flickering in and out, slowly and then quickly, Shelly quickly had both of her daughter's nipples fully erect.
Closing her eyes, she opened her mouth as she latched on one of those delicious looking, fully erect nipples and began to gently suckle on it. After her mom introduced an array of tender kisses into the mix, Kimmy found herself squirming all over the bed. Never had anyone so affectionately worshipped her body in such a manner before and was simply driving her crazy with lust. Unable to take it anymore, she grabbed her mom's hand and tried to force it down and in between her legs.
"Please, mommy make me . . . come," Kimmy gasped.
Shelly shook off her daughter's hand, "Relax baby, going too fast ruins things."
Bringing her mouth up, they exchanged a plethora of long loving kisses before Shelly slowly began to kiss her way down. Moving slowly, she sprinkled literally dozens of kisses all across Kimmy's neck, and then her boobies again, and then down, and all around her tummy.
Liking the way Kimmy was wriggling all over the bed, Shelly moved her mouth down and in between her daughter's legs.
Spreading her legs wide for her mother, Kimmy begged, "Please mommy . . . pretty please make me come."
Shelly ignored her pleas. Instead of lowering her mouth to what she was sure would be an extremely wet pussy, she started spraying a loving assortment of kisses all over Kimmy's thighs before finally, moving her mouth up and in between her legs.
Closing her eyes, Shelly went to work on eating her daughter out. This would be her first time going down on another girl so she just did what she enjoyed having done to herself. Moving slowly, she kissed all up and down the vertical gash of her daughter's tight little teenage cunt.
Flicking her tongue out, over and over again, she attacked the nub of her daughter's clit causing Kimmy to let out a series of small whimpers. Back and forth she dragged her tongue up and down Kimmy's wet slit, causing her to twist and fidget all over the bed before letting out a longer moan.
Circling her tongue around, Shelly finally lost control as she assaulted her daughter's clit with a vigorous display of loving passion. Bringing her index finger up, she pushed it up and inside of Kimmy. In and out, over and over again, Shelly gently finger fucked her daughter as her tongue continued to assail the young girl's clit with utter affection.
Kimmy let out a loud moan as her mom's loving attack reached it apex. "Mommy I . . . I going to . . ." She couldn't finish her sentence as her very first real orgasm washed over her.
Shelly rose up slightly, watching Kimmy enjoy the aftershocks of her tremendous orgasm. Smiling, she sunk down against her daughter, embracing her tightly.
They laid there, eyes shut, lost in each other's warm embrace for what seemed like a very long time.
Finally, it was Kimmy, after opening her eyes, who spoke first.
"Mom . . . it's much darker in the room . . . Look."
Shelly opened her eyes before twisting around to scan the bedroom. Kimmy was right; it was much darker in the room. All the candles were out except for a trio of small tea light candles over on the dresser, leaving the bedroom in almost complete darkness.
Then they both saw it (him) approaching the bed from the closet in the form of full bodied apparition.
In the nearly dark bedroom neither could make out any distinct features, other than knowing this ghostly essence was the same height and the same size of Timmy. Shelly, knowing her son so well, of course, identified this straight away.
Kimmy let out a small gasp as another of the candles flickered before winking out, and then another more pronounced gasp as the apparition spoke in a quiet hesitant, almost shy like voice. In other words, typical of Timmy speak when he was nervous.
"Don't . . . I mean . . . you can't look at me . . . directly . . . or ask questions. Please."
Shelly's heart jumped; it was her son's voice. "OK, honey," she replied as she found her daughter's hand, squeezing it tight.
They watched as Timmy, it had to be him they prayed, maybe in a mood to show off, went stuttering around the room, appearing in one corner one moment, and then in front of their faces the next, before quickly fading away.
Then, shimmering with ethereal light, the spirit began to inch ever closer to them. Mindful of his request to not look or stare at him directly, both Kimmy and Shelly only flickered their eyes toward him, both taking the quickest of glances before averting their eyes.
He crept ever closer, moving in such a fragile, delicate way, making it seem like any big movement on their part would sweep him away from this physical plane.
Finally, he stopped a few feet away from the bed. "Can I see yours too, Mommy?"
Kimmy, her voice coming out in a nervous croak, whispered to her mom, "I think he wants to see your boobs, Mom."
"Of course he does, baby," Shelly whispered back as the ethereal figure hovered before them, patiently waiting.
"Are . . . are you going to show him?"
"I think it only fair . . . considering how he got to see yours, sweetheart."
Wary of making any sudden movements that might frighten him away, Shelly slowly slipped off the bed. Once she was on her feet, she moved around to the foot of the bed so she was directly in front of him.
As he stood there so very close, only about—maybe-- five feet away, Shelly simply could not resist trying to take a closer look at him. Letting her eyes linger for just a bit longer this time, she observed he seemed to be wearing his usual sleeping attire, a plain tee shirt and white briefs.
She had just enough time to notice, as her eyes darted up to his face for a few precious seconds before turning away, how his shaggy mane of long, brown hair appeared to be a bit disheveled, which was kind of normal for him. She also, from this quick glance, noticed how he did not have a dead like paleness to him—like she was maybe half expecting, but, instead, he looked pretty much as he did when alive—that is . . . adorably cute.
Her heart wrenched as she wanted nothing more than to rush at him before throwing her arms around him and hugging him in her tightest and most motherly of embraces.
Just knowing such a sudden and bold move would scare him away, she settled for something else. Dropping her voice to a seductive whisper, she said, "Mommy doesn't have a problem with showing you her boobs honey . . . if that's what you really want?"
After a long drawn out moment of silence he replied in a quiet but strained voice, "It is."
Deciding to go for broke, Shelly whispered sweetly again, "I will but first, maybe, hmm, both you and your sister, her from behind, and you from the front, would like to feel your mommy's boobies through her sexy black bra."
"I would . . . and I bet you would too, Timmy," Kimmy eagerly replied as she positioned herself on her knees at the foot of the bed directly behind her mother.
"Do you hear that baby . . . your sister is game."
The apparition of Timmy began to flicker then as if struggling to choose between this world or the next and when he didn't reply, Shelly added. "Come on baby I know you don't like to share your mommy but it might be fun to do this with your sister . . . you know, playing with your mommy's big boobies . . . don't you think? Please baby . . . come closer to me . . . I wanna feel your touch, I need to feel your touch. Please sweetheart and if you do come closer mommy will give you some nice kisses before letting you play with her boobies."
Letting her eyes flicker back to him, Shelly resisted letting out a gasp as her eyes inadvertently, or so she told herself, floated down to his crotch. The gasp she wanted to let out, but held in, was caused by the incredibly large bulge he was exhibiting under his tight white briefs.
Finally, as if he made up his mind, the flickering subsided. Again, came his soft, labored voice as if it was a real effort to speak. "Like . . . some . . . kisses."
Shelly's heart raced as he slowly, very, very slowly inched forward closer to her.
Turning, she stroked her daughter's face lightly as she whispered, "Once we start kissing baby reach around me and find his hands."
"And then what?"
"And help guide them up and onto your mom's tits, sweetie as I suspect he will be too shy to do it himself."
Maybe apprehensive about touching this ghostly figure, Kimmy replied, "Why can't you do it Mom?"
"Because my hands will be busy elsewhere honey."
"Fine," Kimmy sighed.
Finally, after what seemed forever, he was right there in front of her. This close, Shelly's instincts told her, she should dare not look at him.
Closing her eyes, she reached up with one hand. Finding his face, his skin was warm and soft, she carefully drew him into a kiss.
His lips were equally warm as they shared several delicate kisses before he drew back slightly.
"That's nice huh baby? Kissing mommy."
"Nice . . . yes," came the same anxious voice.
Turning to Kimmy behind her, Shelly whispered very softly, "Now baby do what I asked once we start kissing again."
Turning back to him, Shelly's was delighted when he spoke. "More."
"Of course," Shelly breathed.
Their mouths came together again as they shared a much more serious kiss this time.
Taking a deep breath, hoping his hands wouldn't be cold and clammy like, Kimmy reached around her mother. After taking one quick glance to locate his hands, they were hanging limp at his sides, she closed her eyes and reached down to grab them.
Letting out a sigh of relief, his hands were anything but cold and clammy, Kimmy slowly guided them onto her mom's tummy.
Shelly's heart skipped a beat when she felt his hands on her tummy, and then another as they began to slowly rise with Kimmy's help.
With her anticipation growing, Shelly carefully slipped her tongue inside her son's mouth before swirling it around. She felt him, at first stiffen slightly, before relaxing.
Roughly at the exact same time she felt his hands rise up and onto the fullness of her majestic tits, he slipped his own tongue deep inside her mouth.
Confident that his hands, no matter how shy they might be, would now not leave the promised land of his mommy's big tits, Kimmy slipped her own hands under her mommy's boobs as she began to jiggle them up and down.
Shelly let out a long sigh as she felt both her kids fondling her boobs before pulling back. "Do you wanna see your mom and sister kiss again, baby," she whispered to him. "It will be better this time as you are so close to us now."
"Yes," he immediately responded, this time in a voice that was firm with conviction.
Shelly turned her head around to face her daughter and seconds later they were kissing like long lost lovers.
Shelly began to notice, especially the longer they kissed, how her once shy, young son was now practically clawing at her breasts through the material of her sexy bra.
Allowing their little kissing fest to go on for a long drawn out moment, Shelly finally broke it off before whispering to her daughter, "Kimmy, sweetheart, why don't you go ahead and take off your mommy's bra so your little brother can finally see his mom's big tits in all their naked glory."
As Kimmy's hands started to undo her bra, Timmy's hands slipped off and away from her as he took a small step backward—doubtlessly so he could have a nice view when his mom's bra was finally removed.
Wanting to build the tension up some, Kimmy took her sweet time as she leisurely unhooked the first of the triple clasps, and then the second, and then finally the third.
As her bra slipped off and went fluttering softly down to the floor, Shelly heard her son let out a loud gasp as he whispered one simple word that filled her heart full of pride. "Beautiful."
"Glad you like them baby," Shelly said as she purposefully thrust her chest out to him.
Leaning around her, Kimmy peered at her mom's tits before whispering, "God mommy they are so . . . so big." Then knowing it would only serve to ramp things up she said, "Can me and Timmy play with them mommy?"
Playing coy, Shelly answered sweetly, "Well . . . I don't know sweetie. I mean, I probably shouldn't. I mean if anyone found out . . ."
"Please mommy, pretty please, we promise to be nice and gentle with them . . . and I know he really wants to play with them . . . don't you, Timmy? And we promise to keep it our secret."
After a brief pause he replied softly, "I . . . I do wanna play with them."
"Really baby," Shelly said as she reached out and dragged one finger across his cheek.
"See . . . I told you, Mommy," Kimmy said as she wrapped a pair of hands around her mom's tummy. "Pretty please . . . can we?"
There was a fleeting bit of silence before they heard Timmy's say, "Pretty please, Mommy. Pleeeaasse."
"Yeah, Pleasssee, Mommy."
Thrilled at the way they were begging her, Shelly finally whispered, "Go ahead then . . . you guys can both play with them for a bit."
Both of them wasted no time in bringing their hands up to delightfully fondle Shelly's boobs as she let her head loll back while closing her eyes.
They both took turns kissing her, as they assailed her boobs with a wild series of loving caresses. Finally, Shelly pulled back. "I need . . . need to sit down, guys. Too much tequila maybe."
Kimmy took charge now. Hopping off the bed, she said, "Here Timmy, help me guide Mom over to the bed and sit her down."
Shelly shut her eyes, allowing her children to escort her over to the bed before they gently pushed her down in a sitting position.
As she sat perched on the side of the bed, she wholly expected them to both start in on her boobs again with some loving affection so it was a surprise when instead nothing happened.
Opening her eyes, Shelly found both of them, they had taken a step or two back from the bed, just standing there, holding hands, gazing at her.
She tilted her head forward, letting her gorgeous mane of jet black hair fall down across her shoulders, before giving them both her most seductive smile.
Dropping her voice to a quiet whisper she said, "You guys had enough of playing with your mommy's big boobies already huh?"
Shelly watched as they looked at each other briefly, before looking back at her. Their twin gazes, she happily noted, seemed to be focused wholly on her chest.
Another long drawn out moment passed as the raw sexual tension continued to build to almost an unbearable level while Shelly sat there allowing her children to gaze longingly at her tits.
Finally, unable to take it anymore, Shelly broke the silence. "Come on sweethearts, you can play with mommy some more if you want . . . do you want to . . . please . . . play with me . . . play with my big boobies some more . . . pretty please."
Shelly had just time enough to note how utterly surreal this whole thing was, her begging her children to come play with her boobies, before the attack came.
Kimmy nodded at Timmy and then it was game on as they both literally dived on their mother, causing her to fall backwards onto the bed.
What happened next was a blur as they both assailed her tits with dozens of sloppy kisses as she twisted and writhed on the bed.
"Oh that's it babies . . . suck on mommy's boobies," she moaned as in tandem she found each of her boobs being smothered with loving attention, literally taking her breath away.
Finally, the initial impetus of the attack slowed as they, in tandem, began to suckle so softly, so sweetly, so tenderly on her nipples with a pair of adoring mouths that Shelly was soon moaning with soft delight at their loving attentions.
And then she felt a hand slip inside her panties and begin to explore. She quickly deduced it must have been Kimmy's as she could not imagine her shy son being so bold.
Her deduction proved to be correct as she heard Kimmy whisper, "Come on Timmy, slip your hand inside of mommy's panties too . . . she won't mind."
Shelly let out a quiet gasp as she felt her pussy being invaded by a pair of playful fingers, one from each of them, sliding in and out of her now soaking wet cunt.
Combined with the way they were both still softly suckling on her nipples, Shelly was quickly being brought to the edge for what she hoped to be a very grand finale.
As if reading her mind, Kimmy rose up. "Timmy help me position Mommy just right so you can . . . you know."
Shelly allowed them to push and prod her into position as they maneuvered her around so she was facing the footboard on her knees.
"Come on lean forward mommy, use your arms to support yourself on the footboard as you stick that nice ass out for him . . . and keep your eyes shut please."
Shelly obeyed, leaning forward while supporting herself with her arms on the elegant raised carved footboard of the bed.
She shut her eyes as she felt Timmy, with his sister's help, positioning himself behind her.
Her heartbeat fairly trebled as she heard Kimmy whisper to him, "Here let's get these off of you."
In her mind, she imagined Kimmy helping her brother struggle out of his briefs allowing that large bulge she spied earlier to come out and play.
"Oh God Mom, you . . . you ought to see how big and hard Timmy is! Jesus . . . I mean wow."
Shelly, mindful of her daughter's request to keep her eyes shut, resisted the urge to turn around. As she shuddered, waiting to be—yeah—fucked by her son, she heard the ominous sound of her daughter spitting noisily into the palm of her hand.
"Don't worry Mommy I am going to get him nice and lubed up for you."



Dropping her hand down to her brother's massive cock, it must have been a good eight and half inches she surmised, Kimmy started to stroke it up and down.
"Mmm I bet that feels good huh, Timmy . . . having your pretty twin sister stroking your big hard cock?"
"It . . . it does," Timmy moaned.
"As I stroke it think about mommy. Think about how hard you are going to fuck her, Timmy . . . OK?"
"OK," he whispered back.
Kimmy slipped off the bed then and moved around so she was standing in front of her mother.
"Now move your cock up to mommy's wet hole but don't put it in . . . until I give you the signal OK, Timmy?"
Shelly nervously held her breath as Timmy nodded his head at his sister.
"Keep your eyes shut, Mom," Kimmy whispered to her as she reached out and began to fondle her tits before leaning in to give her a full on kiss on the mouth.
Their lips locked, tongues angling in and out of each other's mouths, as Kimmy's hands caresses her mom's hanging jugs.
Knowing the longer she forced him to watch, the greater the fucking her mother would receive when she finally nodded her approval, Kimmy leisurely continued to swap kisses with her mother as she played with her tits in a most loving manner.
Wanting to bring the sexual tension up to a fever pitch for him, Kimmy finally broke off their kisses before whispering, "Watch this, Timmy."
Taking a step back, she used her hands to lift her tits up before stepping forward and mashing them against her mom's breasts.
Mother and daughter, all for the son's viewing pleasure, then spent an inordinate amount of time mashing their large tits together in a most delightful and loving manner.
In between they exchanged another long series of wild impassioned kisses before Kimmy sensed he was on the verge of losing control.
Using her hands, she tilted her mother up. Shelly was sitting on her knees, leaning only slightly forward as she supported herself with her hands on the footboard.
Kimmy smiling, nodded at her younger brother. Shelly felt her panties being gently peeled to the side before hearing him grunt, loudly.
Shelly let out a loud gasp as she felt him drive the full length of that massive cock deep inside of her.
His sheer size took her breath away and made her pant as from the very start he was out of control.
Gripping her hips, Timmy went to town on his mother. Over and over and over again, he slammed the full length of his hardness inside of her, making her moan loudly as Kimmy used her hands to playfully fondle her mom's boobs as they bounced wildly up and down from the intense fucking she was getting.
He finally slowed down, driving his cock into her at a more measured pace, allowing her to catch her breath as Kimmy whispered in her ear, "Oh God, Mom, he's fucking you so hard, huh?"
"Y-yes," Shelly panted. "Please hold me," she whispered back. "I think this is only a brief lull before--"
Shelly never had a chance to finish her thoughts as indeed it was only a brief respite as Timmy banged his full eight and half inches of pure hardness into her with such force causing her whole body to shake as another desperate wail escaped from her lips.
"Ohhh . . . God . . . Kimmy," she whined just as her daughter wrapped her arms around her, holding her tight.
It was all a blur after this as Timmy continued to thump her hardness into her while Kimmy added fuel to the fire. "Go on Timmy, fuck Mommy harder . . . harder!!"
Timmy responded to his sister's pleas by repeatedly banging his cock into her with a long, uninterrupted series of sledge hammer like blows. Finally, a quivering Shelly received a break when Timmy collapsed against his mom.
"I think he came inside of you, Mom," Kimmy whispered in her ear.
"Oh Christ I would think so . . ." Shelly whispered as she turned to face her son . . . but he was gone.
"W-where did he go, Mom?" Kimmy whispered as the two of them crawled up onto her bed.
"I don't know baby, but you need to hold me as I'm still quivering."
They cuddled together under a single sheet with Kimmy nuzzling her face down against her mom's chest as Shelly lovingly stroked her daughter's hair.
After a quiet minute, Kimmy lifted her head up. "That was so wild huh, Mom."
"Yeah, that . . . that was some ride."
"Did he make you . . . you know . . . orgasm."
"Well, I was getting close baby but not quite. I mean for me that was all for him and . . . well I guess I just was not in the right state of mind to come because I was focused on being there for him."
Kimmy smiled at her mother before whispering, "Then let me finish what he started, Mommy . . . let your pretty daughter make her mommy come."
Shelly smiled. "I think I would like that," she whispered as she gently, pushed her daughter's face down onto the pillowy softness of her breasts.
Letting out a soft sigh, Shelly was in heaven as her daughter tenderly sprayed an array of tender kisses all over her large boobs before attacking her distended nipples with a wicked tongue and within a short minute or two Shelly was already in need of more, thanks to her daughter's soft attentions to her breasts.
"Let's try something I have always wanted to honey . . ." Shelly whispered to her daughter, "That is if you are feeling adventurous and in a mood to show off some more."
"I am feeling adventurous," Kimmy said as she lifted her head up from her mom's tits. "But who are we showing off for? Is Timmy back?"
Dropping her voice to a quiet whisper, Shelly said, "I can't say for sure but my motherly intuition is telling me Timmy is watching us from the closet again . . . don't look though."
Kimmy raised up on her knees before smiling at her mother. "I think showing off for my little brother is the least I can do for him."
"Well if we do this right," Shelly said as she raised up to her knees also, "We both might be doing a bit more than showing off."
"Do what right?"
"It's called tribbing and all we have to . . .
Shelly quickly outlined the wonderful world of tribbing and after getting positioned in the middle of the bed, facing each otherthey both spread their legs before joining hands and slowly coming together.
No sooner had the girls began to grind against each other than the closet door quietly swung open.
Neither heard or saw him approach the bed maybe because both had their heads tilted back with their eyes shut and were moaning with increasingly loud passion as they delicately grinded their wet pussies together in a progressively erotic nature.
Shelly, her head had lolled back by the very edge of the bed, let out a small gasp as she felt a hand tangle itself in her long dark hair.
Her eyes fluttered open to find herself staring at her naked son; his massive cock jutted out from his body mere inches from her face.
Knowing what he wanted, Shelly took a deep breath before closing her eyes again and opening her mouth.
Kimmy looked up just in time to see the awesome sight of her mother slowly swallowing her little brother's huge cock. The sight sent her spiraling deeper into their forbidden fantasy as she gripped her mom's hands tighter while she gnashed her young cunt with even greater passion against her mom's wet hole.
Shelly was equally lost in this wild new world of forbidden passion as she sucked on her son's cock with fevered ardor while she mashed her wet sex against her daughter's tight little cunt.
Like any good family, the three of them almost instantly feel into step with each other needs as the grinding and sucking feast continued unabated until Kimmy pulled back, wanting to focus all her efforts on making her mom come
"Let me concentrate on making you come while you make him come, Mom," Kimmy said as she twisted around before snuggling her face down and in between her mom's legs.
Kimmy never had actually performed oral sex on another woman, but had watched enough porn, she actually enjoyed girl on girl porn, where she had a pretty good idea of what to do.
Slowly, she flickered her tongue out, testing the waters so to speak, only to find her mom was already super wet down there from their little trib session.
Shelly reached down with one hand, tangling her fingers in Kimmy's hair as she shoved the young girl's face deeper between her legs.
Wanting to please her mother, Kimmy lashed her tongue out just as she brought her hand up, pushing one of her fingers up and into her mom's pussy.
Shelly would have moaned from abject pleasure, but it was kind of hard to moan when one had a large, hard cock filling their mouth to the brim.
Already warmed up nicely from the events of the night, it didn't take long for Shelly to tip over the edge, especially after Kimmy's wicked tongue found her clit just as she began to furiously finger fuck her.
A powerful orgasm swept over her as she slumped down onto the bed, allowing her son's hardness to slip out of her mouth. Suspecting he had been close to blowing his wad, Shelly quickly recovered.
"Here get on your knees honey, facing the other way as you need to finish your brother off."
Both Kimmy and Timmy allowed their mom to maneuver them into place with Timmy snuggled up behind his sister as she perched on her hands and knees in the middle of the bed.
"Go easy on her as she has a tight little cunt, baby," Shelly whispered to her son as he slowly pushed his eight inches up and inside of his sister.
Shelly moved around to the front of her daughter, cradling her head in her arms as Timmy slowly began to pump his hips forward.
"Oh God, Mommy that . . . that feels so good," Kimmy panted as her brother cautiously pushed his hardness inside of her.
Gradually, he began to pick up the pace as Kimmy got used to his size while being encouraged by his mother. "That's it honey, fuck her nice and slow . . . Hmm, a bit harder . . . yeah, that's it."
He slammed his cock into her three quick times, grunting loudly, making Kimmy's entire body shake before slowing down.
Shelly bent over, bringing her mouth to her daughter's, just as Timmy began to methodically pump his hips forward, forcing his hardness deep inside of his sister.
The two girls began to exchange a series of desperate, sloppy kisses before Timmy, watching them kiss was sending him into overdrive again, began to pummel his sister with renewed vigor.
Kimmy pulled her mouth away from her mother before letting out a loud impassioned moan.
"Oh God, Mommy . . . he is fucking me so good, huh?" Kimmy whined. Reaching down, Shelly began to fondle her daughter's large, hanging breasts adding to her overall pleasure as Timmy lost control, and after three more hard hammer blows from his hard cock he came forcefully deep inside of his sister.
Actually, just like the perfect set of twins that they were, brother and sister came in near unison with Kimmy's own orgasm washing over her-- just as Timmy was spurting his load inside of her.
Not wanting him to escape this time, both Kimmy and Shelly reached out trying to grab Timmy, but it was like trying to capture a shadow as he quickly faded away.
Sighing, they contented themselves to snuggling together in Shelly's bed while wondering if Timmy would be paying them a return visit. Shelly, the all-knowing mother bear to these two sex crazed cubs, was sure he would be "coming" back again and again for more.
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Samantha relaxed in the tub, enjoying her warm bubble bath while getting delightfully smashed on a bit of wine. She had been drinking more often as of late. More than she should have maybe, but it had been a long and painful journey since her divorce from the kid's father.
After remarrying, her second, and much happier marriage, ended when her husband died in a tragic car accident, leaving her to raise her three children, Bobby, Riley, and Melissa from the first marriage by herself.
The bathroom was lit by a plethora of small tea light candles, giving it a soft romantic glow helping to make both her thoughts, and her mood, warm and fuzzy. Making sure her thoughts would continue to remain warm and fuzzy, there was a bucket of ice sitting next to the tub with the bottle of Pinot in it.
Sighing, she took another large swallow of her wine before setting it aside. Draping a wash cloth over her eyes, she sank down into the warm bubble bath.
She had maybe been catnapping for five or ten minutes when there came a soft knocking on her bathroom door.
"Mom . . . are . . . are you in there?"
Samantha's eyes flickered open as she sank further down under the protective screen of bubbles which covered nearly the entirely of her whole sunken tub.
"Yes, come in, hon," she called out to him.
The bathroom door swung open then partially as Bobby poked his head in the room.
"Oh sorry Mom, I didn't know you were taking a bath. I guess I can talk to you later."
"Hey you didn't wake your little sister up did you? She is sleeping in my bed, again."
"No. I was quiet and she is still sleeping soundly. I checked."
Bobby started to shut the door before Samantha, suspecting by the mere tone of her son's voice there was something wrong, called out to him. "Bobby come back. It's OK you can talk to me. I mean it must be important if you came up here to talk to me so late. What is it nearly eleven?"
"Yeah, almost but . . ."
"No buts, come back in here and tell your mom what is wrong," Samantha said to him firmly.
"You sure?" Bobby said as the bathroom door started to slowly open again.
"Yeah, beside I'm pretty sure I know what you wanna talk to me about."
"You do?"
"Yes, as my motherly instincts are telling me you and Billy, against my sage advice, rented that stupid Nightmare on Elm Street 2."
Bobby, standing there in a pair of old jeans and a shabby tee shirt, looked at her sheepishly before saying, "Yeah, we did."
"And let me guess, now you two are worried and scared about going to sleep?"
"Yeah," Bobby answered quietly. "I guess we are both scared we might have bad dreams."
"Then why did you watch the stupid thing," she snapped irritably at him.
"I don't know . . . coz we wanted to," Bobby quietly replied.
Samantha, chastising herself for snapping at him, softened her voice before saying, "I mean, you know those scary movies do tend to give you nightmares."
"Yeah, I know but we were just . . . like curious and everyone was talking about it so . . ."
"Well if you do have any bad dreams Bobby, just hmm, come back upstairs to my room as I won't be going to bed for a while yet since I just got into the tub. Just leave both my bedroom door, and the bathroom door open a bit."
"OK . . . sure." Bobby mumbled as he turned again to leave.
There was something in the way he mumbled his answer that struck Samantha the wrong way. It was as if he didn't really take her invitation to come back to her room seriously. Thinking she better double down on things, she spoke up.
"Look, honey, your mom is serious. You can come here and see me if you have a bad dream and need some comforting. I really mean that."
Turning back around to face her Bobby replied, "But what if it's late and you are like, already in bed?"
Deciding to try and make light of the situation, Samantha smiled at him before saying, "Then I guess you will just have to crawl up onto my bed and wake your mommy up."
He gave her a wan smile before saying a, a bit more firmly this time, "OK."
"Promise you will do that, hon. Come see me no matter how late it is?"
"Yes, I promise," he replied before beginning to, once again, retreat from the bathroom.
"Oh wait . . . one more thing, Bobby. I am assuming Billy is kind of worried like you . . . about, you know, having bad dreams and all."
"Yeah. Actually, I think he is even more worried."
"Well then why didn't he come up with you to see me?"
"Oh, you know, how he is. I told him he should come with me, but he said he didn't wanna bother you."
"Well make sure you tell him he is welcome to come see me too if he has a bad dream and needs some comforting."
"OK, I will."
Wanting to make sure her message would be delivered, Samantha said firmly, "You had better tell him, Bobby because I will ask him later if you did."
"OK, OK, I will tell him, Mom," Bobby said before finally departing.
After he left, Samantha smiled to herself, being close to one hundred percent sure one of them, if not both, would be back before the night was up, clamoring for her to comfort them after having a bad dream.
Billy was Bobby's best friend, turning just eighteen a week ago, a mere three days after Bobby's own birthday. They were the proverbial "two peas in a pod" with nearly identical personalities and looks. Although they were both the shy book worm types, Billy was maybe even a bit more reserved than his best friend as he came from an abusive home, mainly because Billy's stepfather was a jerk who liked to thump on both his wife and his oldest stepchild.
As a result of his shitty home life, Billy spent the majority of this time, over at best friend's house. Samantha actually possessed a real soft spot in her heart for the painfully shy Billy so she didn't mind him spending the majority of his time at her house.
Of course, a mother's instinct about such things in dealing with their children, and their needs, is rarely wrong and, sure enough, after maybe about fifteen minutes, she heard a soft tapping on the partially open bathroom door.
"Yes Bobby . . . come in."
The bathroom door swung slowly open as Samantha sank down further under the protective screen of bubbles.
"Its . . . it's not Bobby, Ms. Samantha it's me."
"Oh, Billy, I'm sorry. I just assumed it was Bobby."
"I can come back when . . . when you are out . . . or, you know, not at all. I don't wanna be bothering you but . . ." He paused, looking bashfully down at his feet as he fidgeted nervously.
"But you had a bad dream and wanna talk to me about it . . . right sweetie? I mean, I'm not surprised since your mom told me you get nightmares whenever you watch those stupid scary movies."
"She told you that?" he asked.
"Yes, I mean, we don't talk much, thanks to, you know, your step father but yeah she told me."
And then, not wanting him to feel ashamed about having a nightmare, if, in fact, he really had one, she quickly added, "But it's nothing to be ashamed of Billy. I mean, Bobby gets them too, you know, especially after watching a scary movie."
"I know but not tonight I guess. I tried to wake him to tell him about my dream and he won't even wake up. He is, like, totally sound asleep."
"Smiling, Samantha told him, "So I guess you are stuck telling me huh?"
"Hmm, I . . . ahhh, I don't really wanna talk about it, but I was wondering . . . I mean Bobby told me you said you would comfort either one of us if we, like, had a bad dream."
"I did and yes that applies to you as much as it does to Bobby, you know."
"Good, because I . . . I need comforting Ms. Samantha. My dream was real bad."
Billy looked down then. He was wearing a plain grey tee shirt and a pair of ratty gym shorts and had the most pitiful look on his adorably baby face. Just looking at him, standing there looking so utterly lost and hopeless, caused Samantha's heart to swell with empathy.
Making a snap decision, Samantha decided she would do everything in her power to comfort her son's life long best friend.
"Well, you aren't going to get the comfort you need sweetie standing all the way over there now are you?"
"I guess not," he quietly answered before he slowly crossed the bathroom to her.
When he got so he was standing right next to the tub, Samantha smiled at him before saying, "Now when Bobby has a bad dream I will usually comfort him by giving him a warm glass of milk, to, you know, help him sleep when the time comes, but I think we are actually out of milk so . . . darn."
"Yeah, well, it's OK, Ms. Samantha. I mean, I don't want you going out of your way for me anyways."
There was something about the sweet and gentlemanly way he always called her "Ms. Samantha" that struck her then. Maybe it was the fact she was pretty tipsy but, Samantha, throwing caution to the wind, told him, "Well giving him milk actually only is a minor part of the way I comfort Bobby when he is suffering from a bad dream. The major part, and the most important part of the way I comfort him is by cuddling him."
Samantha watched, almost amused, with the way Billy was standing there, fidgeting all nervous like. Doubling down on what she said, she added, "You know, Bobby always took great comfort in me snuggling up with him when he had a nightmare."
"He is lucky. My mom just gets mad and yells at me because it makes my step dad mad when I have bad dreams and stuff."
"It's OK baby. I'm not like that. I'm not like your mom and we won't even talk about your dad so . . . so just forgot them and if you want some nice, loving comfort from me just tell me."
I . . . I think I would like that . . . if you don't mind," Billy shyly replied.
"No, I don't mind at all, but the only thing is . . . just where am I going to cuddle you at, Billy? Normally, I cuddle Bobby downstairs in the den in front of a fire if its winter time and its cold in the house, like tonight, but you guys are sleeping down there and we don't wanna wake Bobby up."
"Right we are sleeping there."
"And I can't cuddle with you out in my bedroom because Riley is sleeping in her mommy's bed tonight. She is still there right? Sleeping."
"Yes. Bobby told me she was in your bed so I was real quiet when I came in your room."
"Normally we could go to the living room but, as I suppose you noticed it doesn't have any furniture in it now as I ordered all new furniture and it won't arrive until the day after tomorrow."
"Yeah, Bobby told me you guys were getting a new living room set but look, I mean, really it's OK. I don't wanna bother you."
"Billy, honey, you already said that about not wanting to bother me. Well, the truth is if you don't let me figure out a way me and you can cuddle so you can get the comfort you so desperately need I will be bothered . . . greatly."
Samantha paused before finally finding the courage to give voice to the wicked idea flitting around at the very edges of her mind.
"Anyways, I just thought of a way I could cuddle you that would work but . . . hmm, you would have to promise to keep it a secret, Billy."
"I can keep a secret Ms. Samantha. Promise."
"Well, I was just sort of thinking, by the way you are standing there so noticeably shivering that you must be real cold?"
"I am," he replied in his best sad puppy dog voice.
"I thought so and since we can't go down to the den, and can't go to my bedroom, or to the living room to cuddle, and of course, we can't go to Bobby's room either because what if he woke up and found us there he would be kind of upset I think."
"Yeah, he would," Billy agreed.
"So I think, maybe . . . well maybe you could join me in the tub and we can cuddle here . . . if you don't mind. I mean, it's nice and warm in here. I just added some fresh hot water before you came up and honestly, I really not ready to get out yet so . . ."
"Really you won't mind me getting in the tub with you Ms. Samantha?"
"Not at all, Billy."
"Well . . . I'm . . . I don't know . . . I mean . . ."
"Look honey I can guess what you are worried about. You are worried about me seeing you naked because, obviously, you will have to take off your clothes."
"Yeah," he said while shuffling his feet nervously.
"Well don't worry, I will just turn my head while you get undressed and then after you hop in the tub all you have to do is keep your naked body under the bubbles right . . . like I am."
"Right," he said with growing enthusiasm.
"Great then, hurry up and get undressed while I turn away. Oh, but before you get undressed while don't you go over to the bathroom door there and lock it so we won't be disturbed or surprised while I'm cuddling with you in the tub."
After he quickly locked the door, Samantha, as promised, turned her head allowing her son's introverted friend to get undressed before he hopped into the tub with her.
Stretching out her arms, while making sure to keep her "good parts" hidden under the bubbles, she told him, "Now come over here so Ms. Samantha can start giving you the comfort she promised."
Scooting over to her, while making sure to stay under the shielding screen of the bubbles, he moved right up next to her, allowing her to slip a protective arm around him as he leaned back against the side of the round sunken tub.
Pulling him closer, a rather inebriated Samantha, feeling quite playful, leaned over whispering in his ear, "Tell me your secret, hon and I'll tell you mine."
"What secret, Ms. Samantha?" a puzzled Billy asked.
"Oh come on. You know you have a deep dark secret regarding your best friend's mom in that soft little heart of yours." Running her fingers through his hair, she said to him, "Let me see if I can pry it out of you."
"Sure," Billy replied quietly.
"First, tell me how long have you and Bobby been best friends?"
"A long, long time Ms. Samantha."
"And how long have you had a crush on your best friend's mom, sweetheart? If I had to guess I would say it's been an equally long time."
"I d-don't have a crush on you," he begin to stammer. "I m-mean I like you, a lot and all and . . . you're real nice and all and . . ."
The fact was Billy did possess a major crush on his best friend's mom. She was, to his thinking, the sexiest creature on earth with her dishwater blonde hair falling just past her shoulders, framing a pleasantly rounded face with those dancing and highly spirited hazel eyes.
As for her physique, Billy thought Ms. Samantha's body put both the W's in WOW as it featured an abundance of attractive, plump curves, with the highlight being a pair of outsized, well rounded breasts, topped by a pair of magnificently large nipples.
She smiled at him sweetly before whispering, "And you think I'm kind of hot?"
"I . . . I mean . . ." He squirmed as she pressed a finger against his lips cutting off whatever lame thing he was about to say.
"Let me finish for you, Billy. Yes, Ms. Samantha I think you are hot but I'm just too shy to admit it. Does that sound about right?"
After a brief pause he quietly answered, "Yes."
"Now if you want to hear my secret, and I know you do, you have to be brave and admit that you do, in fact, have a crush on me."
After a long pause, as he continued to squirm, Billy finally spilled his guts when the words came pouring out of him in a torrent of pent up emotion.
"Oh God yes, Ms. Samantha, I do have a crush on you. I think about you all the time and . . . and I come over here, hoping to see you, just as much as to hang around with Bobby. The truth is Ms. Samantha . . ." He looked away diffidently before turning his eyes up toward her and whispering, "I think I love you, Ms. Samantha."
"Think sweetheart or know?" she cooed to him.
"Know," he answered quietly.
"Oh sweetie, I know that wasn't easy to admit so now I owe it to you to share my secret."
She enjoyed the way he looked at her-- like an eager little puppy-- as she paused momentarily, if only to draw out the moment. "When I heard the soft knocking on my bathroom door I was really hoping it was you, and not Bobby, coming to seek comfort from me. Please don't tell him or he will be crushed."
"I won't," Billy replied. "Promise."
"Good. Now you still want to be comforted from your bad dream?"
"Yes, very badly."
"Well usually when Bobby has a bad dream I will cuddle him some, like I told you earlier, and sort of like we are doing now, but I will also give him some sweet kisses as we cuddle . . . like this."
Leaning forward, she kissed him tenderly several times on both his cheeks before moving her lips slowly to his forehead and applying a soft kiss there.
She pulled back slightly, pausing to see what affect her kisses might have had on him.
He looked at her, longingly, before whispering, "Can I ask you a favor Ms. Samantha?"
"Of course, sweetie, ask me anything."
"Well, it's silly I know, but the first time, years ago, when I heard Bobby call you 'Mommy' my heart wrenched with jealousy. Maybe because my own mom is a bit distant to me, not, you know, nice and loving like you. It's mainly because of my stepdad but . . . that's a long story so anyways, I mean I just wish she was allowed to be more like you, I guess, and I was just wondering . . . I mean when we are alone if . . . if . . ." He paused, wondering if he should go on.
Samantha, making it easy on him, said, "Let me guess, you are wondering if you could call me Mommy. Of course, you can Billy. I think I might like you calling me that, especially as the older he gets the more distant Bobby is to me and never calls me mommy anymore anyways. I mean I really miss when he was younger and he let me baby him a bit. You know, he won't even barely let me kiss or cuddle him anymore."
"He won't? Well, you know . . . Mommy . . . I will let you baby me all you want . . . if you want."
"Really," she said as her thought how morally what she was doing was highly questionable, but then again, her sense of right or wrong had been thrown just about out the window after her very attentive and loving second husband was killed by that fucking drunk driver.
Where was the morality in that? On a larger scale of things, seducing her son's best friend barely made a mark. Or so she told herself.
With this in mind, Samantha reached over, grabbing the nearby washcloth. "Maybe you can prove that by saying it would be OK if Mommy and her sweet little Billy boy took turns washing each other up . . . Bobby won't let me do anything like that anymore because he says he is too old to be babied like that."
"I am not too old to be babied like that Mommy. I mean, yeah, we can take turns washing each other up if you want."
"I really do and besides I think you letting me wash you, and then you taking your turn to wash me will help take your mind off your stupid bad dream and maybe relax you . . . don't you agree?"
"I do too," Billy replied as she started to lather up a wash cloth.
Handing it to him, she said, "Why don't you go first starting with my neck and shoulders and then wash my back. Here move in behind me," she told him as she carefully scooted forward, making sure to stay under the shielding screen of bubbles.
Billy maneuvered himself in behind Samantha and slowly began running the soapy washcloth over her neck and shoulders, before letting it slip down first one of her arms, and then the other.
"You are doing a good job, hon. I'll lean forward a bit so you can do my back next."
"OK," Billy croaked as he brought the wash rag down to her back, washing it in small circles.
He washed all the way down her back, right to where her body disappeared under the bubbles floating on top of the warm water.
"Now bring your washcloth around and wash your mommy's thighs, sweetheart."
She lifted her legs, one after the other, slightly up, allowing him to reach around with his wash cloth and wash her thighs. He again moved the wash cloth in small circles, acutely aware of how close he was to the hidden treasure laying between her legs, just under the bubbles.



After he finished with her thighs, Samantha whispered, "Now do your mommy's tummy."
Reaching around her, he swiped the wash rag back and forth over her well-toned stomach as Samantha leaned back in the water, loving the way he was gently pampering her.
Not wanting to waste the momentum, Samantha only hesitated slightly before making her next bold suggestion. "Now all that is left for you to wash up baby is . . . is between your mommy's legs and then her boobies." Turning around she looked at him directly before whispering, "Which one do you wanna do first."
"Hmm, between your legs I think, Mommy."
"Saving the best for last I guess," she whispered seductively as she soaped up the washcloth for him before handing it back. "Now be gentle with mommy down there baby while taking your time and doing a real nice job OK."
"OK, Mommy," Billy whispered back as he slipped the soapy rag under the water. Samantha leaned back against him, spreading her legs so he could have full access to her treasure box.
She let out a series of soft moans as he carefully rubbed the wash cloth up and down, vertically, the entire length of her vagina before he began dabbing at it all around this way and that.
"Oh, that's it hon, you are doing a real nice job down there. Give it a few more nice swipes though baby, slowly and softly."
After a series of small careful swipes of the soapy rag he stumbled upon-- accidently?—her clit. "Mmm, wash mommy up right there. Let me show you," she whispered as she brought her hand down guiding the soapy rag just where she wanted it.
"Yeah, right there baby, do it slowly," she whispered as he ran the soft wash rag deliberately over her swollen clit several maddening times.
She could have continued to guide him with his "washing" until she came—hard-- but with a supreme effort she dialed things back, not allowing him to go too far. Not yet anyways.
"Well, I think I'm nice and clean down there now, hon," she said as she began to close her legs.
Taking the hint his play time was over down there, Billy pulled the washcloth out from between her legs.
"Now . . ." she began to tell him as she squirted a fresh dollop of liquid soap onto the wash rag, "Your mommy is growing tired and needs to rest her eyes for a minute so I'm just going to recline back against you sweetheart while you take your sweet old time in washing up my boobies."
Raising up, she allowed her breasts to rise up above the bubbles as he looked on with rapt attention. As he brought the wash cloth around she leaned back against him, closing her eyes while hoping the real pampering was about to begin.
Billy took his sweet time running the wash cloth back and forth over, and then in between his mommy's boobies. Leaning over and around her, he stared at them with ravenous hunger as he proceeded to circle the wash cloth over first one nipple, and then the other, tweaking them tenderly until Samantha was moaning softly.
Samantha loved, more than anything, having her tits gently pampered-- just the way Billy was doing-- and knowing she was about to lose control she opened her eyes. Making her voice nice and firm she told him, "Hmm, I think some little rascal is doing more playing than washing!"
Billy, playing right into her hands, nervously giggled at her wholly accurate description of things as he pulled the washcloth off of her breasts.
"And now you are giggling young man," she snapped at him feigning anger. "If I would have known you weren't going to take washing your mommy's boobies up seriously I would have just done the job myself."
Snatching the washcloth out of his hand, she barked at him, "I think your playtime is over for now."
"Sorry Mommy I wasn't playing . . . really."
Softening her voice, Samantha said, "Fine, apology accepted, but now it's your mommy's turn to wash you up so let's trade spots and don't give me a . . . hard time like Bobby always did when I washed him up in the tub."
"No, no I will be good, Mommy. Promise," Billy immediately replied while noting, with some trepidation how she emphasized the word "hard". Quite naturally, Billy was not only hard, but as big as a house down there.
Now that Billy had seen her breasts, and even felt them up a bit as he "washed" them, Samantha felt it no longer necessary to stay modest and keep her naked body hidden under the bubbles.
After maneuvering herself so she was positioned behind him, she soaped up the wash rag and began the job of washing his back, neck and shoulders. Once she finished, Samantha moved on to running the rag up first one of his arms, and then the other, as her anticipation grew with the climax of their bath time adventure rapidly approaching.
Making her voice totally business like, she snapped at him, "Now lift first one leg, and then the other, out from under the water so I can wash them up young man."
Billy immediately complied, lifting his right leg, and then his left out of the water, allowing her to reach around him and wash them up as far down as his knees.
Finally, she brought the wash cloth up quickly, running it up and down in small circles over his chest and tummy before announcing, "There all done, sweetie."
Samantha held her breath hoping he would say something about the obviously spot she had skipped, but when he continued to remain silent she decided the shy little Billy might need some prompting. "Unless, of course, you think your mommy missed a spot, hon," she said to him sweetly.
After a moment's hesitation Billy spoke up quietly. "Maybe, yeah, Mommy you missed one spot."
"Oh really Billy . . . where?"
He paused a long time before replying, making her think maybe he wasn't even going to hazard an answer.
"Just, down there, you know, between my . . . legs."
"Oh you are right baby, Mommy did forget. Well, maybe it's because Bobby was always such a shy little man about having his mommy wash him up . . . down there . . . that he would never let me do it."
"I mean, I am shy too, but still . . . I wouldn't mind, Mommy."
Hmm, I bet you wouldn't! Samantha thought deliciously to herself as she applied a generous amount of the liquid soap to the wash cloth.
Making her voice totally business like—again-- Samantha told him a total fabrication, "Well, OK then sweetie, but don't be like your little friend Bobby used to be the couple times he allowed me to wash down there and start squirming all over the place as it just makes Mommy's job harder of doing a good job of washing up down there. Promise?"
"Promise, Mommy, no squirming."
Samantha resisted the urge to smile as she had every intention of making him squirm down there. "Now it will be easier on me if I am sitting next to you instead of behind you so . . ."
She patted him on the back, prodding him forward just a bit as she maneuvered herself out from behind him before settling down next to him.
Giving him a serious look, Samantha admonished him once more. "Now remember Billy you promised mommy you would be good and that means no squirming as she takes her time doing a real nice job of washing you up down there."
"P-promise," an obviously overwrought Billy whispered.
"And since I know how shy you are, you can just keep yourself hidden under the soapy bubbles while I wash you up."
The sad fact was poor Billy was so nervous about being washed up down there his cock was fairly limp by the time she started to slip her hand under the bubbles.
Samantha, her hand quivering with excitement at what she was about to do, carefully slipped the washcloth under the soapy bubbles.
After a quick search she found her son's flaccid penis and began going to work. She started by slowly rubbing the wash cloth all over his softness in small circles.
It didn't take long as Samantha gently manipulated his penis with the wash cloth for it to begin to grow from soft to firm. Moving nice and deliberate, she circled the rag around in semi circles under the bubbles, working it all over and around as her newly acquired son's cock grew from firm to rock hard in a mere matter of seconds.
And Jesus, Mary and Joseph was he BIG!! Samantha ruminated to herself.
Samantha took a moment to wrap the wash cloth fully around the base of his meaty pole before bringing it up so very slowly.
Inch by incredible inch her hand rose. God he must be at least . . . eight, maybe even nine inches, she mused as he heart raced thinking about how such a huge cock might feel inside of her, filling her to the brim.
After letting out an involuntarily hiss at this naughty thought, Samantha turned her attention to look at him and not surprisingly, he was staring at her tits with a serious expression on his cute face.
Beside herself with restless euphoria, Samantha decided she must, absolutely must, give her son a most happy ending, but somehow she would have to, for her own peace of mind anyways, coach it in the most innocent of terms and only if it came up without her forcing the issue.
Pulling the wash rag back up from under the bubbles, she told him, "There . . . mommy is done washing you up, baby."
"Oh, you are?" he said noticeably disappointed.
"Yes so I guess it's time to get out of the tub huh?"
Billy, playing his usual trump card, looked down sadly before mumbling, "Yeah, I guess so, Mommy."
Tilting her head seductively at him she whispered, "So I guess, based on that sad little look on your adorably cute face, some little boy is not ready to get out of the tub yet?"
"I'm not," he quietly answered.
"Hmm, I think maybe you have earned a bit of playtime in the tub since you did so well in letting mommy wash you up."
"Yes, please, pretty please, Mommy."
"OK, but what would you like to play with. I'm afraid I really don't have any bath toys anymore as once Bobby got older I got rid of them all."
"I could play with something else maybe?" he tentatively asked.
"Hmm, like what baby . . . don't be shy . . . tell your mommy what you really wanna play with."
After a long moment of silence leaving her to wonder if he would be brave enough to make the suggestion he quietly said, "Maybe you could let me . . . play wif your bobbies, Mommy?"
Samantha smiled inwardly as that was exactly what she was hoping her would suggest. "Hmm, I suppose I could just lay back, relax, close my eyes and let my adorable little Bobby play with his mommy's boobies . . . to his heart's content."
"And you won't interfere at all as I play with them?"
"No, I will just leave you to it, hon. Promise."
Samantha eased herself back in the tub while making sure to thrust her breasts skyward up and out of the water—without really understanding the implications of what she had just promised him.
As she closed her eyes, she felt his first tentative squeezes of his shy, little hands on both her breasts.
The next five minutes or so passed in a hazy blur for Samantha as Billy took turns fondling, massaging and kneading her breasts with both hands.
Adding to the overall atmosphere of naughty sweetness, Samantha couldn't help but to smile when Billy suddenly exclaimed with childlike enthusiasm, "Boy mommy your boobies sure are fun to play with!"
"Hmm, I bet they are," Samantha murmured as she could only imagine how big and hard his cock must be now under the soapy bubbles. "Now don't forget to take a second or two to amuse yourself with her nipples baby and remember they are highly sensitive and she likes, really loves actually, having them gently teased a bit."
Samantha raised her head up slightly, taking a peek at him. Billy had turned, and with a wholly serious expression on his cute face, was on his knees eagerly using both of his hands to squeeze her tits before he began to exploit her weakness of having her nipples played with tenderly.
Using both of his thumbs simultaneously, he batted her nipples tenderly back and forth until they were achingly erect.
"Oh God, baby that feels so good," she whispered as his playful fluttering of his fingertips over her nipples continued unabated.
Now Samantha, her eyes were tightly shut again, was the one squirming as he ran his fingers lightly over her fully erect nipples before pulling his hands back.
Whispering, he told her, "Now keep your eyes shut mommy as I have a surprise for you. OK?"
"OK honey . . . Mommy likes surprises . . . especially nice ones," she answered while being very curious as to just what he might be planning.
"I think it will be nice," he said as he turned and grabbed the small blue rinsing pitcher from the tiled edge of the tub.
Her curiosity only grew as she heard the faucet turn on at the opposite end of the tub. She was about to ask what he was up to when he beat her to the punch.
"I'm just filling up the pitcher with warm water so I can rinse the soap off of your boobies, Mommy."
Billy glanced over at her making sure she was keeping her eyes shut as he continued to fill the pitcher with . . . wholly cold water.
"Are you ready for your surprise, Mommy?" he asked her keenly as he brought the pitcher up, letting it hover over one of her breasts.
"Yes, baby, Mommy is ready."
But she wasn't as she let out a small shriek when Billy, taking careful aim, tipped the pitcher forward, directing a stream of cold water to come splashing down on her already erect nipple.
"Billy!" she practically yelled as she started to rise up, intending to snatch the bucket out of his hand. "I think play time is over."
"Mommy you promised you wouldn't interfere. Remember? You promised!"
He had such a hurt expression on his face that Samantha immediately felt remorse for yelling at him—and for trying to put an abrupt end to his play time and, after all, she did promise him she would not interfere.
Sighing to herself, she sank back down in the water. "Your right and since good mommy's always keep their promises I guess I will allow you a bit more playtime . . . without interference."
Resigning herself to the cold teasing he obviously intended on giving her, Samantha steeled her nerves against whatever might happen next.
Billy, taking full advantage of the situation, took his time dumping the remaining cold water in the pitcher all over one of her boobs before refilling the pitcher a second time and giving her other boob the same cold treatment.
"Keep your eyes shut mommy as I have another surprise for you."
Smiling mischievously, Billy reached over and grabbed a pair of ice cubes out of the bucket on the tiled edge of the tub containing the bottle of wine. "Now, like you told me earlier, be a good Mommy and no squirming when I give you your surprise. OK?"
"OK I promise . . . no squirming," Samantha whispered while wondering what mischief this new son of hers was up to.
She soon found out when he brought the first ice cube, followed quickly by the second, down and began rubbing it lightly all over her erect nipples.
"Oh God," Samantha whispered as she fought not to break her promise of no squirming. The not being able to squirm only made the icy torture all the more sweet and unbearable as Billy contained to rub the ice cubes all over her nipples—until they had melted completely away and poor Samantha was quietly whimpering from the effects.
"One last surprise, Mommy now keep your eyes shut and stay still," he admonished her.
"OK," Samantha whispered as she took a deep breath, preparing herself for whatever last, and undoubtedly cold, surprise he may have had in store for her.
Reaching over, Billy pulled the bottle of wine out of the ice bucket, setting it aside.
The bucket was already filled almost half way with icy cold water from the melted ice cubes as Billy topped it off with some fresh cold water from the tap.
Bringing the bucket back over to her, he whispered, "Now remember the no squirming rule is still in effect, Mommy."
"OK," she answered bare seconds before he began spilling the bucket of icy cold water all over her chest. Moving the bucket slowly back and forth, he made sure to soak both of her boobies, loving the way she was squirming mightily, yeah, despite his rule she simply could not help herself. He especially liked the way her big tits bounced back and forth as she writhed and twisted her body this way and that way in a vain effort to avoid the icy waterfall spilling down on her mountains.
Finally, the bucket ran dry as a very self-satisfied Billy sat it aside.
Samantha started to sink back down under the water in an effort to warm herself up but Billy quickly reached out, grabbing her under the arm pits, preventing her from sinking down as he barked, "No warming yourself up that way, Mommy."
"Why not?" Samantha snapped irritably back.
"Coz I'm not done playing yet and I have a better way of warming your boobies up. I mean, I bet they are really, really cold huh?"
"They are like blocks of freezing cold ice, little boy thanks to your naughty game playing."
"Do you want me to warm them up for you, Mommy?" he asked innocently as he twisted around and turned on the faucet once more.
"Y-yes p-please."
Before turning away from her Billy said, "Now promise to not sink back down in the warm water mommy or you will ruin my next surprise. And close your eyes again."
"Yes, yes, Mommy promises sweetheart," she snapped crossly at him . . . just as she heard the water being turned on yet again.
Billy held his hands under the warm running water for a good two minutes or so allowing them to become nice and toasty warm.
Finally, Billy pulled his hands out from under the hot water of the faucet. Turning his attention back to her, he whispered, "Let me make it up to you, Mommy for the way I turned your poor boobies into blocks of ice. OK?"
Making her voice nice and firm she told him,"OK, sweetie and you really do need to make it up to your mommy because she really is very upset with you . . . and this had better not be another one of your cold tricks or we are getting out of the tub immediately and I will never let you play with your mommy ever again. I mean that."
"OK," he whispered back before bringing his hands up to her chest.
Samantha let out a pronounced sigh of relief as she felt his toasty warm hands all over her ice cold tits.
"Oh baby thank you . . . your warm hands feel so nice all over my boobies."
Billy continued to massage her tits happily making Samantha squirm in pure delight.
Having a sudden inspiration, she opened her eyes and raised up. "If you really want to warm your mommy up sweetie, maybe you could give her some nice kisses huh as you are fondling her breasts with those nice warm hands of yours."
"I would like that," Billy replied as their mouths came slowly together. Samantha immediately took the lead as she pressed her tongue deep in his mouth, swirling it around to maximum effect as he continued to, with a bit more urgency now, fondle her tits.
She allowed their kissing fest to continue for a long minute or two before pulling back and whispering, "If you really wanna warm your mommy's boobies up nicely baby . . . Hmm maybe you could try sucking on them a little bit."
Reaching out, she used one hand to stroke the side of his face before whispering, "Would you like that honey . . . would you like to suck on your Mommy's big boobies and warm them up that way?"
Billy pulled back from her. "You . . . you would be OK with that Mommy? Your little boy sucking on your boobies?"
"Of course, sweetie." Reaching out, she stroked the side of his face kindly before saying, "And I bet you have been dreaming of sucking on them ever since you crawled into the tub with me huh, sweetheart?"
"I have," he said shyly.
Thrusting her chest out to him, she said in a voice full of desperate longing, "Go on then sweetie and suck on your mommy's boobies . . . make them all nice and warm again."
Billy quietly sat there staring at her tits for a long moment, saying nothing, doing nothing, before suddenly, without warning, Billy threw himself forward, burying his face between her tits before beginning to suck on them almost savagely.



"Oh that's it baby . . . don't hold back," Samantha managed to whisper as she was pushed back against the side of the tub. Closing her eyes, she offered her tits up to his hungry mouth.
Billy's ravenous, and most eager mouth, virtually flew back and forth between each of her tits, smothering them each with an excess of frantic kisses before his kisses turned into a long, slow suckling session that soon had Samantha moaning with unabashed delight.
Samantha was on the verge of losing control and begging Billy to fuck her right then and there-- inside the tub-- when a small voice suggested that might be going too far. Somehow, she managed to listen to that voice.
"Honey, Billy, I think you have warmed up your mommy's tits good enough. Maybe we should get out of the tub now."
Billy pulled his mouth reluctantly off his mom's tits before looking up at her with a hurt expression on his face and whispering, "OK . . . if we have to but . . . but it hurts Mommy."
"What hurts, sweetie," Samantha asked.
He looked down, between his legs before pointing. "Hmm, down there. It . . . well, it hurts some."
"Well maybe you should stand up and let Mommy see what is going on down there, sweetie."
"OK," he replied before slowly standing up.
"Oh my God," Samantha whispered under her breath as Billy stood up. His super big cock jutted out from his smallish body and looked hard enough to cut diamonds.
Samantha took a deep breath, knowing she could not leave him in such a sad state.
"I think I know what the problem is sweetie."
"What?" he whispered as she stood there nervously shifting from one foot to the other.
"Too much play time with your mommy's nice boobies have you all hard and excited down there . . . to the point where it hurts huh?"
"Yes," Billy replied. "Can you make the pain go away, Mommy?"
"I can try, hon," Samantha said as she reached for the liquid soap in preparation of using her hand to take her son's pain away.
After squirting a generous amount of the liquid soap on her both hands Samantha turned her attention to that massive cock of his. Christ it must have been seven or maybe even eight inches!
"OK, close your eyes and relax Billy while mommy takes care of her baby." Dropping down to her knees, she positioned herself directly in front of that jutting monster.
Billy obeyed her, closing his eyes as he felt his mom's hand wrap lusciously around his cock before it began to move slowly up and down.
"Is that helping baby? Is the pain going away," Samantha whispered after a good half dozen strokes up and down.
"Oh God yes, Mommy . . . it feels so good."
"You don't want me to stop then?" she said as she brought her other hand up to cup his testicles.
"No please . . . don't stop."
She started to move her hand up and down a bit faster now as she watched Billy began to squirm mightily, especially after she started to jiggle his ball sack carefully in her hand.
Samantha moved a bit closer to his cock as she began to seriously stroke him now, wanting to take the pain away, wanting to make him come so very hard.
Looking up at him, she said, "Open your eyes honey and look down at what your pretty mommy is doing for her baby."
Billy looked down and after seeing the sight of his mother perched on her knees in front of him, her pretty face mere inches from his engorged manhood, her hand flying up and down his hard shaft, he let out a shaky breath.
"Are you going to come for Mommy, sweetheart . . . come on I know you want to . . . Please come for me, pretty please."
Convinced her soft pleading would push him over the edge, Samantha closed her eyes while moving her face within a few inches of the tip of his cock-- in impatient expectation of what she was sure was about to happen.
It only took a few more practiced strokes of her experienced hand before he whispered harshly, "Oh God Mommy I am going to--"
He let his cock finish his statement. "Oh God," Samantha whispered as she felt one, two, and then three loads of hot sticky cum hit her upturned face.
Five minutes later, they were out of the tub finally. Billy quickly got dressed, putting his jeans and tee shirt back on while Samantha had a towel wrapped around her naked body.
Looking at Billy seriously, Samantha told him, in her sternest voice, "You understand young man that nothing like this can never happen again and you can't ever tell a soul what I did for you. Promise."
"OK, Mommy, I promise, nothing like . . . that, will happen ever again and I won't tell."
"Swear to it on your mommy's life," Samantha said as she wanted to make sure he knew she was totally serious.
"I swear on your life, Mommy . . . I won't tell and nothing like this will ever happen again."
"Good then because . . . because what I did for you was wrong. You understand that. Very wrong."
"I know but--"
Billy was planning on complaining some, but whatever he might have told his new Mom was interrupted by a soft knocking on the door.
"Mom . . . are you in there?" Bobby whispered quietly, conscious of his little sister sleeping over on the bed.
"Yes honey. Just a minute," she said as she quickly crossed the bathroom to the door.
After unlocking it, she opened the door a few inches as she used a hand to wave Bobby over to the side of the bathroom and out of sight.
"Mom I just woke up from this awful dream and I plus I don't know where Billy is. He was sleeping next to me but now I can't find him."
"Hmm, well, did you check the downstairs bathroom or your room?"
"Yes both. I checked everywhere basically."
"Oh you know what. I thought I heard just a little bit ago the front door open and then close. I bet he went home."
"Really," he said doubtfully. "But it's the middle of the night."
"Honey he just lives across the street so, yeah, he probably just went home and didn't want to wake you is all."
Desperately wanting to change the subject, Samantha asked him, "Now you said you had an awful dream. Maybe you want to talk about it huh and if you want I can give you some of my special comforting."
"I . . . I would like that. Should I go back downstairs to the den?"
"Didn't you have the bad dream downstairs in the den so that would be like returning to the scene of the crime so why don't you, instead, wait for me inside your bedroom and I will be right there."
"Yes, but hurry, please. Don't take all day please coz I'm really upset by my dream and need you."
"Fine, fine, just let me finish drying off, honey. Now scoot and be quiet so you don't wake your sister."
"Yes I will, but just hurry please, Mom."
As soon as Bobby left, Billy gave it a few seconds before he slipped out of the bathroom. He tip toed across the bedroom before peeking out and down the hallway and after spying the light on under the door in Bobby's room, he hustled soundlessly out of the bedroom and downstairs before slipping quietly out the front door.
Sighing, while feeling a whole lot of guilt over what just happened, and spurned on by Bobby's desperate pleas to hurry, Samantha didn't even bother getting dressed as she hustled out of the bedroom and down to her son's room with only her large blue towel wrapped around her naked body.
Upon entering his bedroom she saw him sitting on the edge of his bed, his head down, staring dejectedly at the floor. Moving across the room to him, she settled down on the edge of the bed right next to him while taking note how he didn't even bother to look up at her.
Using her softest voice she whispered, "See honey, your mom hurried as fast as she could to get here and didn't even bother to get dressed."
That got his attention, at least enough to make him look up at her. When he saw her with the large blue towel wrapped around her otherwise naked body, he let out a large shuddering breath before whispering under his breath, "Wow, just like in my dream."
"What did you say, baby?" Samantha asked as she heard him whisper something but couldn't quite make out what it was.
He sighed before answering, "Nothing just . . . just talking to myself."
"Alright then, well you wanna tell me about your dream, Bobby?"
He looked at her for a long moment before nodding his head yes. "OK so in my dream we were playing hide and seek, the three of us, me, you, and Billy and I was supposed to be hiding and you two were supposed to find me."
"Hmm, playing hide and seek with you two doesn't sound so bad, honey?"
"Yeah, not for you two," he mumbled gloomily. "Wait to you hear what happened."
"Well, tell me then," Samantha said curiously.
"Anyways I was hiding downstairs in a closet and suddenly, I mean you know how dreams are, I as just sitting there in my underwear. I don't know why as because when we started playing the game I was, like, fully dressed and stuff. And then the closet started to get really, really cold inside and I was getting frustrated because it didn't seem like you guys were trying to find me very hard. I was about to come out of the closet when I heard the two of you just outside of it and then I heard a clicking noise, then you both giggled and I could hear you running off up the stairs and I found myself locked in the closet."
"Honey the closet doesn't have locks," she gently reminded him.
Frustrated, he shot back angrily, "Mom it's a dream. It doesn't have to follow logic so impossible things can happen."
"OK, OK, you are right," she said. "Go on. Sorry."
"Anyways, it took forever but finally I was able to force the door open. I was freezing cold by then and as soon as I was free I headed upstairs to go to my room to put some clothes on, but as soon as I got in the hallway and started heading down to my room I could hear you two inside my room. The bedroom door was open just a little and I could hear stupid Billy and you giggling and laughing inside my room. I quietly approached so you guys wouldn't know I was there and stopped to listen without looking inside though."
Samantha shook her head before opening her mouth to say something. "Honey it was just a dream and I--"
"Mom, let me finish," he irritably snapped at her.
"Fine. Go ahead I won't interrupt again, hon."
"Anyways you were both snickering over how cold it must have been in the closet I was locked in and then I heard you say, 'Yes, but it's nice and warm up here in Bobby's room and since he won't be coming back . . . ever . . . this is now your room, baby.' After I heard that I got angry and planned on busting into the room and saying something like, 'Hey I'm right here. I did come back' but as soon as I took, maybe a step and half, I became like stuck."
"Stuck?"
"Yeah, stuck, like I was frozen to the spot and couldn't move."
"So you couldn't do anything? Couldn't move or speak?"
He looked at her balefully before saying, "Nothing and you guys didn't know I was there as the door was only cracked open a little bit, but it was just enough for me to see inside."
He paused before dropping his head and staring gloomily at the floor.
Samantha could tell by his actions this dream of his was troubling him deeply. Reaching out, she touched his arm lightly before whispering, "Go on Bobby and tell me what you saw."
"It's weird because you two were sitting on the bed talking, just like me and you are now, and just like now you were . . . were naked except for a blue towel wrapped around your body."
"Really, that is weird huh. Was the towel like the same one I am wearing now?"
"Yes, I think so."
"Well this is my favorite towel and . . . and I'm sure you have saw me in it at least a couple times after I have got out of the shower or whatever so . . ."
"Yeah, whatever," he snapped at her again, obviously peeved about something.
"Alright, well, go on finish. What happened next in your dream?"
He sighed heavily before continuing. "You said to him, 'So Billy how do you like your new room, but more importantly, how do you like your new Mommy.' You reached out then, using one hand to touch his face, like you used to do with me when you were being sweet but not so much anymore--"
Interrupting him, she said, "Bobby what are you talking about. I am still sweet with you. You are the one who is not so sweet with your mom ever since, it seems, you turned eighteen last summer."
"Mom do you wanna argue or do you wanna hear the rest of the stupid fucking dream," he angrily barked at her.
"Sorry. Tell me the rest of your dream. We can talk about the other stuff later."
"Fine. Anyways, like I said, you stroked the side of his face and then he told you how he really liked his new room a lot, but even more he really, really liked his new mommy. Then you guys started to kiss and after a minute you stood up and undid the towel, letting it fall down."
Bobby fell silent as the guilt washed over Samantha hard. It was as if he almost knew what was happening inside the bathroom between me and Billy!
Finally, as he continued to stay silent, Samantha asked, "Is that all?"
"No, there is more," he sighed. "You asked him if he thought your breasts were nice and after he said yes you asked him, in your sweetest voice, if he wanted to play with them. I tried to look away but somehow I couldn't and was forced to watch as you pulled him close to you and after touching them a bit he buried his face in between your breasts."
Bobby looked down as he dropped his voice to a quiet whisper. "I . . . I could close my eyes but still I could hear the soft noise of him . . . you know . . . sucking on your breasts. It seemed so loud in the quiet of the house. It made me almost sick hearing that. Finally, then, my paralysis broke and I was able to leave. I basically fled back downstairs to the den and buried myself under the blanket on the loveseat but . . . but still could hear."
"Hear what. The noise . . . the noise of him sucking on my breasts? You could hear that all the way downstairs." Samantha quietly asked in a voice she barely could keep from trembling as the guilt was now hitting her in waves.
"No, not that but worse. You know my bedroom is right over the den so . . . so I heard my bed beginning to squeak, over and over again, faster and faster and then I heard you began to moan . . . loudly. I think I started to cry then before covering my ears and then . . . I don't know . . . I woke up I guess and Billy was gone and well, you know the rest."
"And when you couldn't find him, I bet you went to your room first huh thinking the worst?"
He looked at her before slowly nodding his head yes. She was about to speak again, about to tell him how dreams really meant nothing, although she really didn't believe that, she figured she had to tell him that anyways, but he beat her to the punch when he started speaking rapidly-- and angrily—showing an obvious amount of pent up emotion.
"I know you like him, Mom. A lot I mean. You are always flirting with him whenever he comes over."
"Honey, I am just being nice."
"Bullshit," Bobby practically yelled before remembering Melissa's room was just next to his. Lowering his voice, he retorted, "I know the difference between being nice and flirting, Mom and in my opinion you are flirting. Plus, I saw the fucking adoption paperwork that came in the mail from some lawyer. You left it on the counter, you know."
"Honey, that is something I was going to discuss with you but--"
"But nothing," he rudely interrupted her. Dropping his voice to a low hiss, he said, "I mean, like tonight, you made me tell him to come upstairs so he could be comforted by you in case he had a bad dream. I mean, Mom, I always thought you comforting me after a bad dream was just something you would do for me . . . and me alone."
"Oh honey, I'm sorry I . . . just feel sorry for him I guess sometimes because you know he has a real shitty home life and I just figured he might need a mother to comfort him since his own mom is so . . . you know . . . distant to him."
"His mother is only distant to him because she is afraid of his stupid step- father . . . but that's another story. Anyways, I understand that and I feel sorry for him too, but . . . but maybe I don't want to share my . . . my mommy and the special way she comforts me after a bad dream. You ever think of that?"
"No, I suppose not," Samantha sighed.
"Anyways, the dream got me thinking about things and I think you like him better than me. I mean, I overheard you talking to grandmother the other day about Billy and about how you wish you could find a way to steal him away from his mom and dad and have him come live with us."
"Honey I was just thinking out loud to your grandmother. It was just something--"
Bobby jumped up from the bed then and began pacing the floor. "Why don't you just go back to your bedroom and leave me alone? I don't really want to talk anymore. Go crawl into your bed and snuggle with Riley. I mean why not, between her and Billy you barely pay any attention to me at all anymore."
He turned his back on her then before crossing the room to the window. Pulling back the curtain, he stood there glaring at Billy's house across the street.
Samantha let out a long shaky breathe. This was worse than she could have imagined.
After a long moment she stood up and crossed the bedroom to him. Coming up behind him, she put a hand on his shoulder.
He shook it off, snapping. "I thought I told you to leave me alone, Mom."
Leaning in close, she brought her mouth up to his ear. Whispering, she said, "Honey, your mommy is not going anywhere until her baby Bobby is feeling better and that means if I got to spend the night, here in his room, in his bed even . . . under the covers snuggling and cuddling him so fiercely until he can't take it anymore . . . then so be it."
Bobby turned, looking at his mother. "You really mean that?"
"Yes, honey I do."
Bobby almost smiled before he mumbled. "It don't matter, I mean no way you spend the night . . . with me."
"I said it and I meant it hon," she retorted quickly.
"Yeah, but you meaning it will change when Riley wakes up in the middle of the night and needs her Mommy and then you will go running to her and forget about me."
"Normally I would say you are right as she is the baby but tonight it's important she doesn't interrupt us because my other baby needs his mommy too. So . . . Hmm, I will be right back. Wait here for me. Don't move. I will be quick."
What are you going to do?" he asked as she quickly hurried out of the room, ignoring his question.
True to her word, she wasn't gone long.
"Where did you go?" he asked as she came hurrying back into his room. Surprisingly, she was still wearing just her blue towel.
Smiling, Samantha told her son, "I took Riley to Melissa's room and told her she had to watch over her little sister and not to disturb me for any reason because you are really, really sick and I need to take care of you."
"And she agreed?"
"She did, I mean she wasn't happy about being woken up but you know your sisters . . . they love hanging out together so it will be fine."
Reaching down, Samantha took her son's hand, squeezing it tight before whispering, "So you see baby, you will have me all to yourself for the whole entire night and I promise I will do everything and anything to mend that jealous little heart of yours."
"Promise?" he whispered.
"Cross my heart and hope to die," Samantha quickly replied. "Now come on."
Leading him by the hand, they started to cross his bedroom toward the door.
"Where are we going?"
"To your mom's bedroom if you don't mind as I think we will be more comfortable there."
"I don't mind," Bobby mumbled as he allowed her to lead him out of his room and down to her own room. After entering her room, his heart jumped when she turned and locked the door.
After she led him over to her bed, sitting him down on the edge of it, she hurried off to her bathroom.



Bobby sighed as he fully expected her to return wearing one of her boring, oversized sleep shirts she was prone to wearing to bed. Instead, as she came bouncing back into the bedroom, still wearing only the towel and carrying a bottle of wine, along with a wine glass, he was pleasantly surprised.
After filling the glass up, she handed it to him. "Take several large swallows honey as I will help relax you which you certainly need after that awful dream huh? And while you are doing that I am going to help your efforts to relax by creating a more tranquil atmosphere inside my bedroom."
He took a large sip of the wine, it was actually pretty good, before he asked, "What are you going to do?"
"Just light a few candles to help set our mood, honey."
He watched, his eyes inadvertently falling to her bare legs as she hustled about the bedroom, first setting up and then lighting a trio of pillar candles on each of the two nightstands flanking both sides of her bed.
Her chore of creating a more conducive atmosphere completed, Samantha came back to the bed, settling down next to him.
Holding her hand out, she gestured for him to give her the still half full glass of wine. He watched, his excitement growing as she greedily gulped down the balance in several long swallows. His excitement was based on experience as his mother tended to get "overly friendly" when she got a bit of wine in her.
Smiling, she refilled the glass. "I guess we better sip on this one, honey."
After she sat the bottle of wine back over on the nightstand, he finally asked the question which had been bothering him for some time. "Mom are you going to like, put some pajamas on or something?"
"Well, you know Bobby I was thinking that in order to help you get over that bad dream of yours we should sort of reset the narrative . . . so to speak."
"What do you mean?" he asked curiously.
"I mean we should do a sort of reenactment of your awful dream and in order to make it realistic as possible I should stay dressed, or undressed I guess might be more like it, in my blue towel while you . . . here stand up."
Obeying her, he stood up.
Reaching out, she quickly hooked a pair of fingers under the waistband of his old dark blue gym shorts he always slept in.
As she started to yank the shorts down, she cried out, "Hey what are you doing, Mom."
"Like I said, if we recreate your dream you and me both should be dressed as we were and you said you were in your underwear only so . . ."
"But Mom--" He started to protest before she interrupted him with a firm finger to his lips.
"Shhh," she said as she pulled his shorts down all the way before removing them. "It's important I think for us to do this reenactment of your awful dream and give it a better ending that doesn't leave you hurt and crying as I believe it will be the only way to truly cure that visibly overly jealous heart of yours."
Bobby was too much taken off guard by this wild turn of events to even comment as he allowed her to push him gently back down on the bed after she stripped off his tee shirt.
After tossing the tee shirt down on the floor next to his shorts, she whispered, "So are you really, for sure, ready to do our reenactment so your mommy can seriously start mending that jealous heart of yours as she makes you forget all about that silly dream of yours by replacing it with some much better memories?"
"Yes, I think so."
"You know what I think?"
"Tell me."
Moving her mouth back to his ear, she whispered the truth to him quietly, "I think everything you saw in your dream, me and Billy kissing, your mom showing off her tits to him, and then letting him touch them and suckle on them and then, most importantly, the noises you heard after fleeing downstairs, the bed squeaking, over and over again, faster and faster, and then me moaning . . . loudly . . . is all just a realization of your own fantasies about your mother, sweetie."
Bobby took a deep breath, too stunned to answer . . . because it was the truth.
Her hand slipped up, caressing his cheek, causing sparkles of emotion to crawl up and down his spine. "You don't have to be embarrassed sweetheart, a lot of teenage boys have sex fantasies about their moms, I mean, especially when their moms are pretty and . . ."
Using one hand, she reached out tilting his face toward her so they were looking at each other directly.
"You do think I'm pretty right, honey?"
"Very," he said in a voice that was on the verge of croaking.
"Pretty enough to kiss?"
"Y-yes," he said nervously as he realized where she was taking this, that is, in the same place as his dream which could only mean . . .
Their mouths came together, gradually, exchanging several light, airy kisses-- as if they were testing the waters before diving in. Their light kisses were never bound to last though as Samantha pressed her lips more firmly against his before slipping her tongue out.
Bobby, inexperienced as he was, never felt a tongue in his mouth before, and when his mom slipped her practiced tongue inside, swirling it around to maximum effect several times, he was lost.
Their impassioned kissing fest continued unabated for a good minute or two before Samantha finally broke it off. After pulling back, she smiled at him. "Now let me see," she whispered, "What happened next in your dream after the kissing part. Can you remind me, honey?"
Bobby swallowed nervously. Was she really going to go that far in their reenactment? God, he hoped so! In a voice barely rising to a whisper, he told her, "Y-you stood up so you were standing right in front of him."
"You mean like this?"
Samantha stood up positioning herself around so she was standing directly in front of him. "And then?" she whispered.
"And then you very slowly undid the towel . . . and let it fall down, showing him . . . your breasts before whispering, 'You think your mommy's breasts are nice baby?'"
"Hmm, I wonder. . ." She said as she brought her hand up to the top edge of the towel just above her breasts. Smiling, she asked him, "Would you like your mom to show you her tits . . . just like she did for your best friend in your dream?"
Bobby stared at her, saying nothing, doing nothing, simply unable to comprehend what was happening.
"Hmm, is my little Bobby too shy to answer?" she asked playfully before bringing one finger up to her mouth—while allowing the towel to slip down just enough to show off a nice slice of her abundant cleavage.
She made her smile disappear, replacing it with a seriously pensive look of quiet contemplation as she chewed thoughtfully on the nail of her right hand's index finger.
This pondering look, along with the abundant amount of cleavage she was showing off, made his whole body shiver with pent up excitement.
She took a small step or two closer to him before turning around about three quarters of the way so her back was to him. As she slowly opened the towel some more, she mused aloud, "I wonder, should I . . . or shouldn't I?"
She opened the towel up even further before twisting her head around and smiling at him. It was a smile of quiet seduction that spoke directly to both his heart and his growing manhood.
Finally, after a long drawn out pause, she turned back to him, but not before closing the towel once more over her chest by wrapping her hands around herself in a bear hug.
"Hmm, maybe your mom shouldn't show her little boy her big boobies . . . even if he has been dreaming about them for so long . . . unless you tell me the truth."
Sighing, she continued to hug herself with both arms, pressing the towel tightly shut over her chest . . . much to his chagrin.
"The truth about what?" he nervously asked.
"That your dream was really just a manifestation of your very own secret forbidden desire to see your mom's boobs for the first time."
Bobby, unsure of what to say—was she simply teasing him, after all she was obviously drunk and did get sometimes very playful when she was drunk—stayed quiet.
"Answer me, honey. Is your mom wrong?" she asked in a voice dripping with sweetness.
After a long pause he whispered, "No."
"Well then . . ." she whispered back, "I hope you won't be too disappointed when I show them to you."
Slowly, inch by inch, she gathered the towel together towards the middle of her chest, allowing both the outer sides of her large boobs to become visible to his wide, staring eyes. She held the towel there in the center of her chest with both hands for a quiet moment before, bit by bit, letting it slip down and off her chest, fully exposing both of her breasts to him.
Bobby exhaled loudly. Jesus his mom had a great set of tits! He stared at them, totally spellbound for a long drawn out moment before his mom quietly whispered, "Do you like them baby? Do you like your mom's tits?"
After letting out a long shaky breath he finally answered. "Oh Jesus Mom I . . . I love them. I mean they are fucking gorgeous. Sorry, didn't mean to cuss, I mean they are real nice."
Samantha smiled at him while subtly thrusting her chest out. Taking another step closer toward him, she whispered sweetly. "So I am wondering sweetie, do you wanna touch your mommy's big boobies some maybe . . . like I let Billy in that stupid dream of yours."
"Really . . . you . . . you would let me do that, Mommy?" Bobby whispered hoarsely.
"Of course, sweetheart. Here let me show you coz I know how shy you are."
Reaching out, she grabbed both of his hands in hers before guiding them slowly over to her tits. Stopping just mere inches short of them, Samantha was suddenly, and totally possessed, by the ideaof how much fun it might be to do a bit of teasing first before giving in to his boyish desires.
Holding his hands tightly, she guided them back down and away from her chest as she whispered. "But before I let you touch them baby your mom wants to do a bit of playful teasing first. Would that be OK?"
"Ahh, sure, I guess," he answered with obvious disappointment.
"Good. Well, then first I need to grab something real quick."
She quickly left, disappearing into the bathroom before returning mere seconds later carrying a bottle of coconut oil.
"Now all you have to do is sit there, keeping your hands neatly folded in your lap while watching me. Can you do that?"
"Yes," he answered softly as he followed her instructions and folded his hands in his lap.
Bobby watched his mother pour a generous amount of the coconut oil onto the palms of both hands before sealing the bottle back up and placing it on the nearby nightstand within easy reach.
He watched as she rubbed her hands together, spreading the oil over them evenly. He watched as she gave him a sly smile. He watched as she slowly brought her hands up to her breasts and started to rub the oil all over them and continued to watch, happily, as she slowly massaged the oil into her breasts while fixing him with a shrewd smile.
"You like this baby. You like watching your mom rub the nice coconut oil all over her big boobies?"
"Yes," he immediately answered.
"I bet you wish you could be the one doing it huh?"
"I . . . I do," he replied timidly.
Dropping her hands off her tits, she took several small steps closer to him until she was standing just inches from him.
"Now I want you to just sit there, staring at your mom's tits while dreaming how nice it might be to play with them . . . especially as they are all nice and oiled up now."
Using one hand, she tilted his face up to her. "Can you do that for me?" she whispered.
"Yes," he said.
"And as you stare at them, dreaming of touching them I want you to count silently to yourself to . . . hmm, to twenty I think. And if you want your reward you will count very, very slowly, sweetheart because if you mom thinks you counted too fast you won't be given your reward of being allowed to play with her boobies. Understand?"
"Y-yes."
"OK, start counting, silently to yourself now."
Bobby took a deep breath as he stared at his mom's tits. In the soft candle light, oiled up as they were, they glistened with unearthly beauty. He waited for a long moment before finally started to count.
It was pure torture, this counting, while staring at her beautiful tits and it only got worse when she began to gently use her fingers to tease her nipples.
Then, in an effort to ramp up the teasing to the maximum effect, she began to whisper to him. "I just bet you have been dreaming of playing with your mom's big tits for a long, long time huh, baby?"
Reaching out, she twirled her fingers softly in his hair. "Hmm, you don't have to answer because I know it's true."
"Well I have a confession to make honey. Sometimes when I am alone in bed at night I too have dreams. Dreams of my sweet little Bobby playing with his mommy's big boobies so very nicely. Hmm, those dreams make me so hot. Sometimes I use my own hands to play with my boobies while closing my eyes and fantasying they are yours . . . like this."
She tilted her head back, closing her eyes as she brought her hands up to her chest. Using both hands, she cupped her tits softly before beginning to carefully jiggle and bounce them up and down in her hands.
Heeding her advice to count slowly, he was only at a count of six by then, he stared in abject misery at what his mom was doing. His cock, by now, was hard enough to cut diamonds.
It only became harder as she begin using her thumbs to tweak her nipples until they were fully erect. Whispering, just loud enough for him to hear, she cooed, "Oh that's it Bobby, sweetheart, mommy loves it when you play with her nipples . . . making them all nice and erect."
Bobby sighed while slowly ticking off the next four numbers before pausing at ten.
"Now close your eyes honey as your mommy has a big surprise for you . . . but keep counting as I can only imagine you must be extremely anxious to get to twenty huh?"
"Yes," he replied quietly.
"So what is your count at now baby. Tell your mom and she will let you know if she thinks you are counting too fast for her liking."
"I'm . . . I'm only at ten, Mom."
"Ten already," she said with exaggerated surprise. "Boy you count fast, huh?"
"But I thought I was counting . . . slowly," he whined.
"Well apparently not slow enough maybe, huh? Now remember if you want to be allowed to play with your mommy's boobies you better slow your count down sweetie . . . and I'm not going to warn you again and, just so you know, if you fail to count slowly enough for my liking, the fun and games for the night shall be over. Understand?"
"Yes," he sighed.
"Now close your eyes like I told you before and don't open them until I tell you to."
He closed his eyes while not daring to even start counting again, and after a brief pause, he felt the oiled flesh of her tits being rubbed in his face.
Bobby groaned from pure agony . . . and delight as his mom carefully bounced her tits up and down and all around in his face.
Finally, after what seemed to be forever, he ticked off two more numbers on his count, hoping he still wasn't going too fast.
"I have an idea, hon. Go ahead and crawl up on the bed and then turn around and stretch out on your tummy."
He started to follow her orders before she added, "Oh but before you do that go ahead and take off your underwear and are you still counting?"
"Yes . . . I'm at twelve now," he told her as he hurriedly did as she requested, shedding his briefs before lying down on his stomach in the middle of her bed.
"Good, good, you have slowed down . . . some."
Moving up on the bed herself, she positioned herself on her hands and knees over him. Leaning down she let her heavy breasts fall against the middle of his back as she said, "Relax now baby, while your mommy gives her sweet little baby boy a nice relaxing tit massage."
It was pure fucking heavenly torture feeling his mom's heavy breasts being carefully manipulated up and down his bare back in small circles.
Bobby counted off silently a pair of numbers as she teased him with her breasts, bringing his count to fourteen before she whispered in his ear, "Turn over honey."
Bobby shut his eyes, turning over onto his back.
Once he got in position on his back, Samantha looked at him, and not liking the way his eyes were tightly shut, she whispered, "Open your eyes, honey and look at me."
His eyes flickered open. She was sitting there, alongside him, on her knees. His eyes, of course, fell directly on her tits.
"Now keeping counting . . . slowly . . . and if you do it right, your count of twenty will finish up at about the same time as this nice little tit massage your mom is giving you."
She straddled him then, letting her tits fall in his face as she began to rotate her chest around in small circles, smothering poor Bobby's face in a virtual avalanche of warm tit flesh.
He waited until this newest exquisite torment was finished, and she moved her massage on down to his chest before he counted fifteen.
As her boobs bounced merrily on down his chest, and onto his tummy his cock began to twitch in budding anticipation of those soft pillowy tits reaching down to them.
Samantha smiled wickedly. Knowing what her teasing must be doing to him, she slid her chest around in a wide circular motion over his tummy.
Having a sudden inspiration she paused to look up at him. "Where does your count stand, Bobby?"
F-fifteen," he answered while praying she would not deem it "too fast".
"Not bad, a bit fast but, you know, I was thinking maybe you should let your mom take over counting for you so that way you won't be in danger of going too fast and losing your reward huh?"
He could not argue with the logic, plus, obviously, she wanted to take over the counting, or she would not have suggested it.
"Sure," he sighed in relief of losing the burden of counting while knowing she would probably count slow, very slow, in order to draw out her teasing.
"Good," she whispered before dropping back down. Moving deliberately, she skated her breasts down and off of his tummy and onto his thighs, making sure to skip over his agonizing hard manhood.
Smiling up at him, as she bounced her breasts over one thigh and then the other, as she whispered, "Sixteen."
After letting her tits glide all the way down to his lower thighs, just above his knees, she slowly began to move them back up.
As she reached his crotch she lifted up some, breaking contact, before whispering, "Seventeen."
Closing her eyes, she dropped his chest slowly as Bobby squirmed at the looming prospect of having his mom's big tits massaging his cock.
"Oh God, that feels so good," he whispered as his mom's warm tits enveloped his hardness.
In a leisurely manner, Samantha grinded her tits up and down, and all around his crotch, loving the way it was making him quietly moan. Whispering, she announced, "Eighteen."
Although she had not told him as much, Bobby somehow knew if he allowed himself to come all over her tits, like he desperately wanted to, it would ruin things for her . . . and for him.
It took a supreme effort but somehow he managed to forestall coming as her tit massage reached its climax when she pressed her tits even firmer against his cock, just as she whispered, "Nineteen."
After what seemed forever as he closed his eyes and bit his lip, hard, while she massaged his cock with her tits, she finally looked up at him, and with a sly smile, announced, "Twenty."
Bobby let out a sigh of relief as she rose up, thankfully allowing her tits to break contact with his hard cock as he had been seriously on the verge of a mighty orgasm.
Samantha climbed off the bed as she told him, "If you are ready to collect your reward sweetie, come sit on the edge of the bed."
Bobby eagerly scooted over to the edge of the bed as she positioned herself so she was standing directly in front of him.



Smiling, she took his hands in hers before guiding them up to the gates of heaven. Wanting to draw out the tension to its breaking point, she continued to pause for a few seconds longer before finally pushing his hands up and onto her breasts.
"Go on sweetie, bounce them up and down in your hands so you can see how big and soft your mommy's boobies really are . . . just like you have been dreaming about for so long."
Bobby, a pure and wholesome virgin, finally was able to realize his life-long dream of putting his hands on a pair of big beautiful tits—he just never imagined it would be his mom's tits he would be feeling up for the first time.
Diffidently, he gave them some cautious, uncertain squeezes but as his mom only sighed at the soft attentions he was paying to them his confidence grew. More aggressively, he began to bounce them up and down in his hands, liking the way they jiggled around in his hands.
Wanting to pour some fuel on the fire, Samantha leaned down, bringing her mouth to his. Their kisses, this time, were immediately serious with their tongues darting in and out of each other mouths while Bobby attacked her tits with his playful hands with renewed vigor.
Breaking off the kiss, Samantha brought her hands up to his face as she took a step back from him. "Tell me sweetie, did it make that sweet little heart of yours jealous when you had to witness your mom pulling your best friend into her arms and then . . . letting him suck on her boobies?"
Bobby looked up at her before whispering, "Yes, very much so."
"Does that mean you wanna suck on your mom's boobies just like you witnessed your best friend do in your dream? Tell me the truth honey."
"Y-yes . . . I want to, Mom."
Moving right up close to him now, she whispered, "How badly do you want to suck on them baby."
"Badly, very, very badly," he whispered back.
"Show me then," she whispered as he took a small step forward, pushing her tits in his face.
Bobby took a deep breath before he began to shower her tits with a plethora of soft gentle kisses. Wanting to savor the moment, he forced himself to move slowly, as he kissed his way all around the vast expanse of his mom's gorgeously big tits, but unfortunately he was too ramped up from her teasing for such slowness to continue for very long.
Before long, with no conscious thought on his part, his soft rain of tender kisses turned into a passionate storm of wet sloppy kisses as the quiet bedroom was filled with the sound of Bobby's suckling wildly on his mom's tits.
Finally, as his sloppy kisses reached one of her nipples, he let his tongue slither out. Rotating his mouth around, he lathered her fully erect nipple with a series of increasingly desperate licks before he opened his mouth and began to suckle on it delightfully.
Samantha sighed loudly at the fanatical attentions he was paying to her tits as his mouth practically flew from one ripe nipple to the other.
Looking down, she could only smile at the fervent way her once shy young son was so eagerly sucking on her tits. This simple fact served only to turn her on all the more.
Finally, unable to take it anymore, she stepped back, breaking contact.
Looking at him seriously, she whispered, "So tell me Bobby what was the absolute worse part of your bad dream involving me and Billy."
Bobby stayed silent for a long moment before whispering, "After I went downstairs to the den and then heard my bed beginning to squeak, you know, real loud, over and over again, and then faster and faster. And then when I heard you start to moan . . . loudly. Yeah, that was the worst."
"Let me guess, you imagined your mom was being fucked . . . hard . . . by your best friend . . . Didn't you?"
"Yes," he whispered.
"Oh poor baby," she said as she brought one hand up to stroke his cheek softly. "I bet you would like to fuck your mom too huh?"
After a long pause, Bobby surprised her by whispering, "No."
"You . . . you don't," Samantha gasped, shocked by his answer. Slipping her hand down, she found his cock. It was both big and hard. "Hmm, this says otherwise."
"The truth is I don't want to fuck my mom."
"You . . . you don't?" she said while not being sure if she was more shocked or hurt by his answer.
But any hurt or shock she felt was soon washed away when he whispered, "No . . . I want to make love to my mommy . . . that is what I want to do."
Samantha paused for a long moment as she considered just how to answer this wholly perfect response. Deciding such sweetness should be rewarded with action instead of words, she circled around him before crawling into the bed.
After settling herself down under the sheet, she smiled at him as she pulled the sheet back. Patting the bed next to her, she waited for him impatiently to join her.
Bobby crawled into the bed before snuggling under the covers with his mom.
They laid, side by side, before she brought her hands up to his face, framing it. Dropping her voice to a quiet whisper she told him, "Honey what you said, just now, about wanting to make love to your mommy that is maybe the sweetest thing anyone has ever said to me . . . ever."
"And you are the sweetest mom ever," he said as he snuggled his face against her chest. Wanting to say more, he looked up at her before adding, "With the biggest and most beautiful boobies ever."
She twirled her fingers in his hair, her heart swelling with pride, before she answered. "Hmm, well, I don't think they are the biggest ever baby, but the fact you think they are so beautiful does make my heart swell with pride."
"They will be the biggest ever for me mommy because after tonight, I shall never look upon another woman's breasts . . . ever again."
"You really mean that baby . . . ever again. That is a long time."
In a fierce whisper as he closed his eyes and laid his head upon her breast he told her, "I mean it, Mommy. Never will I gaze upon another's woman's breasts . . . ever again."
His words set her world on fire. Using one hand, she turned his face up to hers. Looking at him seriously, she whispered, "Mommy wants her baby to spend the next few minutes, as long as he wants that is, suckling sweetly on her boobies, showing her the truth behind his sweet words . . . and then when you can't take it anymore, I want you inside of me, making love to me as if your very life depended on it."
Bobby lowered his mouth to her tits, determined to go slow and gentle this time.
Samantha squirmed as she was treated to a tender shower of kisses all over her tits before his mouth finally found one of her nipples. Tenderly, he began to suckle on her nipple making her sigh with untold delight.
Taking his hand, she guided it down and in between her legs as she whispered, "See how wet you are making mommy, sweetheart."
Bobby's cock twitched as his finger slid neatly up and inside of his mother's moist cunt making her sigh softly.
Samantha was near to losing control as he softly worked his finger in and out of her pussy while affectionately suckling on her tits. Finally, simply unable to take it anymore, she hissed at him, "Mommy needs you inside of her baby . . . now!"
Aggressively, she twisted him around so he was on his back before she mounted him.
Reaching back and down, as they stared deep into each other eyes, she found his hard manhood and slowly guided it up and inside of her.
"Oh God, baby you feel so good inside of your mommy," she moaned as he began to pump his hips up, forcing his cock deeper inside of her.
Knowing her inexperienced son would not last long, and with an eye to the future, Samantha decided to try and make him come as quickly as possible, and with this in mind, she immediately began to bounce up and down on him.
His eyes inadvertently fell on her tits as she bounded merrily up and down on him. Watching those immense tits of hers bounce up and down was simply an awe inspiring sight and sent him rocking over the edge in a mere manner of a minute or so. Letting out a little grunt, he came deep inside his mommy before falling limp.
Samantha collapsed down on him, holding him tight as his first orgasm with a woman washed over him.
Finally, as she held him tight, he was able to speak. "Mommy," he whined, "That was too quick. I . . . I mean I wanted to make love to you."
"Shhh, you will baby, trust me on this . . . before the night is over you will, but for now I just want you to maybe rest, doze off even, and recover your strength."
Bobby sighed. He was, all of a sudden, very tired and with the promise of future love making assured, he slipped off to sleep.
Bobby's eyes slowly fluttered open. He had been dreaming. A most wonderful luscious dream of his mommy being under the sheet and—
Jesus it was no dream! He was fully awake now as he blinked at the trio of flickering candles on her nearby nightstand she must have taken the time to relight. His heart raced as he could plainly hear the soft slurping noise as she greedily sucked on his growing manhood.
A mere minute or so ago, when she had first took him in her mouth, his cock had been as limp as a wet noodle, but now, it was, once again, reaching its full potential.
Wanting to see the show, he pulled the sheet back, uncovering her nefarious deed as she was crouched down, resting on her knees, slurping on his growing cock.
It was a real turn on how-- instead of acknowledging him in any kind of way—she just continued to merrily suck on his cock.
She moved around, still not acknowledging him, straddling him so she was positioned facing him, just below his knees. And then like earlier, when she had been teasing him, she leaned down, allowing her tits to fall against his fully erect cock.
He watched, spellbound, as she closed her eyes before using one hand to guide his erection up and in between her tits.
Once she had it positioned just right, she used both of her hands to squeeze her tits together trapping his cock in between them.
Slowly, carefully she began to move up and down, up and down, in a most leisurely manner. "Oh God, Mommy that feels so good . . . don't . . . please don't stop."
Still not acknowledging him, Samantha started to move up and down faster and faster, making him squirm.
The feeling of his erection between her tits was, in a word or two, mind-blowingly fantastic.
Picking up speed, matching his growing desire, she pistoned her body up and down causing him to moan louder.
Finally, unable to take it any longer, Bobby began to thrust his hips up, forcing his saliva laden cock to slide up and down faster and harder in between her tits.
It took only about a half dozen of these thrusts before he let out a loud grunt, coming all over his mommy's chest.
Finally, she acknowledged his presence as she looked up at him before whispering, "Hmm, I hope you don't mind that I woke you up . . . that way sweetie."
"No but . . ." He paused, not wanting to complain but still . . .
"Bobby, I know, I'm in trouble because you wanted to make love to me, but naughty mommy forced you to fuck her big tits instead huh?"
She snuggled up next to him before bringing her mouth up to her ear. Whispering, she said, "Don't worry that was the second time I made you come. The third time will be the charm . . . for the both of us."
Pulling back, she looked at him seriously. "Mommy is very tired now after all that hard work she just put in pleasing her baby so she is going to take a little nap and since she usually sleeps on her back hmm, if you want, later on tonight, it will be your turn to wake her up . . . by crawling up on top of me and pushing that big cock of yours, once it gets hard again, up and inside of her."
"But if you are sleeping . . ."
"Then it will be a nice way of being woken up. I mean you enjoyed the way I just woke you up huh?"
"Oh Christ yes . . . but . . . I mean what about . . . like foreplay and stuff I mean a woman needs that to be ready . . . right."
"I have been ready and waiting for my baby all summer to make love to me. Trust me, your mommy is ready hon but if you are worried about her being dry down there you can always give her a few nice kisses . . . down there . . . to get her nice and warmed up and, don't worry, either way, if I wake up or don't wake up it will either be a very pleasant dream for me, or a very nice reality . . . you making love to me."
Bobby sighed as she leaned in closer before whispering, "Now your mommy is really, really tired and needs to fall sleep so give her a good night kiss."
They shared a nice long loving kiss then before she finally broke away whispering, "I hope your mommy's dreams are as nice and as loving as that kiss we just shared, Bobby."
"I hope so too," he whispered back as he snuggled down next to her . . . willing his cock to get hard again. It didn't work instead of getting hard he only felt sleepy. Eventually, he gave up and after snuggling up next to her, he fell fast asleep.
Hours later, just before daybreak, Bobby woke up happy-- thanks to a serious case of morning wood. He carefully rose up, peering over at his mom: she was still sleeping soundly under the sheets.
Trying not to wake her, just yet, he cautiously pulled the sheet down just enough to reveal her luscious boobs. She was on her back, allowing her big, beautiful tits to jut upwards.
Bobby, moving slowly, positioned himself so he was stretched out on his side next to her. He took a long moment to stare lovingly at her boobs, allowing his desire to increase. In the soft diffused light of the morning they looked absolutely breathtaking,
God he loved her tits, he quietly mused to himself before reaching out with one hand. Circumspectly, he used his index finger to trace a series of crisscrossing lines all over her boobs.
After crossing the vast expanse of her tits several times, he switched to softly batting her nipples back and forth. It didn't take long for him to feel them rising to the occasion.
Leaning forward, he snuggled his face down against her neck before he warily began to spray it with dozens of light kisses. Gradually, with infinite slowness, his kisses slipped down and off of her neck before beginning a renewed assault on the precipitous rise of those majestic tits of hers.
As he continued this gentle assault on her neck, he slowly slipped his mouth down. He started by launching a gentle attack on each of her mountainous breasts with his playfully darting tongue. Her only response was a gentle sigh as his mouth found one of her distended nipples. Latching on to it with his lips, he carefully stroked her erect nipple with his scurrying tongue before eagerly beginning to suckle on it. He gave equal attentions to both of her nipples this way before his mouth slipped down and began kissing its way across her tummy.
Samantha sighed as she opened her legs for him. Nursing a serious hangover, she knew what was happening, yet it all still seemed like some mad dream as she simply couldn't, or wouldn't, rouse herself to join in. Instead, she decided to let him have his way and do with her as he may.
He paused a moment, to let her settle down again before slowly snuggling his face down, and in between her legs, where he eagerly began assaulting her pussy with a tender mugging from his twisting and darting tongue.
Reaching up, he used both hands to fondle her tits, as his tongue found her clit, making her moan quietly. Over, under, sideways, down his tongue traced a zig zap pattern all across the vertical folds of her sweet, tasting gash before finally settling onto the nub of her clit.
Pursing his lips, he suckled on it gently just as he carefully inserted a finger up and inside of her. Working it in and out, as his tongue circled her clit, caused Samantha to let out an increasingly louder series of moans.
Feeling she was properly warmed up by now, Bobby raised up before using both hands to gently prod her so she was repositioned on her side with her back to him.
He wrapped his arms around her in a spooning position before raining down a fresh new series of tender kisses all along the nape of her neck.
Reaching down between her legs, his hand found her clit and began tweaking it nice and gentle like as held her tight.
After a good minute or two, finally unable to take it anymore, he slowly entered her. Moving with an abundance of caution he started to softly make love to her as he leisurely pushed his hips forward, driving his hardness into her deeper. After a long minute or two of this, he gradually began to increase his speed before he brought his mouth to her ear.
Samantha was pleasantly floating in the shadow land between dreaming and cognizance as her adorable Bobby began pumping into her harder while whispering the sweetest words of adoration, touching her soul deeply.
"You are the woman who made all my dreams come true, Mommy, I love you with every single solitary beat of my heart . . . that heart you now own unconditionally and forever. I shall never be with another."
She let out another soft moan as his tender loving making increased in passion as he drove his cock in and out of her with a more serious purpose before finally whispering one last bit of praise.
"And no matter how much I say I love you, I always love you an infinite more times than that."
Bobby was near to coming again, but wanting things to last, he dialed back his lovemaking as he came to a complete stop. Burying his face against her neck, he unleashed a furious assault of sloppy kisses. Then, by sheer accident, he just happened to stumble upon her weak spot, causing Samantha to shiver as she was dragged, happily, into full consciousness.
Responding aggressively to his kisses, she reached back with one arm, snaking it around his midsection as she whispered, "Start making love to your mommy again sweetheart and don't stop this time."
She used her free arm to propel him forward as Bobby happily slammed his cock into her . . . hard. Samantha whole body jiggled as Bobby went from zero to a hundred in a mere matter of seconds. He rocked into her furiously, causing her moans of wild forbidden pleasure to fill the bedroom as the first pleasurable waves of a mighty orgasm started to make their presence known to her.
"Oh that's it baby, don't stop . . . God, don't stop," she whispered as he continued to pump into her with a loving forcefulness that nearly took her breath away.
It was a story booking ending to a story book sort of night as mere seconds after the most powerful orgasm of her life washed completely over her, he came hard with a shuddering little yelp before falling limp against her.
Wrapped in their spooning position, his slowly shrinking cock still buried inside of her, they both slipped off into a quiet slumber.
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The Queen: Desire is Eternal
He knew no keener seduction than her languorous beauty, wholly exquisite and infinitely exciting, she was-- he was certain-- the cause of many a restless boy's forbidden dreams
Her mature figure was fraught with a maddening luxuriousness of resplendent curves with the most beguiling being a set of significantly sized, highly curvaceous breasts. The lips of this ancient beauty were full, both half pouting, half smiling, adding a decadent touch to her otherwise rich Circean face.
Her perfectly glowing complexion, deficient of any visible defects, could be described as being light brown, the color of wheat maybe, while being darker than fair, but slightly lighter than dusk.
The figure possessed a mane of midnight black hair, flowing down and just past her perfectly sculpted shoulders adding only to the unhallowed regal beauty radiating from her flesh while weaving a spell about the heart of the poor boy . . . and his mother.
Who was she? That, indeed, was the burning question. The boy had no idea other than she must have been a big deal sometime in ancient history, otherwise she would not now be residing in the library of their large country estate just outside of London.
His mom, Dr. Matilda Breckenridge, was a professor of Ancient Archology and thus well versed in the study of ancient peoples, but yet when he asked his mom who this enchanting, perfectly mummified beauty might be his mom had no answer . . . as of yet anyways.
The perfectly preserved body of this apparently ageless wonder was found in the foothills of the Himalayan Mountains near Kathmandu. Dr. Breckenridge, in charge of the expedition, supervised the careful excavation of the perfectly preserved body while marveling at it being in such a highly perfected state of preservation.
She guessed, based on the burial shroud covering the body and some of the other various artifacts uncovered next to it, the body must be many, many centuries old. How old, with any accuracy, she could not rightly say, but she meant to find out.
Matilda accompanied the body back to her country estate, just outside of London, where the body would be interned for a period of roughly seven days before being turned over to The British Museum for further study.
After securing the body in the library of her large estate, Matilda told her eighteen year old son, Malcolm, not to disturb the shrouded figure, but it was too late.
Malcolm, having already caught a fleeting glimpse of the shrouded figure while her mom's helpers were placing the body in the library, badgered his mother, non- stop, all through the afternoon to let him see her discovery up close. After she finally relented, and he was able to get his first real good look at her, he became instantly smitten.
Day One--Late Evening
Malcolm waited to the house was deathly quiet, it was just before midnight, before stealing downstairs to the library and sneaking inside. After carefully shutting the door, he turned on his small flashlight in the wholly dark library.
Panning the beam about the cozy library, he searched for the shrouded figure before discovering it stretched out on a blanket in the middle of the library floor in front of the old brick fireplace.
He crouched down on his knees next to the prone figure. She was covered up to her neck with a white burial shroud looking blanket of sorts. Concentrating the small beam of light on the shrouded woman's face, he sat there for a good ten minutes, memorized by her captivating beauty. To Malcolm's wide staring eyes, the beautiful blanketed figure did not at appear deceased, but instead simply appeared to be in a coma like state of slumber.
After stealing back out of the library and back upstairs to his room, young Malcolm's mind was full of questions, dreams, and desires.
Day Two Morning
When he came down for the breakfast in the morning his mom was pacing back and forth across the kitchen talking animatedly into her phone in a foreign language he did not at all understand.
While munching quietly on a muffin over at the table, he waited quietly for his mom's conversation to wind down. He just knew it was about her, about the shrouded figure in the library.
Finally, his mom clicked off her phone and turned to him.
"Good morning, Son. Did you sleep well? You want some breakfast?"
Holding up his muffin he said, "This is good for now. Was that about her?"
"Yes," Matilda answered. "Just boring stuff about your mom's work."
"There isn't anything boring about what is in the library, Mom. You know that. I mean she is so well preserved. How can someone dead that long, what hundreds of years, look so good?"
Matilda paused halfway across the kitchen before turning to her curious son. "If you want to hear what I was just told, let me make a cup of coffee first. It like really interesting, well, to me anyways but also really out there."
"I do. . . . More than ever now."
Matilda make her cup of coffee before plopping down across from her son in the small breakfast nook just off of the kitchen.
"So it's all a myth, or a legend maybe, what I was told . . . I mean you gotta take it with a grain of salt . . . or maybe a whole bag full of salt actually."
Leaning forward, his curiosity piqued, Malcolm said, using his much practiced German accent of authority on her, "Tell me everything . . . omit nothing."
"OK, officer . . . I tell," Matilda giggled. "But remember . . . it's all a myth."
"Of course," Malcolm replied.
Matilda spent the next few minutes giving a brief explanation of what she was told by the positively ancient shaman of the small village within walking distance of where her amazing discovery was unearthed.
The shaman, Amit Ammur, he was exactly ninety-nine years old, and a virtual walking history book, told Matilda in half English, half Hindi everything he knew about Matilda's discovery. In other words, he told her the myth/legend of the Moon Goddess Zora, passed down to him from his father, and his father's father before that and so on.
The year was 1763, a bare six years after the British established their hold over the country when, in some small unnamed village, a local woman, her name was Zora the Wicked, was accused of being a powerful witch by the local British magistrate.
The pious magistrate sentenced the thirty something year old Zora to be hung until dead in the center of the village, but just as the sentence was about to be carried out, a good dozen or so women on horseback swept down on the village.
Armed to the teeth, this women, loyal disciples of Zora, freed the moon goddess from the clutches of the local hangman.
After Zora's followers whisked her away to safety, a vigorous "manhunt" was undertaken to catch the wayward witch. Although Zora managed to elude capture for a good three weeks or so, eventually the British authorities surrounded the witch in the small village of Jakhane. With British soldiers closing in, and vowing not be taken alive, Zora performed one last great feat of magic, ingesting a powerful potion of her own making.
The potion, among other more important things, rendered her unconscious, and for all practical purposes as near to death as one can be without actually dying.
After having ingested the potion Zora immediately keeled over into a coma like state of apparent death.
Her well-armed followers now sought to parlay with the lieutenant in charge of the soldiers. After the parlay was granted Zora followers all agreed to lay down the arms and to surrender without a fight if only they could bury their leader in an unmarked grave of their choosing, after, of course, she was confirmed dead by the local doctor.
The British officer in charge of her capture, wanting to avoid any unnecessary bloodshed to his men, agreed to the terms, allowing Zora to be buried in secret, after being confirmed deceased by a local doctor of dubious ability.
The plan was for some of Zora followers, they had been promised leniency by the lieutenant, to go back within a short period of time to dig up the "body" and free Zora from the clutches of her death like state.
Unfortunately, all of her most loyal followers were quickly rounded up and tossed in jail or executed when the British went back on their word about showing mercy to Zora's wicked followers.
Thus according to the myth, Zora lay, undisturbed in her unmarked and well-hidden grave until Matilda's expedition unearthed her body some hundreds of years later.
Matilda then went on to tell her son of the real meat of the legend of Zora the Moon Goddess or Zora the Wicked. Of how there were numerous reports, over the years, over the decades, over the centuries even, of a beautiful glowing witch named Zora, who wandered the country side near her unknown gravesite causing periodic mischief from time to time.
All the reports had two things in common: the first being all of said sightings occurred during new moons and the second being said mischief was of a naughty, i.e. sexual kind.
More the old shaman could not, or would not say when a curious Matilda pressed him for more details . . . especially about what kind of sexual hijinks the wicked Zora was accused of performing.
"So . . . wait . . . even if that was true, about her taking the potion to fake death it doesn't explain how she is so perfectly preserved now after she must have really died so long ago?"
"Well I brought those exact points up to the shaman and he patiently explained how, and he was dead serious about this, how Zora is, in fact, not dead, but only resting still in her coma like state . . . waiting to be brought back to full life."
"That's impossible," Malcolm blurted out.
"That is what I told Amit but he kindly deferred while explaining how 'an outsider such as myself could not know of Zora's potions and how mighty powerful they really were'. Yeah, according him the potion she took, especially if she lay undisturbed, would be able to sustain life, while perfectly preserving her, for much longer than a few mere centuries . . . I think indefinitely was what he was trying to get at, Malcolm."
"What do you think, Mom?"
"I think it all a silly myth but then . . . Jesus, I mean, she is so well preserved, like she is merely sleeping and honestly . . ." Matilda leaned in close to her son before dropping her voice to a low whisper, "Now don't laugh . . . when I look at her, I don't get the sense she is dead. I get the sense she is, like I said, sleeping or resting . . . or even waiting."
Malcolm felt his heart hitch inside his chest as he absolutely possessed the exact same feeling. Finally, after a long pause, he made his confession. "You know Mom, I sense the same thing but was afraid to tell you."
"I am supposed to talk with the shaman's great granddaughter tomorrow so maybe she can tell me more . . . especially about her alleged wanderings around the time of new moons."
"Only on new moons huh? So . . . one night a month she comes alive."
"That is what Amit purported to me while also, alleging, the day before and on the day of the new moon she has been known to become more . . . active . . . whatever that means, I don't know."
"Mom, I am eighteen I can hear about stuff, even if it is about sex you know."
Matilda sighed. "Of course you can, hon, so if you want to hear about it I will just come out and say it . . . I just didn't want to scare you is all."
"I don't scare easily, Mom," Malcolm quickly snapped.
"Fine. Here it is then . . . Amit did tell me one thing about the queen's nocturnal wanderings. Legend has it they involve her alleged seductions of young teenage boys . . . virgins I mean . . . oh and apparently she also has a penchant for the mothers of the teenage boys too. The boys she went after were not actually boys but young men between the ages of eighteen and twenty or twenty one, when they are at their most fertile that is . . . as long as they were virgins . . . or so goes the myth."
Malcolm shifted in his seat uneasily. He was a virgin and the thought of Zora seducing him was causing him to sport a major woody. Said woody was then fueled to epic proportions when he thought of Zora seducing his attractive mother.
Leaning over, Matilda ruffled her son's hair a bit before saying happily, "Well we have nothing to worry about anyways, as you are, doubtlessly, considering how adorably handsome you are, not a virgin still, and furthermore, I doubt someone as pretty as our Ms. Zora would be interested in a plain Jane like your mother. "
Malcolm immediately went to his mother's defense. "Mom you are only a 'plain Jane' coz you chose to be that way. Hell, I have seen you all dressed up looking super nice when you are attending one of those fancy fund raising dinners at the museum and you look fucking awesome . . . pardon my language."
She blushed at her son's over the top praise but it was actually well deserved as Matilda was the true definition of mature beauty with an angelic face, exuding motherly beauty, framed by dark tresses of obsidian black hair toppling down to her shoulders.
Her pleasing Slavic face was highlighted by a pair of effervescent champagne brown eyes and a smile that managed to be both alluring and mischievous all at once.
Thrice weekly trips to the gym and a sensible diet ensured Matilda, even as she approached the age of forty, maintained a slender figure highlighted by a pair of nice, supple medium sized breasts.
Mainly, she kept her sculpted figure under wraps—unless she had a bit too much wine. Indeed, wine combined with the right company, served to loosen up the generally reserved doctor quite nicely.
"Thanks for saying that honey. Anyways, while it may be somewhat exciting to think about I'm sure it's all, like I said, nothing more than a silly fairytale and once I take her to the museum they will figure out how and why she is so well preserved."
"Wait . . . you are taking her to the museum? When?"
Matilda, noting the near panic in her son's voice, was more than a little amused by his reaction. "Yes but not for about another few days anyways. They are in the middle of remodeling and they have to move some stuff around to create additional space as they really don't have a proper room for her now and I told them, very forcefully, I would not turn her over so she could be stuffed in some dusty closet or musty old back room. The truth is I sort of sprung my find on them without warning. Anyways, you must know she can't stay in our library permanently."
"Yeah, of course," Malcolm said while trying to hide his disappointment before adding casually, "Yeah, well . . . anyways if the great granddaughter tells you anything . . . you know . . . interesting let me know."
Day Two Late Evening
Malcolm found himself again slipping quietly into the library shortly before midnight just as the day before. Armed once more with his small flashlight, he went straight over to the shrouded figure of Zora.
Just like the night before, Malcolm concentrated the small beam of light directly on her face.
"God you are so beautiful," he whispered before finally finding the courage, after a good minute or two of languorously staring at her, to reach one finger out. Carefully, he touched her right cheek. The skin was soft and warm, feeling utterly alive.
"Oh my God," Malcolm uttered breathlessly at the possible meaning of her warm skin and what it hinted at. Dead bodies are cold bodies, and she doesn't feel cold at all, his inner voice whispered excitedly to him
He quickly pulled his finger back but continued to stare for another good minute or so while his mind whirled with thoughts of quiet ardor over the Moon Goddess.
As he slipped out of the library and back upstairs, Malcolm chided himself for the way he hastily pulled his finger back from the warm cheek of hers.
Tomorrow night I shall be a bit braver in my explorations Malcolm promised himself before slipping off into a fitful sleep for the night.
Day Three
It was around three in the afternoon before Malcolm finally got a chance to ask his mother how the conversation went with Amir's great-granddaughter.
His mother was in the kitchen, staring off into space, sipping on a cup of tea, when he approached her.
"Hey, Mom."
"Hey yourself," Matilda responded after a brief pause.
"What are you doing? You kind of look lost in deep thought there."
"Oh I was just thinking about my conversation with Baanu."
"Ba- who?"
"Oh, Baanu, that's her name, Amir's granddaughter. It was quite interesting."
Leaning against the island counter, Malcolm, again not wanting to appear too eager, casually asked. "I will listen if you wanna tell me about it."
Matilda smiled at her son. "Maybe it would be good for me to confide in someone like yourself."
"What do you mean by that?"
"Well if I tell one of my learned colleagues at the museum they will simply laugh it off and while dismissing what I'm saying out of hand. While you, on the other hand, being both young and curious, maybe won't dismiss what the great granddaughter told me so easily, especially since you are not the cynical type to the point where you can't believe in a world that still might have a bit of magic left in it."
"I agree," he said with a proud smile. "I am young and curious and open to magical things still happening in this overly logical world of ours."
"In that case, this is what Baanu told me more or less. Now listen closely and save your questions for the end."
"Sure, Mom," he replied as they settled themselves down in the living room's small loveseat.
"First of all, the Moon Goddess Zora has several other monikers she has been known by over the last couple centuries. Zora, Queen of the Forest, Zora, Stalker of Virgins, and my favorite, Zora, Dark Mistress of Debauchery. Also, according to the legends she is much more than a simple witch. She has been called, over the years, a she-demon, a devil, a succubus even. Baanu thinks Zora is nothing less than a Raksasi, which is the female version of a Rakshasa."
Despite her admonishment not to ask any questions, Malcolm simply could not help himself. "What the hell is a Rakshasa?"
"I asked the same question of Baanu and was told in Hindu mythology a Rakshasa is a type of demon that has the power to change their shape at will and appear as animals or monsters if they are male while the female versions are called Raksasi and can appear as beautiful women. Baanu told me, most interestingly, how they are most powerful in the evening, particularly during the dark period of the new moon, but they are dispelled by the rising sun."
"Better keep the curtains drawn during the day then, Mom, so we don't disturb are resident Raksasi," Malcolm chimed in with a nervous twitter.
Matilda smiled at her son's comment before continuing. "It gets better, Son. Listen. Baanu told me if one wanted to summon Zora they can do so by worshipping her with small gifts and acts of kindness while praising her with pleasant words of endearment. But most importantly, as she lay in her state of repose, awaiting the next new moon if conditions are right, Zora should be physically pampered. This is especially so, Baanu told me, on the night of the new moon."
"Physically pampered?" he asked curiously.
"Those were Baanu's exact words, as to what that means she would only tell me it was up to one's imagination the meaning. Anyways, if one was to do all this, Zora would first become more animated as she lay resting before finally rising on this special night of the new moon to seek out and reward her admirer . . . that is to return the kindness given to her . . . in a most wicked fashion and no Baanu would not, or could not, give me any further details on what that meant."
Matilda sighed before taking a sip of her tea. Looking at her son, she noted the serious look on his intensely curious face, causing her to surmise he was not at all being dismissive to the bizarre things his mother was conveying to him.



"Now comes the real fantastic part. Leading up to the new moon phase Zora can be, if properly worshipped, more responsive and even start to interact in sly, subtle ways with her admirers. Again, Baanu would not provide many details on what that exactly meant, but only said her needs or demands would be conveyed to her admirers by soft whispers inside their heads which only they could hear and should not be disregarded but, in fact, should be obeyed without fail and without quesiton."
"Wow . . . that is wild. So it's like telepathy in a sense."
"Yes I suppose but there is more . . . something real naughty Baanu told me?"
"Of course, remember I am--"
Interrupting her son, Matilda snapped, "I know, I know, eighteen and can hear about the naughty stuff. OK, well, here it is then. On the night of the new moon as the clock chimes midnight, Zora can be brought to full life and made to serve her master if she is given the following . . . the sweet nectar of life from an innocent young virgin boy but . . . but only if the boy's mother is present and willfully and actively helping provide such nectar."
Matilda fell silent now, waiting to see her son's reaction.
After a brief moment's pause, Malcolm leaned in close to his mother. "Serve her master . . . and the master would be the one, the virgin boy I mean, who . . . who gave her this sweet nectar?"
"That is what Baanu insinuated, Malcolm. I imagine you are wondering exactly what this sweet nectar of life might be?"
As if co-conspirators in a crime, mother and son were both leaning in close to each other, their words being exchanged in soft whispers.
"Did she tell you, Baanu I mean?"
"No, and I did not ask but . . . but I can presume what it might be, honey."
"Hmm, presume away, Mom."
"You sure?"
"Yes."
"I presume the sweet nectar of life would be the . . . the, you know, the sperm of the young man in quesiton."
Both of them leaned back then, maybe embarrassed before Matilda quickly jumped to her feet. "Well that was enlightening I imagine for you."
"It was."
"Well I am off to do some research to verify what things I can of what Baanu told me."
Just as his mom was leaving the room, Malcolm called out to her.
"Mom, wait. I have something to tell you."
"What is it hon?" Matilda answered as she paused at the entranceway to the living room.
"What you said yesterday about me being adorably handsome so therefore I could not be a virgin. I know you were only joking but the truth is . . . I am."
Matilda felt her heart leap in her throat for a quick second before she regained her composure. "Its . . . It's only a myth, honey. Nothing to worry about."
"I know," he replied why wondering-- what if it's not. He found such a thought intensely exciting.
Day Three Late Evening
It was just past eleven and, once more, Malcolm was paying the queen a visit.
As he nervously approached the shrouded figure of his sleeping beauty, just as he had done the prior two evenings he bent down next to her, shining the light in her face.
Once more he was captivated by her beauty but unlike the two nights before he came bearing gifts this time. Fishing a small piece of paper out of his pocket, he flashed the light on it. After touching her cheek lightly, it felt just as it had the other night, soft and warm, he whispered, "Zora, my queen, I wrote these words for you earlier this afternoon after searching my heart. They are not perfect but they will have to do."
Adjusting the light so it shone on the stationery he cleared his throat before starting to whisper again. "I have tried my possible best to free my heart from your wicked grasp for it's not worthy of such grand beauty as yours, but, alas, my love, it is an impossible task. I love you and every single thing about you and no matter what life brings towards us, because yes I know you, somehow, someway are still alive, you'll always be my everything, my life, my lady, and my most sovereign queen."
He then bowed his head deeply before bending down to apply the lightest of kisses on each of her cheeks in turn.
For the next minute or so, Malcolm sat there, perched on his knees, just staring at his sleeping beauty while wishing her eyes to flutter open and smile at him.
He was just thinking of leaving, when he heard footsteps outside the library door. Shit someone was coming.
Moving like nothing short of a cat burglar, Malcolm leaped to his feet before fleeing across the dark library. Clicking off the flashlight, he just managed to dive behind the large sofa across the room from where Zora lay prone in front of the fireplace, before the door opened.
After hearing the library door quietly shut, he took a sneak peek out from behind the sofa wanting to see who this intruder was ruining his alone time with the queen.
Straining his eyes to see in the dark library, he let out a small exclamation of surprise when a candle being held by the dark figure flared to life. Bloody hell, it was his mother! What was she doing done here at this hour? It had to be almost midnight by now.
Malcolm shrunk back behind the sofa, praying he would not be caught before he started to consider his options. He could expose himself but then he would have to explain what he was doing there and if he was doing nothing wrong what did he hide for? He quickly dismissed exposing himself while deciding his best chance was just to remain quiet and hope his reckless position would not be exposed.
With this thought clearly in mind, Malcom risked another peek out from his hiding spot and was just in time to see his mom bending over, thankfully with her back to him, next to Zora. Sitting on the rug next to them was a small dark bag.
"Ms. Zora I brought you a couple things. I hope you don't mind."
Jesus she was talking to her!
"A brush for your hair, some lipstick, a bit of powder and blush, you know, makeup. I guess it wasn't around back then but I'm sure you will like it. Just relax and let me take care of you my queen."
Malcolm put a hand to his mouth as he watched his mother begin to brush Zora's hair.
She just called her 'my queen'. Yeah just like I did! Malcolm thought utterly amazed at this unforeseen turn of events.
He watched as his mother took some time brushing the queen's beautiful black hair before applying both the lip stick and the makeup. While his mother was mostly silent while doing this, from time to time, he could just make out her whispering something to Zora, but, unfortunately, not loud enough for him to hear.
After Matilda was done brushing the queen's hair and applying her makeup, he watched as his mother reached into the bag she had placed next to Zora.
This time his mom spoke just loud enough for him to hear. "Look I brought you this. It's one of my newer blouses. I might have worn it once. I think it will be better than that old shroud you are wearing anyways though . . . I just hope it fits you."
Malcolm watched—with bated breath-- as his mother patiently started to strip off the white shroud Zora was wearing. Being modest and afraid of being labelled a Peeping Tom if he was caught watching his mother undress the queen, Malcolm shrank back behind the sofa.
After a few minutes he risked another quick peek out and was just in time to see his mom maneuvering Zora back into place.
Reaching into the bag once more, this time his mom brought out a most shocking item: a pair of optic white lace bikini panties.
He watched—stunned-- as his mother casually hung the sexy panties from her fingertips in front of Zora. "You like them, my queen. Here let me put them on you so you are not bare down there. I bet they will look real sexy on you huh?"
Oh shit. Malcolm slinked back behind the sofa now sporting a sizable woody.
He closed his eyes, breathing deeply, trying in vain to control his raging erection. Finally, after about a minute passed he heard the library door quietly shut.
Forcing himself to stay still, he counted to a hundred slowly, wanting to make sure his mother wasn't going to return.
When the dark library remained quiet, after reaching a hundred, he finally crept out from his hiding spot behind the sofa.
He waited to he was almost next to her before turning on the flashlight.
"Wow", Malcolm whispered to himself as his mom's expertly applied makeup made Zora even more beautiful to his wide, staring eyes. Then the soft light from the flashlight slipped down. Malcolm let out a shaky breath as the simple white blouse his mom put on Zora was rather snug on the sleeping queen, especially through the chest area which was more than a little ample.
"Double wow," Malcolm breathed as he directed the beam of his flashlight directly on Zora's chest. Her large braless tits pressed invitingly against his mom's white blouse, but before Malcolm could observe more he heard a noise coming from somewhere upstairs.
"Got to go," he whispered to his queen before impulsively bending over and giving her a kiss directly on the lips as he murmured, "God you are so beautiful."
Day Four Late Evening - Malcolm's visits . . . again
Despite going to bed early and actually falling asleep, Malcolm jerked awake shortly before midnight. He tossed and turned for a few minutes as he tried to avoid thinking of the beauty that lay only one floor below him. It was hopeless as his mind kept flashing back to the way those sizable tits of Zora's pressed so damn tantalizingly against the thin material of the white blouse his mom put on her.
Like a moth drawn to the flame, Malcolm hopped out of the bed and quietly made his way down the stairs and to the library.
He was just starting to open the door when he froze. From behind the closed door he thought he heard a noise. Bending over, his ear close to the door, Malcolm held his breath, listening intently.
There it was again. A soft giggle followed by his . . . his mom's whispered voice.
Malcolm sighed as he stealthily retreated from the library door after hearing his mother let out another soft giggle.
Day Four Late Evening - Matilda's visit, arriving just prior to her son
It was just about eleven fifty that evening when Matilda's entered the library humming a soft tune. She had been out with friends that night for a late dinner and cocktails before returning home just after eleven.
After brushing her teeth, she got ready for bed, slipping on her usual sleeping attire, a blah looking oversized night shirt. She was just crawling into bed when she was struck by a powerful thought: go pay Zora a visit.
Matilda sat back down on the edge of the bed, deep in thought. Should she? After spotting the bottle of coconut oil on her nightstand, she grabbed it.
I bet the queen would like some nice midnight pampering and this is just the ticket, Matilda thought as she hopped up from the bed and started to cross the room towards the door.
Stopping, she turned and for whatever strange reason decided to check herself in the bathroom mirror.
Matilda normally was not a vain person, not at all actually, but for some reason she thought it necessary to look good for the slumbering queen.
Yeah, slumbering queen, she is not actually dead right! You really have gone off the rails on this one girl! Matilda thought to herself as she quickly appraised how she looked in the bathroom mirror.
After touching up her makeup just a bit, she started to once more cross the bedroom toward the door when she abruptly stopped again. This time she made a beeline toward her dresser as another surprising thought smacked her in the face.
The queen deserves to see me in something other than this drab nightshirt.
With this thought squarely in mind, Matilda quickly pawed through the bottom drawer of her dresser where she keep some of her "nicer" things before settling on a magenta satin chemise. It was brand new, having never been worn as of yet. After slipping on her favorite pink fuzzy robe over it, Matilda, bottle of oil in hand, headed down the stairs to the library.
She didn't need to bring a candle this time as knowing another return nocturnal visit was probably inevitable, Matilda just that afternoon left several pillars candles on the small coffee table in front of the sofa just to the side of where Zora was laid out.
After entering the library and lighting the four candles, Matilda turned to the queen.
"My makeup yesterday did you proud, my queen as I see you still are looking as beautiful as ever. Oh and I brought you a little something you might like."
Settling down on her knees next to Zora, she held the bottle of coconut oil up for her to "see".
"It's called coconut oil and, if you don't mind, I will apply a bit to your nice warm skin," Matilda told Zora.
You're talking to her as if she can really hear you girl, Matilda's wholly logical inner voice chastised her.
"She can hear me, stupid!" Matilda responded to herself in a loud whisper before starting to softly giggle at herself. It was this whispering and giggling, Malcolm heard as he was about to enter the library for his own nightly visit to the queen.
Matilda first applied the luxurious oil to the exposed skin of the queen's arms revealed by the short sleeved blouse Matilda put on her just the day before.
After carefully applying the oil to both arms, Matilda dropped her hands to the queen's fully exposed thighs. The blouse, it came down to just past Zora's waist, did little to hide the queen's nicely toned thighs.
As Matilda gently applied the oil to Zora's thighs in soft semi circles she glanced up at the sleeping beauty. Was it a trick of the soft flickering candle light dancing across her face or . . . or was Zora's lips actually trembling if ever so slightly.
Matilda leaned forward, her hands still patiently working the oil in, for a better look and that was when she first noticed it.
Pulling her hands back, Matilda stared pointedly at the queen's chest before whispering, "I could have sworn I had buttoned her blouse up fully after putting it on her yesterday."
Much to Matilda's astonishment, she now noticed how the top three buttons of the queen's white blouse were unbuttoned.
Matilda sighed as she tried to figure out how this was possible. Maybe I simply forgot to button up the blouse all the way or maybe . . . or maybe Malcolm had been in here and his curiosity had gotten the better of him.
No, he is much too shy for such a naughty thing to do as undoing the queen's blouse, mused to herself as she rejected that idea. Then a positively frightening, and deliciously exciting, idea hit her. Maybe the queen did it herself . . . as an express invitation to . . . me."
With this new and exciting thought in mind, Matilda slowly repositioned herself opposite of the queen's chest.
After taking off her robe, wanting to show off her new chemise for the queen maybe, Matilda reached out to the front of the queen's tight blouse with a pair of trembling fingers.
After taking a deep breath, thinking she would simply button her blouse back up, Matilda paused. A mischievous smile crossed her face as, instead of doing up the queen's blouse, she started to slowly undo it more, revealing inch by inch a breathtakingly beautiful pair of large, tear shaped breasts to her wide staring eyes.
After getting the blouse completely unbuttoned she pulled it back. Looking down at the queen's bare tits sent shivers up and down her spine as she picked up the bottle.
It was like she was in a daze of sorts as she slowly moved the bottle directly over Zora's chest before squeezing it. Two large streams of oil splattered down directly in the middle of those invitingly large breasts of the queen's.
"Let's see if you like this sort of pampering my queen," Matilda quietly whispered as she dropped her hands down to Zora's chest.
The queen's breasts felt warm and inviting as she patiently rubbed the oil all over them. Again, after glancing up at her, she noticed the soft trembling of the lips. This time Matilda was not so quick to judge it being nothing more than an illusion thanks to the flickering candle light.
Then it happened, inadvertently. At least that is what Matilda told herself later that night in the quiet of her room while safely under the covers of her bed, when both her thumbs, almost simultaneously, flickered gently across the queen's nipples. Almost immediately, Matilda, yes she had been staring at them, again accidentally of course, noticed how Zora's nipples were becoming . . . slightly erect!!
This could only happen if . . . if yes, my god, she really was alive! Testing her theory, Matilda flickered her thumbs, quite purposefully, across those lovely nipples making them, without a doubt, become even more erect. Matilda spent the next few seconds playfully batting the queen's nipples back and forth while resisting a wild urge to giggle as the trembling of the queen's lips increased in intensity . . . as did the erectness of her ripe nipples.
The daze Matilda was seemingly under broke then as she hopped to her feet, suddenly alarmed at the implications of what she was doing, of what had been done.
After quickly slipping her robe back on, she hurriedly buttoned the queen's blouse up—all the way this time for sure—while making it a point not to stare at her breasts again.
Feeling the need to flee the scene of her alleged crimes as quickly as possible, Matilda blew out the candles before making a speedy exit.
That night, Matilda was haunted by some deliciously wicked dreams. Maybe because she could not stop replaying in her mind how those utterly gorgeous nipples of the queen's became fully erect as she purposefully played with them.
In her dreams she found herself leaning over Zora, showering her with kisses as she felt the queen's, very lively, hands come up between her legs.
While she slept, dreaming this most wicked dream, Matilda began to unconsciously finger herself. This wicked dream seamlessly moved to another where Matilda was on her hands and knees, maybe in the library-- there was a fire nearby—being fucked, hard, doggy style.
In this most wicked dream, Zora was sitting on her knees in front of her, cradling her head in between those lovely tits of hers. As her hard fucking continued, whoever was fucking her was very well endowed Matilda noted, making her overly curious about who exactly was doing the deed.
"Turn around and look sweetie," Zora purred in her ear.
Matilda then turned and got the shock of her life for it was none other than Malcolm going to town on her.
"Oh God," Matilda moaned in both of her dream and in reality as her fingers flew furiously in and out of her pussy. "Fuck mommy harder, baby," she cried as a most tremendous orgasm washed over her.
Matilda woke up with a small shriek as her orgasm came crashing home.
"Of fuck . . . oh fuck" she whispered to herself as the memory of her dream, clear and concise, hit her hard. It took a sleeping pill to get Matilda to fall back to sleep that night.
Meanwhile, downstairs in the library a very satisfied Zora deliberately unbuttoned the top three buttons of her blouse, this time, in anticipation of the boy visiting her next.
Day #5 - early afternoon
After arriving home from an early shift at work, Malcolm found the house empty. Without thinking, he made a beeline to the library.
Not knowing where his mom was, or what time she would be home, and not wanting to be caught unaware, Malcolm hustled over to the window on the far side of the library facing the driveway. He cracked it open a bit, which would, hopefully, allow him to hear his mother pull up in the driveway if she arrived home during his visit to the queen.
After getting this chore done he was able to turn his attention to her finally. In the soft afternoon light filtering through the drawn curtains the queen looked as beautiful as ever.



Glancing down at her, Malcolm noticed two things straight away. First and foremost, he noticed how the top three buttons on the queen's blouse was, in a most tempting fashion, undone.
His cock twitched in his jeans as he stared at the swatch of pretty dark skin the partially unbuttoned blouse allowed him to see. Dropping down to his knees next to her for a closer look, he noticed the pronounced outline of her nipples pressing so captivatingly against the blouse.
"You look as lovely during the day as you do at night, my fairest of queen," Malcolm whispered to her as he bent to give her a pair of soft kisses on each of her cheeks. "I just wanted to say hi is all," he said as he began to rise to his feet before stopping.
His eyes, they simply could not help themselves, were stuck on her chest. Slowly, as if he was in a trance of sorts, he found his hands reaching out to her chest as he sunk back down on his knees next to her.
His fingers trembled as they began to fiddle with undoing her fourth button before stopping.
"You can't" he told himself in a whisper.
You can . . . don't be such a bloody pussy," his harshly critical inner voice hissed back at him.
He sat there for a quiet moment, his fingers trembling before they slowly undid the fourth and fifth buttons. He closed his eyes then, deciding he would wait until her blouse was unbuttoned completely before looking.
He was just undoing the second from the bottom button when he heard a car door slam shut out in the driveway.
In a near panic, he jumped to his feet and was about to rush out of the library when he remembered he needed to cover his tracks. Hurriedly he started to re-button the queen's blouse but for some reason, maybe because he was extremely nervous, he was finding buttoning up her blouse was more difficult than doing the opposite.
He managed to get just two buttons done up before his inner clock told him he must go.
Fleeing the library, he just managed to make it down the hall to the kitchen as his mom entered the house.
"Hey Mom," he said casually as she came bouncing into the kitchen carrying a bag of groceries.
"Hey yourself," Matilda happily replied.
Malcolm paused before blurting out something that had been on his mind for the last day. "Hey you know I was looking at the internet, just being curious and all and the next new moon phase is like real close."
Matilda paused in putting away the groceries. "So did I. It's in just a couple of days to be exact." Smiling at him, she added. "Are you worried our slumbering guest will start wandering the house then, honey?"
"Wait . . . so you don't think she is dead either. I mean you said slumbering?"
"Just words honey. I . . . don't think anything at this point. Dead, slumbering, whatever . . . I don't put labels on people remember?"
"Good non-answer, Mom, but, you know, I am not saying all that stuff you heard is true but I simply don't get the sense she is . . . well dead."
Matilda approached her son; dropping her voice to a quiet whisper, she told him, "Honestly, neither do I, hon."
They left it at that before parting ways to go about their day's business.
Day #5 Evening
After his close encounter with getting her blouse undone earlier in the afternoon, Malcolm was more determined than ever to get the job done of undoing the queen's blouse fully, but he was also very anxious to see if his mom would pay his queen another nocturnal visit like the night before. All day his curiosity raged at just what his mom did last night behind those closed doors of the library causing her to whisper and giggle so much.
With this thought squarely in mind, Malcolm headed to the library a bit early on this Wednesday night, it was just before ten, hoping to get there before his mother . . . if she was going to pay a visit.
Matilda had a late class this evening, teaching a Medieval History class at a small local college, and usually arrived home a little after ten.
After slipping inside the dark library, Malcolm hurriedly made his way over to his earlier hiding spot from the prior night behind the sofa. Hunkering down, he got comfortable while waiting to see if his mom would pay another visit to the queen.
Although it had been extremely difficult to avoid the queen's allure after entering the library, Malcolm, not wanting any distractions, purposefully avoided her, making straight for his hiding spot.
Matilda, feeling a sense of guilt from her dreams and actions from the night before, told herself all day she would not visit Zora again, but as the day wore on her feelings of guilt slowly ebbed away to practically nothing. By the time she arrived home at ten thirty, after stopping off at the nearby pub for a quick drink with one of her colleagues, and after teaching her boring Medieval History class, Matilda was ready for a little curious excitement.
Malcolm had just actually dozed off while waiting for his mom's hoped for visit when he suddenly jerked awake. The door to the library was opening.
He held his breath as his mother entered the room. As he stole a quick peek out from behind the sofa, he noted how she appeared to be carrying something but it was too dark inside the library as of yet for him to see exactly what.
Humming quietly to herself, Matilda lit the four pillar candles after setting the two small wash basins down next to the queen's body. One of the basins was filled with warm, soapy water and the other with warm, clean water.
Turning to the queen, Matilda said softly, "So I imagine it's been a while since you bathed my queen so I thought a nice sponge bath might be in order."
Giggling loudly to herself, Matilda dipped the wash rag in the soapy water before adding softly, "I hope you don't mind?"
Malcolm was just able to hear what his mom told the queen, causing ripples of excitement, she was going to give her a sponge bath, to course through his body. Adding to his excitement was the tone of his mother's voice, it had that soft sing song quality to it, along with her quiet giggling, indicating she had been drinking.
His mother was one of those button down types who was normally all prim and proper . . . until she got a couple drinks in her and then all that prim and proper nonsense went out the window.
Wanting to get a closer look, he felt safe as his mother's back was to him, Malcolm leaned further out from behind the safety of the sofa.
Matilda was just about to wash the queen's bare arms up and down when she stopped. "What is this," she said in a scolding voice, "your blouse is unbuttoned again, my queen and I know, for sure, last time, I buttoned it up all the way. And now look, four buttons are undone."
Matilda giggled again before adding, "Hmm, I think some queen is being naughty and trying to draw attention to herself by undoing her blouse."
Dropping the soapy wash rag back into the water, Matilda told the queen. "Fine then . . . I guess I will just finish what you started. I got to take the stupid thing off anyways if I wanna give you a proper wash up."
Malcolm stared, his heart beating faster as he clearly heard what his mom told the queen. Sadly though, his view was mostly blocked by his mom as she patiently undid the queen's blouse before gently lifting her up and stripping it off.
There was nothing "inadvertent" about what happened next as Matilda's eyes fell purposefully on Zora's full sized breasts. "My, my," Matilda whispered, before breaking out in soft giggles again, "but you do have a gorgeous set of knockers my queen."
Despite how he strained to see, from his angle and with his mom's body blocking his view, Malcolm simply could not get a glimpse of those "gorgeous knockers".
Starting with Zora's arms, Matilda slowly ran the soapy wash rag up and down them several times before moving it to her neck and shoulders.
"I hope the water is warm enough for you," she told Zora as she dabbed at her face with the soapy rag. Switching to the other wash basin with the clear water, she used a fresh wet rag to clean the soapy residue off the queen's warm skin.
Next, using the soapy wash rag, Matilda carefully washed the queen's tummy. Like the rest of her body, the queen's tummy was well toned, showing nary a hint of fat.
After rinsing her tummy off with the clean rag, Matilda turned her attention to the queen's lower legs and feet. After giving them a quick wash and rinse she next moved the soapy rag up to her firm and fit thighs, washing right up to the very edge of the white panties Matilda put on her just two days ago.
After rinsing off her thighs, Matilda's excitement grew to a near fever pitch. There was only two basic areas she had not washed as of yet on the queen's body: her breasts and between her legs.
Thinking of washing either of those areas caused Matilda no small measure of excitement.
"Well I should be through so unless you tell me otherwise my queen I am going to take my time and wash up those beautiful breasts of yours, making them all nice and clean, huh?"
Matilda feeling both bold and silly, thanks to the alcohol, waited a good ten seconds for the queen to respond.
"Well I guess your silence means it's OK," Matilda chirped as she dipped the wash rag into the soapy water.
Matilda ran the wash rag up and down the entirely of the queen's breasts while mixing in a couple of nice surreptitious squeezes.
"Oh my . . . but you do have a pair of firm breasts my queen," she whispered to Zora before dipping the rag into the soft valley between her breasts.
After taking her time washing up the queen's tits with the washcloth, Matilda dropped it in the soapy water with a loud plop. Bringing the warm clean rag over to her chest, Matilda again took her time in rinsing off the queen's tits while again mixing in a couple exploratory little squeezes of her ripe melons.
"Now, last but not least, I suppose I should wash between your legs my queen."
Before she could lose her nerve, Matilda slipped the soapy rag under the queen's panties after parting her thighs.
"Oh God, I can't believe I am doing this," Matilda whispered in a voice quivering with excitement as she slowly ran the rag up and down the folds of the queen's vagina.
This was the first time Matilda ever touched another woman's vagina; somewhat surprisingly, it was giving her such untold excitement as to make her very own pussy wet.
Quickly now, she switched rags as an old friend paid her an unwelcome visit: guilt.
After hurriedly rinsing off the queen between her legs, Matilda gathered up everything and got the queen's blouse back on, before literally fleeing the library with her unwelcome visitor nipping ferociously at her heels.
Once upstairs, in the safety of her bedroom, Matilda forced her mind away from what just happened and was able to, after a bit of a struggle, slip off to sleep.
Malcolm let out a shaky breath. Although he could not observe-- in any great detail thanks to his poor angle, combined with his mom's body blocking his view-- his mom giving the queen her sponge bath, he was just able to see just enough and hear enough, to cause his cock to become a raging monster.
Not trusting himself to stay in control, Malcolm forego his plan to unbutton the queen's blouse so he could check out her tits, and instead settled for a quick peck on her check and a hurried good bye before he too fled the library.
Upstairs, tucked under the covers of his bed, Malcolm fought the good fight for about—a minute and half—before succumbing to temptation. Whacking off furiously to the thought of his pretty mother giving the queen her sponge bath, Malcolm was spurting out cum in record time.
Matilda was dreaming again and oh what wicked naughty dream it was. In her dream, the queen paid her a visit and this time Matilda was the one receiving the sponge bath from a very aggressive Zora.
During the washing up process between her legs, Zora let her fingers slip inside Matilda's pussy to do some eager and rather deep exploring, and after a good two minutes of said exploring, Matilda found herself being swept away by a tremendous orgasm as she came awake with a loud shriek—while furiously finger fucking herself.
Matilda heard it was not uncommon for women to masturbate in their sleep but never considered herself one of "those women" who would do such a thing.
As she sank back under the covers, Matilda was realizing the slumbering queen in her library was making such past considerations quickly obsolete.
Day #6 Late Evening
After her wicked dream, thanks mainly to the intense finger fucking she gave herself, leading to a wonderfully powerful climax while dreaming of Zora, a tremendous wave of guilt washed over Matilda. She was not acting professionally in regards to her discovery, but instead was being swept away by her find's beguiling beauty.
Determined to put an end to her nocturnal explorations with the queen that night Matilda took a sleeping pill, allowing her to slip off to sleep before temptation got the better of her.
Malcolm, on the other hand, was able to bury his guilt over whacking off while fantasying about his mother and the queen and happily paid Zora another visit.
His mother mentioned she was taking a sleeping pill and retiring early so Malcolm was looking forward to spending some quality alone time with his queen as he slowly approached the library door just a few minutes shy of midnight.
After listening at the door, he wanted to be sure, and hearing nothing, Malcolm slipped inside the library.
He used the book of matches he stuffed in his pocket to light the four pillar candles still sitting on the coffee table next to Zora. Leaning forward, Malcolm peered longingly at the sleeping beauty, who looked more captivating than ever in the soft light of the flickering candles.
Reaching out, he stroked the side of her face tenderly with one trembling finger as he whispered, "My queen you look . . . more beautiful than ever tonight . . . I . . . I fall in love with you every time I gaze upon you, hypnotized by your beauty."
Leaning down over her, he gave her several soft kisses on each of her cheeks, and then another on her forehead before moving his lips carefully to hers. After taking a deep breath, he pressed his lips firmly against hers. Her lips were soft and warm as he applied several light kisses to them causing his poor heart to race with untold excitement.
Whatever excitement he was feeling quickly turned to sheer terror though when he heard a soft noise over by the library door. Jerking his head up, he found the door was wide open. Worse still, his mother, with an almost sad expression on her face, was leaning up against the door jamb.
"Busted," she said to him softly.
"Mom I . . ."
"Shhh, you can explain things to me upstairs. Blow the candles out and let's leave the queen in peace, hon."
Embarrassed, Malcolm quickly blew out the candles before trudging past his mother and upstairs to his room.
Matilda, before shutting the library door, chastised Zora quietly, "Naughty queen, trying to seduce my innocent young son . . . tsk tsk."
Matilda followed her son into his room. She had awoken feeling thirsty and only went downstairs to get a glass of water before having one of those sudden feelings she needed to check on Zora, only to find her son bent over her, showering her with kisses.
"Mom, I can explain . . . I--"
Interrupting him, Matilda said, "No need to explain, honey. I am not mad. I mean the queen, her beauty is seductive, maybe even irresistible and you are young and curious, yet, watching you kiss her . . . makes me . . ."
Matilda sighed, daring not to reveal her true feelings to her son for fear of making him even more embarrassed.
When she turned and started to leave, instead of finishing her thought, Malcolm spoke up. "Makes you what, Mom?"
"Nothing, hon, we . . . we can discuss things tomorrow, maybe."
Malcolm sighed as he stripped down to his briefs and crawled into his bed. His mother was acting very strange and he just knew it was because of the queen.
Day #7 - Morning and Afternoon: One day prior to the New Moon
Both Matilda and Malcolm checked on the internet first thing in the morning, even before heading to breakfast wanting to be reassured the next new moon phase was tomorrow. It was.
Properly reassured both of them looked forward to this evening when, if the myth be true, the Moon Goddess would become more "active".
Matilda, for her part, was still on the fence about just what to do. Last night she tried to stay away by taking a sleeping pill by still awoke during the night feeling an overwhelming urge to go visit the queen. The excuse she made to herself about wanting a glass of water and that is why she went downstairs was pure rubbish. She went down to visit the queen and if it had not been for her son beating her to the punch it might have been her showering Zora with kisses last night.
Professionally she knew she should stay away from the queen, but personally . . . she was more than a little curious to find if the myth's whisperings about the Moon Goddess being more active on the night before, the night of, and the night after a new moon were true.
Malcolm, on the other hand, having no professional code of conduct to worry about, was more than a little anxious to see just what might happen over the course of the next three nights.
Over breakfast that morning, Matilda broached the subject with her son.
"Look Malcolm, I know it's on your mind and I know what you want to do."
Trying to act casual, Malcolm responded dumbly, although he was pretty sure what his mother was referring to. "What are you talking about Mom?"
"I think we both know what today is. The day before the new moon and I'm sure you remember what I told you that Baanu told me."
"You mean about how Zora can be summoned by worshipping her with small gifts and bestowing acts of kind deeds and words upon her. And how, as she lays quietly in her state of repose, just awaiting the next new moon, she should be physically pampered . . . especially on the night before the new moon. Yeah, I remember."
Matilda smiled. He remembered, point by exact point, which could only mean one thing. "You want to visit her tonight don't you? And try some more of that physical pampering I am guessing."
"I don't know," he mumbled thinking eventually she was going to severely chastise him for catching him kissing her last night.
"Well if you do hon . . . just remember, she is a queen and as of such you best treat her that way."
Most surprising, apparently, that was all his mom had to say on the subject as she picked up their dirty dishes and disappeared into the kitchen.
That afternoon, as soon as his mother left the house for a meeting at the museum about her guest, Malcolm scurried off to the downtown shopping district.
Taking Baanu's advice to heart, Malcolm spent the afternoon visiting several different jewelry stores, searching among them for a gift befitting a queen. Nearly two hours later, he left downtown some four hundred pounds poorer while being the proud owner of a mini 14k white gold bracelet, featuring a small heart shaped pendant.
Meanwhile, directly after her meeting was over, Matilda too headed downtown—to buy a gift of her own for the queen. After getting the gift she just happened to pass by one of downtown's chic sex shops. Curious, of course she wouldn't buy anything, she ducked inside.
Day #7 Early Evening
Over dinner that evening both mother and son did something unusual: they blantantly lied to one another.
"Are you going to visit the queen tonight, Son?" Matilda directly asked Malcolm about halfway through their quiet dinner.
"I don't know. You?" he replied while knowing full well he was planning on visiting her. After all he had an expensive gift to bestow upon her.



"I doubt it. After all, it's just a myth, you know, about her coming alive if you pamper her, if you shower her with gifts."
"Of course it is, Mom," Malcolm said verbally while silently believing the opposite.
"I think I will just go to bed early tonight, take a sleeping pill, and get some good rest. She had caused enough mischief already."
"Me too then. I mean about going to bed early, not the pill part and I agree . . . she has caused enough mischief. Too much maybe."
They both knew their spoken declarations to be false as they both very much planned on visiting Zora that evening.
They both retired for the evening around nine with Malcolm setting his alarm for 11:30—as did Matilda.
Day #7 - Late Evening
Malcolm, dressed in a pair of gym shorts and tee shirt, arrived first as it simply took Matilda a bit longer to get ready since she took a few minutes to apply a bit of makeup before visiting her queen while Malcolm only did a hurried wash up before brushing his teeth and combing his hair neatly.
He paused at the door, leaning down to see if he could hear anything. He half suspected his mother had been lying about having no plans to visit the queen.
When he heard nothing for a good thirty seconds, he slowly pushed open the library door before letting out a sigh of relief when the room was both quiet and dark.
He nervously slipped inside, his gift in one hand, his small flashlight in the other.
He was about to flick on the flashlight when he froze. He heard a noise coming from just outside the library door.
There was a couple floorboards just outside the door which tended to groan loudly when stepped on and as Matilda, just like her son earlier, paused before the closed library door, listening, she made the mistake of shifting her weight, causing one of the floorboards to groan loudly in the silent house.
Malcolm, tip toed hurriedly across the library before quickly slinking down behind the sofa—just as the library door opened.
He watched the dark figure enter and then pause before lighting, first a match, and then the four tall pillar candles on the coffee table next to the queen.
As the candles flared to life one by one, Malcolm spied his mom, looking quite fetching in a white satin robe, settle down next to Zora before pulling out a black velvet case jewelry case.
The case contained a pair of lavish diamond stud earrings Matilda bought the queen just that afternoon.
As Malcolm continued to peer out from behind the sofa, he prayed whatever he was about to witness would be as nice as the sponge bath the other night.
"These are for you my beautiful queen," Matilda whispered as she opened the case, tilting it forward for the queen to examine.
Giggling when the queen failed to respond, Matilda whispered again, "I take it your silence is one of awe over my beautiful gift."
Earlier, as she was getting ready, wanting some liquid courage, Matilda downed two glasses of wine and was feeling rather playful and light hearted as she slipped inside the library.
"I will take the liberty of putting them on for you my queen."
Matilda carefully put on the diamond floral earrings before leaning back.
"Hmm, they look nice on you my beautiful queen," she whispered before adding, "As they should considering the money I spent on them."
Reaching out, Matilda carefully stroked the side of Zora's face. She looked glowingly beautiful tonight . . . and more alive than ever. Oh and I see . . ." She paused, giggling again. "Your poor blouse is half undone. Hmm, did I do that? I think not my naughty queen."
Running her finger through her silken black hair, Matilda dropped her voice to a sultry whisper as she spied the bottle of coconut oil she had left there the other night.
"Maybe you undoing your blouse for me is . . . is an express invitation to rub some more of the luxurious coconut oil all over those gorgeous tits of yours my queen. Hmm, I think maybe you would like that?"
Then it happened, causing Matilda to let out a small shriek. Zora, The Moon Goddess, spoke to her, albeit it, silently that is.
As clear as anything a perfectly feminine voice spoke-- in English-- inside of Matilda's head.
"The queen liked your coconut oil the other night. Do it again!"
Matilda put a hand to her mouth, suppressing a loud shriek.
It was true! Baanu was right!
Matilda, hurriedly jumped to her feet, to grab the oil as her mind whirled. Remembering some of what Baanu told her exactly-- Zora can be, if properly worshipped, more responsive and even start to interact in sly, subtle ways with her admirers while her demands will be conveyed to her admirers by soft whispers inside their heads.
She had discounted it as pure myth at the time but now with the myth proving to be real, things were definitely trending in a most exciting way.
As Matilda grabbed the bottle of oil she recalled something else Baanu told her. It was something about how the queen's demands should not be "disregarded but, in fact, should be obeyed without fail and without quesiton".
"Well, it appears I am now one of your subjects my queen since you have woken from your quiet slumber."
Almost immediately there was a harsh reply inside of Matilda's head.
"You would do well to remember that my dear doctor. Obey and you shall be rewarded, but to do otherwise will invite my wrath which I would take out upon that adorably cute son of yours."
Matilda actually bowed her head then before sinking down to her knees as she whispered, "Obey I shall, my queen, but please impart on me your secrets."
"All in due time, but for now . . . pamper me with some more of that wonderful concoction you called coconut oil."
"And just where would the queen like to be pampered first?"
"Much like last time, start with my arms and legs and go slow, allowing both of our anticipation to grow . . . along with his."
"His, my queen? You mean Malcolm?" Matilda asked as she dumped some of the oil on her hands.
"Of course. He is here . . . watching from behind the sofa."
Matilda started to turn, but stopped when she heard Zora's commanding voice barking at her inside her head. "Do not turn around. We shall put a nice show on for him."
Matilda quickly turned back as her excitement grew at the thought of her son watching them from his not so secret hiding spot.
Starting with her bare arms, just as before, Matilda quickly worked the oil up and down before letting her hands slip down to the queen's firm thighs.
Glancing up at her, she noticed, despite the loud voice she just heard barking inside her head, the queen still appeared to be slumbering quietly.
As she worked the oil up and down her arms she risked a question. "Please, if you don't mind me asking, how do you know English so well my queen?"
"I listen and learn doctor, much like you I imagine. Now concentrate on being an attractive woman who is offering pleasures to her queen . . . and not on being a boring doctor full of inane questions."
Properly cowed, Matilda didn't reply . . . or to ask any more questions.
Moving down to Zora's thighs, she carefully worked the oil in small circles going right up to the very edge of her pretty panties.
"Now let's liven up the show for you son, doctor. Help me rise up so I am leaning back on my arms. Talk to me, just loud enough so he can hear, tell me to do it. Act as if you are in command of me while remembering I am actually in command and if you hear my voice inside that pretty head of yours you must obey."
Matilda smiled at the queen sweetly, indicating she was more than willing to play along as she pulled her hands off the queen's thighs.
"Now let's get you up," she spoke aloud to the queen. "Sit half way up and lean back on your hands."
Matilda helped the queen rise up with some gentle prodding while noticing she was yet to open her eyes before there was some more soft commands being whispered in her head.
Enthusiastically following along, Matilda spoke aloud again. "OK I am going to take your blouse off my queen so I can finish up applying the oil to your tummy and then to . . . those gorgeous tits of yours."
Upon hearing this, Malcolm's cock grew instantly hard as he watched while his mom patiently unbuttoned the queen's blouse. This time, most fortuitously, his view was not blocked as his mother was on the opposite side of the queen's body away from the sofa.
Malcolm view was fixed like a laser on the queen's chest as mom slowly undid Zora's blouse before deftly stripping it off of her.
"Jesus they are beautiful," Malcolm whispered to himself as he stared with unabashed hunger at Zora's beautiful tits. They were large, dark, and tear drop shaped and glowed with an impossible beauty in the muted candle light.
Once she got her blouse off, Malcolm watched his mom maneuver the still slumbering queen around before she began to talk to her again.
"OK sit up my queen as I want you comfortable. Legs straight, hands on your knees . . . that's it."
The queen was really a vision of pure, absolute beauty to Malcolm as she sat there, completely naked except for the skimpy panties, hands on her knees, head tilted down, seemingly still in some kind of semi coma.
More instructions were hurriedly whispered to Matilda as she picked up the bottle of coconut oil. "Now I am going to pamper those regal and most majestic tits of yours my queen with my coconut oil making them all nice and soft and shiny."
Moving behind the queen, Matilda sank down to her knees as she slowly kneaded her shoulders first before letting her hands slip down to gently cup both of the queen's boobs.
"Your tits are so nice and firm, my queen and so very beautiful."
Using infinite patience, Matilda worked the oil into them with an abundance of tender loving care.
It was this TLC applied by his pretty mom to the gorgeous queen and her magnificent breasts that soon had Malcolm literally panting with forbidden excitement as his cock grew to epic proportions of hardness.
And then things really started to get hot as he watched his mom, still being fed the naughtiest of commands by the horny queen, move around to the front of Zora before gently pushing her onto her back.
Reaching down, she carefully removed the queen's panties before tossing them aside casually.
"I have some special oil to apply between your legs my queen. It's actually all natural." Matilda spit on the palms of her hands before licking on the index and middle fingers of both of her hands.
Her heart beating wildly, Matilda slipped one hand down and in between the queen's legs. Using the palms of both hands, she alternated rubbing Zora's pussy before slipping one finger up and inside of her causing the queen to hiss audibly.
Making her voice nice and firm, Matilda whispered loudly "Hmm you like that you regal bitch. I bet you do. I . . . I am going to make you come so hard you will be the one worshipping me you, bitch."
Matilda worked her fingers in faster now, making the queen moan quietly as she started to squirm all over the plush rug.
Malcolm was actually starting to undo his jeans in a prelude to jacking off as he viewed the show but then stopped. He couldn't risk it. He would wait until his mom left.
Matilda dropped down between the queen's legs as she parted them wide with her hands. "I am going to feast on your royal pussy now my queen and make you beg like a common wench for me to make you come."
Although Matilda had never went down on a woman before she knew exactly what to do . . . or thought she did as she simply would do what she liked having done to herself.
She swirled her tongue all around the queen's wet opening several times as she continued to work her finger in and out, in and out, making the queen moan louder from her tender attentions.
Replacing her finger with her tongue, Matilda started a most gentle assault on the queen's royal clit, first as she flickered her tongue over it several times lightly before giving it a trio of slow languorous licks.
Zora, squirming all over the plush rug as if she had been hotwired, now demanded loudly inside of Matilda's head to "make me come."
Matilda redoubled her efforts to tease the queen by first pulling back, breaking contact completely, before saying in a teasing whisper, "Aww, how sweet, some regal bitch wants to come. Hmm, I don't think I have teased you enough yet my queen."
Lowering her mouth back down so it was hovering mere inches away from Zora's royal treasure box, Matilda blew gently on the queen's clit as she stroked it tenderly with the back of one finger.
"Hmm, nice and moist you are my queen" she whispered before lightly flickering her tongue all around her swollen clit.
Zora moaned louder than ever as she once again demanded her subject make her come. This time the doctor would comply.
Taking a deep breath, Matilda resolved she would not come up for air again until the job was done. She started by spraying the entirety of the queen's vagina with dozens of light kisses before she started to flicker her tongue across her clit while using her thumb and index finger to tenderly massage it.
Applying ever increasingly pressure, Matilda flickered her tongue faster across Zora's clit while working her finger up and inside of her deeper and faster.
Zora, wriggling all over the rug, came hard after a good minute or so of these tender attentions.
"Well . . . I guess the queen should be pleased as I obeyed her commands huh?" Matilda announced loudly, for her son's benefit, "And made her come like a common wench."
Malcolm observed her mom carefully getting Zora dressed again, wishing she would hurry and get out of there so he could get down to business. His plan was simple at this point. He would go over to the queen and after presenting her with the necklace, he would pull out his cock and jerk off . . . while gazing at his queen's infinite beauty. This was all based on the assumption the queen would still be slumbering quietly.
After his mom blew out the candles and left, as she was instructed to do by the queen, he proceeded with his plan.
He waited a few minutes, considering his state of affairs down there, it was a long few minutes, wanting to make sure his mother was not coming back, and when the library remained silent and dark he slowly crept out from his hiding spot.
After he relit the candles, he sank down next to the queen on his knees. Peering at her closely, she appeared to be still in her coma like sleep, he whispered, "I have something for you my beautiful queen."
Pulling out the bracelet he held it up. "I hope you like it. Its fourteen carat white gold."
Nervously, he lifted up the queen's right wrist before carefully attaching the bracelet around it.
Pulling back, he licked his lips nervously, almost afraid to take the next step.
Stop being a pussy, his inner voice barked at him. Undo her fucking blouse, pull out your cock and then jerk off. Maybe you will get lucky and spew some cum on those gorgeous tits of hers.
His naughty inner voice then began to cackle manically at the thought of squirting a load of cum all over those regal breasts of hers.
"No . . . I won't do that. I won't disrespect my queen in that way," Malcolm announced loudly, almost angrily.
I will go jerk off in the privacy of my bedroom allowing the queen to rest in peace, Malcolm firmly decided.
He actually started to rise to his feet before he stopped.
Thinking aloud he whispered, "But I, at the very least, should get a small peek at them . . . while giving her a kiss or two."
Reaching down, he started to anxiously undo her blouse and after getting it undone all the way, he was finally allowed an up close and personal look at the queen's tits . . . and became lost.
"Jesus they are so beautiful," Malcolm whispered as he stared at these perfectly tanned globes of pure beauty.
Before he could even stop himself, his prior promise to not disrespect her all but forgotten, he was undoing his jeans as he leaned down, his passion raging out of control as he rained a series of sloppy kisses on her lips.
He had just pulled back from the last of his messy kisses and was reaching out to fondle the queen's bare tits when disaster struck.
Waiting just outside the library door for her queen to give the command to enter, Matilda nervously shuffled her feet.
"Go . . . enter now . . . quietly . . . and then, at first chastise the boy for being naughty and then . . . just do as I command."
Matilda quietly nodded her head in ascent as she carefully pushed open the library door, ever so slowly so it would not make a noise, before stepping inside.
She smiled as Malcolm, totally oblivious to her presence, started to stretch his hands out toward the Zora's luscious tits. She noted how, not surprisingly, he had already undone the queen's blouse all the way fully exposing those luscious tits. Doubtlessly, he was planning on fondling them a bit before jacking off.
The queen gave Matilda her instructions then. "Make yourself known to him. Show him you are both angry and disappointed."
"Malcolm . . . just what the bloody hell do you think you are doing!" she barked at him.
"Malcolm jerked his head up. "Jesus Mom you scared me. I was ju--"
Interrupting him sharply, she hissed, "You were just nothing, Malcolm. I know what you were planning on doing."
Marching over to him, she stared down. The bulge was evident even as he fumbled to do up his jeans.
"Go wait for me, over there on the sofa, while I do up her blouse. Thank God I got here before you did something really stupid."
"Mom I--"
"Go I said."
"Fine," he said as he staggered to his feet. "But can I just go to my room and maybe we can talk about this tomorrow."
"No, we talk about it tonight. Now go to the sofa and sit down and wait for me before I get real mad."
Like a scolded dog, Malcolm retreated across the library over to the sofa.
While buttoning up the queen's blouse, Matilda received her marching orders from the queen on just how to handle things with her son from this point forward.
After getting her blouse done up again, Matilda sat down on the sofa next to her son and before she could even say a word he was falling all over himself apologizing.
"I am really sorry, Mom. I . . . won't see her again. I won't come down here again."
"I am afraid it's too late for that, Malcolm You can't shower her with gifts, with attention and kisses and then simply ignore her. You will put both of us at risk if you do that."
"Mom what do you mean . . . at risk?"
"Shhh," she whispered to him before glancing furtively in the queen's direction. "We can't talk about that now but instead can we talk about me for once? I mean, basically, ever since she arrived, I have felt invisible around here. All your attentions anymore seemed to be focused on her. Sad fact is honey, I am jealous . . . especially after I spotted the expensive diamond bracelet you gifted her."
"It . . . it wasn't that expensive, Mom and I had some extra money because I won big at me and the guys monthly poker game."
"Really. Well I really doubt that the bracelet was cheap, but anyways prior to her coming here, you doubtlessly would have spoiled your mother with some small gift after winning at poker, but now thanks to sleeping beauty over there, your mom is all but forgotten. At least you have your priorities straight."
"Mom, I'm sorry. It was just, you know, curious to see what might happen if I did spoil her with some small gifts."
"I can tell you what happened," his mother told him softly, blinking back tears, "Your actions indicate you want her more than me."
Looking down, Matilda, not acting in the least, began to sniffle. "It makes me overly tense and hurts my feelings . . . such thoughts."



"Mom I'm sorry," Malcolm offered before reaching out to grasp her hands.
"Really? Is that all I get. A lame apology and a bit of hand holding. Before, whenever I was feeling tense, you would have offered to give me a nice back rub at least."
"A back rub. I can do that," he replied eagerly. "Why don't we go out to the living room and get comfortable and I will give you a nice massage."
"I am comfortable here, honey."
"You want me to give your massage here," he replied before glancing doubtfully across the room at the queen. Somehow, the thought of giving his mom a massage in front of her, seemed a dubious proposition.
Glancing over at the queen also, Matilda said quietly, "I want her to watch as you prove something to both me and her as the regal bitch needs to see she is not the only one you care about."
Fixing her son with a deadly serious look, Matilda added, "So I want you to give your mom a super nice massage . . . in front of her and you shall do this if you really care about my feelings."
"Of course I care about your feelings, Mom. I love you."
"Then show me. Give me my massage without holding back and prove to me . . ." She pointed now at the queen before adding, "And to her that you love me best."
He had just started to rub on her shoulders when she stood up saying, "My robe is just going to be in the way. I better take it off."
After slowly stripping off her robe, Matilda settled back down on the sofa next to her son. Under her robe, she was wearing a matching charcoal grey bra and panty set.
As Malcolm hands skated back and forth across her shoulders and then up and down her back for a good minute or two, gently massaging her soft skin, Matilda let out a gentle sigh.
"Does that feel good, Mom?" he whispered.
"It does but if you wanna really make me feel good you are going to have to show me you are willing to pay me the same attentions like you were planning on showing the queen before I showed up."
"I . . . I . . ." he stammered nervously wondering if his mom knew exactly what attentions he had been planning on paying to the queen. "I was just talking to her," he lied.
Matilda sighed heavily. "You shouldn't lie to your Mom, honey. It makes me sad." she whispered gently. Standing up, she turned to face him. "
"I'm sorry," he whined, staring up at her.
"Sorry enough to show me. Show me what you were about to do before I walked in but do it to me, do it to your mom instead. Here . . . Reaching down, she gently took his hands in hers, guiding them up to her bare tummy. "I will help you get started."
Malcolm was too stunned to resist as his mom dropped her voice to a sultry whisper, "Now show me. Go ahead baby. Do to me what you were about to do to her."
Nudging his hands upwards she closed her eyes while subtly thrusting her chest out toward him. After a brief pause, Malcolm's hands began to ascend northward.
Slowly, ever so slowly, Malcolm slid his hands toward his mom's beckoning tits, expecting to wake up at any time from this mad dream. After his hands were just under the soft rise of her tits, he shyly paused, wondering if his mom really was OK with what he was about to do.
As if she had been reading his mind, his mom urged him on. "Gone on baby, show your mother you are willing to fondle her breasts just as were the queen's."
Malcolm's hands carefully slide up and over the fullness of him mom's bra clad tits. As he slowly began to fondle his mom's tits through her nice bra he took a glance upwards. His mom's face was tilted down, her eyes seeming to sparkle as she quietly watched him fondle her breasts. There was a serious look of quiet contentment on her pretty face as she used one hand to push aside of her pretty black hair back behind her left ear.
He heard her let out a gentle sigh as he tentatively gave both of her deliciously firm breasts a gentle squeeze.
Then it was Malcolm's turn to hear the queen's soft voice inside his head. "Go on sweetheart, unhook your mom's bra . . . she won't mind."
Instead of obeying, like his mother, Malcolm, caught off guard, froze.
Matilda first saw him freeze before a questioning look crossed his face as he tilted his head to one side—as if he was listening to someone he could only hear and she knew: the queen was secretly talking to him inside his head.
"Obey her, Malcolm . . . please for both our sake's," Matilda whispered to her son.
"Mom I--"
"Obey your queen, boy!" the queen fairly shouted at him inside his head. "Prove yourself worthy of my attentions and it starts with strict obedience."
Matilda smiled as she watched her son drop his head in submission as he whispered, "Yes, my queen, I shall obey."
"Good now do as I commanded earlier and unhook your Mom's pretty bra."
Malcolm looked up at his mother wanting some sort of reassurance from her. Matilda, sensing as much, whispered, "What did she tell you to do, honey. Tell me exactly what she commanded you."
"She said . . . 'Unhook your Mom's pretty bra?'"
"Hmm, OK . . ." Matilda whispered as her heart began to thunder inside her chest as the queen's voice hissed inside her head, "Help the boy. He is shy and unsure of himself."
Matilda smiled down at him again before whispering, "Your Mom's bra unhooks in the front baby . . . here let me show you."
She carefully pushed his hands up to the front of her bra, allowing his inexperienced fingers to claw vainly at trying to get the intricate clasp holding her bra shut unhooked.
After several awkward attempts Matilda reached down, pushing his hands away. "Here let your mom unhook her bra for you. I'm sure our queen won't mind."
Malcolm stared, hard, watching his mother reach down and undo her bra before carefully pulling it off, revealing a pair of perfectly shaped mounds of joyful pleasure to him.
Tilting her head to one side, she whispered, "Do you like them honey? They're . . . they're not as big as your queen's."
"Oh God Mommy I love them. They are . . . beautiful."
"Go on, you can touch them, sweetheart," the queen urged him gently with another quiet whisper inside his head. "Show your mother how much you like them."
Malcolm ran his hands all over his mom's tits, mixing in a few gentle squeezes along the way, and when his playful fingers ended up inadvertently dancing over his mom's nipples he noticed how she let out a sharp hiss.
The queen watched the action with half lidded eyes as she whispered more instructions to the boy. "Your mom has extremely sensitive nipples, hon. Take advantage of this and make her squirm."
Malcolm delightfully obeyed as he flickered his fingers slowly, tenderly across his mom's fully erect nipples making her sigh louder and louder with each passing flicker.
The queen's voice, husky with desire, now rasped inside of Matilda's head. "Invite him to suck on them, bitch!"
Matilda glanced over at the queen. In the dim light of the library she could not be sure but it almost looked like her eyes were open and she was watching them. Taking a deep breath, preparing to plunge into the deepest yet of forbidden waters, she whispered to her sweet, innocent son, "Honey can you . . . can you suck on your mom's boobies. Please, sweetheart."
Slipping one hand around the back of his head, Matilda guided her son's eager mouth to her ripe boobs. Closing her eyes, she thrust her chest out subtlety, offering up her tits as sacrificial lambs to his hungry mouth.
The library was soon filled with the quiet slurping sounds of Malcolm keenly suckling on his mom's nice medium sized tits.
"Oh God, don't stop, baby," Matilda moaned softly as he pulled back slightly, if only to catch his breath after a prolonged suckling session.
"Grab his hand, guide it between your legs, slut," the queen barked at her.
Matilda happily obeyed, reaching down, she grasped Malcolm's hand in hers, shoving it inside her panties as she whispered harshly to him, "Play with your mommy's pussy, sweetie as you suck on her tits."
Malcolm fingers eagerly explored the depths of his mom's womanly essence, liking the way her pussy was so wet and soft.
The queen again spoke softly to him, guiding his actions with soft instructions whispered inside his head.
"Explore the depths of her womanhood. Slide a finger inside of her, sweetie. Push it in and out several times, then add a second finger . . . and keep sucking on those beautiful tits of hers."
Matilda was getting turned on beyond any hope of even thinking of trying to keep things decent between them. Fully under the queen's tutelage, she allowed herself to sink further into this wholly forbidden drama.
Her moans were getting louder and more pronounced as a tremendous orgasm was quickly building inside of her. Malcolm, following the queen's expert instructions on how to please a woman, was skillfully finger fucking his mom harder and harder as his ravenous mouth flew from one delicious tit to the other, slurping loudly, sloppily and most eagerly on her tits.
Matilda was just on the verge of coming when the queen snapped at her. "Pull back. The mommy whore is not allowed to come yet!"
Matilda almost disobeyed; God she wanted to come! but at the last moment she thought better of it and pulled back, allowing her pending orgasm to be snatched away at the very last moment.
Now the queen spoke to them both, simultaneously, inside their heads. "Come both of you, to my sides. Settle down next to me, one on each side."
They obeyed, of course, settling down on either side of the queen.
"Now lean over me and start kissing as you guys both unbutton this stupid blouse you put back on me."
Matilda and Malcolm paused, staring at each other over the queen.
"She is whispering still, inside your head, Malcolm?"
After he quietly nodded his head, Matilda whispered, "Mine too and we must obey. You know this?"
"Yes," he whispered back as they both leaned forward, their mouths coming together.
Together they made short work of the queen's blouse, first unbuttoning it and then pulling it open, allowing those big, gorgeous tits of hers to be exposed as they exchanged a series of passionate sloppy kisses.
"Now both of you pull back and worship your queen's mighty tits with your adoring eyes doing nothing, saying nothing until I tell you otherwise."
They broke off their kissing session to follow their queen's explicit instructions.
Both mother and son complied with her request and stared at the queen's tits for some untold time as both of their desires ramped up to nearly unbearable levels.
Finally, speaking only to the mother, the queen upped the ante of the game they were playing. "Have him stand up and help him get undressed down to his underwear while I watch."
"Stand up baby. She wants me to help you get undressed down to your underwear."
Malcolm, slowly climbed to his feet before allowing her to undress him. After completing this task, Matilda was told to guide her son over to the sofa and leave him there. Again, following the queen's instructions she told him, "Now sit down and watch your mom play with the queen a bit and if you are good, maybe we will invite you to come play with us."
Malcolm plopped down on the sofa, his cock a raging hard monster as he suspected he was going to be in for a good bit of teasing. Malcolm was properly disappointed to be shunned off to the side while, at the same time, properly excited as he was expecting to see some fireworks between the queen and his mother.
Following more instructions hastily whispered to her, Matilda grabbed the bottle of coconut oil.
"Where would you like me to apply the oil my queen?" she whispered.
"The better question is this: where do you think that adorably cute son of yours would like to see his mommy apply the oil. I think you know where, hmm."
"I know where," Matilda answered confidently as she dumped a generous amount of the oil onto her hands.
Knowing it would turn on her son immensely, she brought her hands down to Zora's chest. After gently fondling the queen's tits for a few seconds, rubbing the oil in nice and gentle like, she announced, just loud enough for her son to hear, "God the queen has such gorgeous tits. So big and firm . . . and oh yes so nice to play with. Hmm . . . see how big and bouncy they are, Malcolm?"
Using both hands, Matilda jugged the queen's tits up and down, making them bounce merrily as poor Malcolm stared helplessly.
Having an idea where this was leading, Matilda called out to her son, "Honey can you be a doll and toss over all the throw pillows from the sofa. Hurry now."
Malcolm quickly scooped up the four large throw pillows, two each from either end of the sofa, and tossed them over to her mother. Using the pillows, Matilda adjusted them under the queen so the upper half of her body was propped up nicely.
Malcolm swallowed hard. His view point of the queen's gorgeous tits, glowing from both the oil and the soft candle light, now was nearly perfect, causing his cock to go into overdrive status.
Then things got really hot as his mom snuggled herself next to the queen. Snaking a hand around the back of the still apparently semi-comatose queen, she turned her face toward her before moving her mouth to the queen's.
His mom showered the queen's face with dozens of light kisses before moving on down to her neck where the rain of kisses continued. Pulling up, she smiled at her son before snuggling her face down against the large twin pillows of Zora's chest.
Turning her face back and forth, Matilda feasted on the queen's large breasts making sure to add, for her son's listening pleasure, some loud slurping noises.
"Oh Jesus," Malcolm muttered quietly to himself as he squirmed on the sofa. Watching his mom suck on the queen's tits was maybe the hottest thing he had ever witnessed in his short life.
After an indeterminable amount of time, his mom raised up. Calling out to him, she said, "Your queen wants you to come join us, Malcolm."
He slowly stood up, painfully aware of his pronounced boner inside his simple white briefs.
As he approached them, Matilda raised up on her knees, stretching her hands out to him. Hooking a pair of fingers around the waistband of his briefs, she whispered, "The queen wants to see what you brought her and even though she appears to be slumbering still, trust me she is highly aware of her surroundings."
His cock sprang out, fully hard, as his mom carefully pulled his briefs down. After tossing them unceremoniously to the side, she motioned for him to settle down on his knees next to her.
They were both on opposite sides of the queen as Matilda grabbed the bottle of coconut oil. "Here honey, hold out your hands. You will be the one to apply a fresh, generous amount of oil to the queen's tits."
Malcolm's oiled up hands were nearly shaking as his mother carefully guided them down to the queen's waiting boobs. They felt, in a word, heavenly. Nice and firm and deliciously bouncy.
Guided by his mom soft words of encouragement, Malcolm took his sweet time rubbing the oil into her boobs until they were once more shining with an awesome beauty that made his poor cock ache with longing.
As he finished up rubbing the oil in, his mother grabbed his hands, pulling them back, whispering, "She wants to know if you are truly a pure and wholesome virgin son . . . aside from the naughtiness you just experienced with your mom a few minutes ago that is. Tell her."
After a brief hesitation Malcolm whispered, "I am my queen . . . a virgin."
His mom smiled. "Honey the queen would like to know if you would be willing to sacrifice your virginity to her, allowing her to have the supreme pleasure of being the first woman to make you come."
Malcolm stared at his mother, a little disappointed simply because he assumed, maybe he would be giving his virginity to her, to his mother; apparently that was not to be the plan.
His mother leaned forward, whispering in his ear. "You must say yes, honey despite how disappointed I am about not being the first to make you come."
Shifting his gaze to the queen, Malcolm whispered, "Yes, my queen, I will give you my virginity."
"Good," Matilda answered for the queen before moving around behind him. "Now since you find the queen's big tits to be so alluring we have decided you might like to fuck them."
"Fuck them?" he dumbly asked.
"Yes honey. Surely you are not so naïve that you don't know what it means to fuck a woman's tits."
His heart trip hammered in his heart. He knew, of course, if only thanks to internet porn and—truthfully-- he had several hot fantasies about what it might be like to fuck the queen's large tits already in the small hours of the night since he first discovered what a pair of deliciously large and immensely fuckable tits the queen possessed.
"I know, Mom," he snapped, maybe embarrassed she thought he was that naïve.
"Then show us, honey," Matilda told him as she helped him crawl up onto the queen.
Placing himself directly behind her son as he straddled Zora, she reached out grabbing the queen's hands. "Here you can at least help somewhat your royal majesty. Hold them gorgeous tits up for us OK."
Malcolm watched, his desire to fuck her tits growing to unspeakable proportions as his mom pushed the queen's hands up under her tits. Despite the fact she appeared to be slumbering still, the queen obliged them by propping her tits up with her hands.
Moving her mouth to his ear, Matilda whispered to her son, "Now snuggle that big, hard cock of yours up and in between her tits baby."
Malcolm leaned forward allowing his nice seven inch hard cock to slide easily up and in between the delicious warmth of the queen's tits.
As she ran her fingers through his hair, while snuggling her body up against him tightly from behind, Matilda whispered more naughtiness in her son's ear.
"Now what I am about to whisper to you is the queen's exact words honey so listen closely and then obey her wishes."
"OK," he whispered back as his gaze fell upon the queen's scrumptious breasts.
"She said, 'tell that adorable virgin son of yours to show how much he worships his queen by fucking her big boobs as hard and as fast as he can for as long as he can before he spurts his virgin cum all over them' That is what she said and you must obey, hon."
Wanting to show his queen he indeed worshipped her, Malcolm rammed his cock, hard, in between the queen's upturned tits before letting his cock slide back down slowly into its starting position."
"Oh that's it baby," his mom cooed to him. "But do it again, over and over again, don't stop this time. Here let me help . . ."
Stretching her hands out past him, Matilda used them to push the queen's tits tighter together making a nice tunnel of tit flesh for her son to fuck.
Malcolm, revved up by his initial thrust, now allowed his young male lust to rule the day. He started by slamming his cock in between her well-oiled tits a good half dozen times, hard and quick. By the final hard thrust he felt his pending orgasm beginning to rush home, but not wanting to come just yet, Malcolm stopped.
"Oh baby, don't stop . . . keep fucking them hard . . . until you come all over them," his mom practically growled at him. "I know you won't last much longer, but that's OK . . . we both want to see you come all over her tits."
Responding to her pleas, Malcolm focused all of his attentions on doing one thing: fucking the queen's tits. Rearing back, he banged his cock forward, hard and fast, over and over again, with each hard thrust bringing him closer to the edge.
"Oh God," he whispered, "I am . . . I am . . ." Two more firm thrusts had him spurting a load of cum all over the queen's chest.
He would have toppled forward as his muscles turned to jelly if it wasn't for his mom holding him tight from behind as the earth shattering orgasm swept over his body.



Helping him off of the queen, she whispered to him, "Good job baby. You did well . . . now lay down next to her and just watch."
Malcolm stretched out next to the queen, his muscles were still quivering, and watched as his mother used one finger to scoop up a generous portion of the white sticky cum off the queen's chest.
He continued to watch, spellbound, as she moved her finger coated with his virgin cum to the queen's mouth . . . just as the clock began to chime in the midnight hour and just as she recalled, word for word, what Baanu had told her-- On the night of the new moon, as the clock chimes midnight, Zora can be brought to full life and made to serve her master, if she is given the following . . . the sweet nectar of life from an innocent young virgin boy but only if the boy's mother is present and actively helping provide such nectar."
Smiling, Matilda delicately smeared the cum on the queen's slumbering lips before whispering to her, "Awaken my queen and receive my son's virgin tribute to your regal beauty."
After a quiet moment, while they both stared hard at the queen, she licked her lips.
Another quiet moment passed before the queen's eyes fluttered open. She smiled, her eyes dancing from Matilda to Malcolm then back to the mom. "More," she whispered. "I need all of it."
Matilda quickly obliged by using both her index fingers to scoop up the cum before feeding them one after the other to the queen who greedily licked her fingers clean . . . just as the clock struck midnight.
"Help me to my feet. I have grown tired of this room . . . despite my many exciting adventures here."
Together, a stunned Malcolm and a highly excited Matilda helped the queen to her feet.
"Where shall we take you, my queen?" Matilda asked diffidently.
Turing to Malcolm, the queen made an announcement that literally set his world on fire. "Since it was his virgin cum that brought me back fully to life I am in your son's debt until the sun rises in the morning and must do his bidding my pretty doctor."
Turning back to Matilda, the queen added, "And since you are still wholly subjugated to your queen I guess that makes you under his power also in a sense so the question is . . . where does your son want me or shall I say us?"
They both looked at Malcolm then who promptly froze. He had not been expecting to be thrust into the role as decision maker.
Recognizing his indecision immediately, Zora spoke up.
"As his mother, maybe you should offer him some quiet counsel my dearest Dr. Breckenridge?"
No sooner had Zora spoken the words aloud then she was hissing quietly inside of Matilda's head her advice, which, of course, she was obligated to follow.
Matilda leaned over to her son, whispering something in his ear making him smile.
"Yes I think I would like that, Mom."
"Good then . . ."
After the queen slipped on her blouse and panties, and his mother put back on her bra and robe, he took them both by the hand, leading them out of the library.
Playing ignorant Zora asked, "Where is the good doctor's son taking us
Matilda, by now, totally under the witch queen's wicked spell, smiled sweetly as she said, "Hmm . . . to my bedroom I imagine where he will watch his mom and the beautiful royal bitch queen play with each other a bit before he doubtlessly joins in."
After entering the bedroom, both his mom and the queen turned to him.
"What shall we do now to please you, my lord," the queen said in a quiet, diffident voice.
Malcolm glanced at his mother. Thinking that meant he wanted her advice she started to speak. "I think we--"
Much to her surprise, and maybe for the first time in his life, Malcolm snapped harshly at his mom when he said, "Mother I don't care what you think so be quiet."
Matilda's mouth snapped shut before she realized it must be the queen speaking quietly in his head, suggesting or maybe demanding he speak to her so harshly. Turning toward the queen, she cast an ugly look her way.
The queen only smiled before whispering to the doctor, "That was not me."
"Sure it wasn't you, bitch. He would never speak to me that way," Matilda quickly countered.
Malcolm, trying to warm up to his role of being in charge, quickly interjected, "No it wasn't her, mother. I am in charge and no one tells me what to do . . . and that includes the queen . . . now both of you be quiet and let me think."
Zora shot Matilda a smug look before murmuring, "Yes, my lord."
Properly cowed, Matilda looked down at the floor.
Then her son did something that made Matilda's heart skip a beat when he announced firmly, "As your lord you are bound to listen to me . . . correct?"
Both of them, in near unison, replied with a quiet, "Yes, my lord."
"Well then you are bound, especially you mother, to obey my following command as I appoint Zora, the most beautiful queen the world has ever known, to be in complete and total charge of both me and my mother for the balance of the evening. Period. Understood?"
Malcolm shot his mother a hard look as she murmured nervously, "Yes my lord, I understand."
"As you wish my lord," Zora announced quietly before shooting Matilda an evil grin.
"Good then its settled," Malcolm said before bowing to the queen. "What would you have us do your royal highness?"
"Come step closer. I have some instructions for you boy," Zora snapped at him as she continued to shoot daggers at a now rather apprehensive Matilda.
After listening to her whispered instructions, Malcolm disappeared inside his mom's closet to retrieve the items the queen requested of him.
"Now go to your bed and sit quietly on the edge of it . . . but first take that pretty robe off."
"Yes, my queen," Matilda whispered timidly before hurrying across the room.
A minute later, Malcolm returned from his mom's closet with a pair of her finest scarves; one was brightly colored and the other a dark navy blue.
Humming softly to herself, the queen took the brightly colored scarf from Malcolm before moving over to his mom. Still humming quietly, she proceeded to secure the doctor's hands behind her back with one of the scarfs before tying the dark navy blue scarf around her head, cutting off her vision completely.
After getting the doctor secured, the queen snapped at her, "Now Mrs. Breckenridge since you have no husband and no boyfriend that I am aware of . . . Before you ask how I know this let's just say even as I was slumbering in your library my powers of observation were highly attuned to my surroundings. Anyways do I presume right?"
Before his mother could even answer for herself, Malcolm cheerfully spoke up. "She has no boyfriend . . . in fact, she hardly dates at all. Too busy with work she says."
"Thank you Malcolm. Good to know. Well then she must have toys then . . . to pleasure herself with . . . am I correct in assuming this, Ms. Matilda?"
Embarrassed to admit to such a thing in front of her son, Matilda shook her head no. "I don't have toys."
"She is lying. I bet she does," the ever helpful Malcolm chirped.
"I swear if you are lying to me, bitch I will make you pay . . . or maybe him," she said as she glanced over at Malcolm, making his smile disappear quickly.
"Come boy . . . let's search your mom's room, everywhere if need be and if we find . . . anything . . ." The queen shot Matilda an evil look before she finally cracked.
"Fine," Matilda quietly sighed. "My toys are in the nightstand on the right side of the bed. Bottom drawer."
"Grab the bitch's toys," Zora snapped at him.
Malcolm, most eagerly, raced over to his mom's nightstand and after yanking the bottom drawer open found buried under a couple tee shirts and some socks a trio of items that made him smile.
The first was a large two headed dildo, aka a double dong, while the second was a strap on dildo. Last of all, he pulled out the large bottle of lube and after placing all three items on the bed, for the whole world to see, he looked at his mother who was blushing fiercely.
Taking a step closer, Zora reached out. "What is this," she said as she grabbed a small tag dangling by a string from the strap on dildo.
"It's a price tag. Maybe it's new," Malcolm readily volunteered.
"Well is it?" Zora said while shooting a hard look at Matilda that indicated she had better not try to lie anymore.
"They both are, my queen. I . . . I just bought them the other day."
Settling down on the bed, Zora smiled at Matilda. "Hmm, more gifts for the queen I presume."
Blushing fiercely, Matilda felt both of them settling down on the bed on either side of her.
Wasting no time, the queen gently turned Matilda's face toward her, and as Malcolm watched the queen slowly brought her lips to his mother's.
The bedroom was then filled with the quiet sound of their lips coming together as they began a series of hot kisses.
Their tongues slipped in and out, exploring with impassioned adore each other's mouths but before a few bare seconds had passed, acting on the queen's whispered instructions inside his head, Malcolm roughly turned his mom toward him.
Matilda soon felt like a tennis ball maybe as she was spun back and forth between the two of them while exchanging an ever increasingly series of ardent kisses.
Finally, after a long breathless minute or two, the storm of fanatical kisses abated. Her respite was ever so brief though as she found herself being roughly yanked to her feet.
The doctor sensed a pair of soft hands, they must have been Zora's, rubbing enticingly all her ass while another, rougher pair of hands, obviously Malcolm's, assaulted her breasts through her bra.
Then, once again, Matilda found herself being spun back and forth between them as they started a fresh series of loving, fevered kisses.
The wild fondling and kissing session lasted for a few breathless moments before Zora abruptly cut things off. Speaking evenly, and in that same regal, entitled tone that the doctor was beginning to despise, Zora announced, "Do you know what's going to happen to you before the night is through my good doctor?"
"N-no," Matilda answered back, although she had some thoughts on the matter.
"Your queen and that sweet innocent little son of yours is going to take turns fucking the mommy whore silly," Zora barked in a harsh whisper just loud enough to get the attention of the Malcolm.
Hearing such a matter of fact assessment of the situation, caused his already growing manhood to spring back to life quicker than he could have ever imagined after coming so hard.
After having her immediate future told to her, Matilda took a deep breath and was just letting it out when, once more, they both fell on her with ravenous appetites.
Again and again, Matilda found herself being twisted back and forth as they took turns kissing her while their relentless hands travelled up and down, exploring every inch of her semi naked body.
Matilda sighed, over and over again, as she felt both of them kissing her simultaneously on the sides of her neck. Her sighs became more pronounced when she felt their kisses began to fall further down toward her chest.
One of them, she was too far gone now to even hazard a guess to which one, clawed violently at the clasps holding her bra shut in the front before-- using brute force—ripping it open.
As the ruined bra slid down, Matilda's exposed tits were quickly assaulted when their joint kisses fell upon her vulnerable breasts.
"Oh God," she whispered as their dual tongues flickered wildly over her nipples making them spring to life.
Adding to her carnal delight was the way they were taking turns slipping their hands inside her panties, exploring her wet sex to the fullest.
Matilda's knees were beginning to get weak as their twin lustful cravings reached a fever pitch when, like her bra, she found her panties being crudely torn off her body.
Desperate, Matilda cried out, "Please my queen I . . . I need to sit down . . . you guys kisses are making my knees weak."
The queen smirked at Malcolm who grinned happily back. Grabbing her roughly around the arm, Zora pushed Matilda down into a sitting position on the bed as she growled, "Sit then and spread those legs of yours, doctor."
Matilda obeyed as she spread her legs just as Zora dropped to her knees in front of her hapless subject. Listening to the quiet instructions inside of his head from the queen, Malcolm maneuvered himself so he was positioned behind his mom on the bed while sitting on his knees.
Wrapping his arms around her, he held his mother tight as the queen went to town feasting on Matilda's pussy.
"Oh God that feels so good, my queen" Matilda hissed as the queen expertly slashed her tongue back and forth, and all around her subject's delectable mature cunt.
Despite being blindfolded, Matilda just knew it had to be the queen eating her out as she could not imagine her son, being inexperienced as such, being able to do such an expert job at making her squirm and moan with his inexperienced tongue down there.
At the same time the scurrying darting tongue was attacking her clit with impassioned vigor, her son assaulted her vulnerable neck and throat with dozens of loving kisses while using his fingers to delicately tweak her nipples.
The bound and blindfolded doctor was suffering—quite joyfully-- from sensory overload as her moans of forbidden pleasure became louder and more desperate.
Sensing she was about to tip over the edge, the queen pulled back as she had a more wicked idea of just how she would make the good doctor come over and over again like a cheap little harlot.
All it took was a subtle glance from Zora for Malcolm to pull back from his mother.
He watched as his queen, his obsession, lubed up both ends of the two headed monster.
"Pull the mommy whore back so she is laying on her back, sweetie," she told him nicely just as she settled down on the bed next to the two of them.
"Be a good girl now and lay back for your queen," Malcolm whispered sweetly to his mom as he helped her recline backwards.
"Now spread your legs again doctor as your queen is going to use her toy to play with that sweet little pussy of yours."
Matilda jerked and little out a small moan as she felt her pussy being invaded by the double dong and then . . . Oh God . . . she felt the other end of the double dildo being rubbed gently up and around her anal cavity . . . before Zora slowly pushed it up and inside of her there also.
Giving Malcolm a smile, the queen quietly gestured for him to take out his cock and put it in her mouth.
Malcolm sighed as he stroked his mom's dark hair softly while gently turned her face toward him and his waiting hardness.
Whispering, he said, "Open your mouth, Mommy as your little boy has something nice and big for you to suck on."
Matilda took a deep breath before obeying.
The bound, blindfolded doctor, now with all three of her holes filled, writhed in pure carnal delight as they treated her body like a playground.
Her squirming reached epic proportions when the queen turned on the remote control making the double dong begin to hum softly. She only waited a moment or two before adjusting the setting from one to two, causing Matilda to squirm all the more.
Malcolm, excited beyond belief as he watched the queen insert the dual headed dildo in both of his mom's holes, began working his hard cock in and out of her mouth—just as he watched while his queen began to slowly work the double dong in and out of both of his mom's holes down there.
Zora turned the setting up to three, causing Matilda to begin to thrash her body around uncontrollably, forcing Malcolm to use one hand to hold her head in place as she sucked his cock.
Finally, as part of the grand finale, the queen grabbed the remote, delightfully twisting the knob to five which was the vibrating dildo's highest setting.
Reaching down, she used a pair of playful fingers to simultaneously tweak Matilda's fully erect nipples.
The doctor- with the double dong inside of both her pussy and ass humming at its highest setting-- thrashed, twisted and squirmed as an intense orgasm of epic proportions washed over her. If her mouth wasn't filled with her son's hard cock, her moans of pure forbidden ecstasy would have filled the spacious bedroom with forbidden passion.
Instead, just as a third, and the most powerful wave of her intense orgasm washed over her, she found her mouth filled with cum as her son released a full load inside her mouth.
Knowing he came in her mouth, Zora cooed sweetly to her subject, "Swallow your son's love, doctor."
Of course, she obeyed and was rewarded by being released from her state of bondage.
After being released, a still shaking Matilda practically fell into her son's arms as they gently reclined back onto the bed.
"Did you come doctor?" the queen whispered as she settled down on the bed astride them.
"Yes, my queen . . . more than once I think. It . . . it came over me in waves."
"Good, well take a minute to relax with your son as the queen prepares things for our next little adventure."
The still blindfolded doctor was more than a little eager to see what the wild and most wicked queen was up to, but knowing it would only ruin the surprise, and she liked surprises, didn't bother to ask any questions.
Instead, she laid there, they had slipped under the covers by now, cuddled tightly in her son's arms as he softly stroked her hair.
Zora, after emerging from the closet with more scarves, took her time tying two scarves a piece, one high and one low, to each of the two posts at the foot of the four poster queen size bed.
Once she the scarves were all in place, the queen joined them under the covers of the bed. Sweetly, the three of them-- with the queen in the middle as she had regally squeezed herself in between them-- dozed off wrapped tightly in a three way embrace.
It was the queen who woke them both up, maybe a good hour later.
"It is playtime again my loyal subjects," she told them haughtily before roughly shaking both of them awake.
"Help me get your mommy in position, Malcolm," she barked while obviously being impatient to get the fun and games started.
Together, they wrestled the still blindfolded and half asleep Matilda in position. Standing on the floor, facing the head of the bed, the doctor submitted meekly as both her ankles and wrists were bound to the lower and upper posts of the canopy bed respectively.
She was, once again, truly helpless and at the utter mercy of whatever wickedness Zora was planning next.
As a prelude to things, Matilda found her face being twisted back and forth as her son and the queen took turns snaking their tongues deep inside of her mouth while using their hands to stroke her naked body all over.
Observing closely in the candle lit room, Zora waited until her most loyal of subjects was once again sporting a sizable erection.
The queen, she was completely naked now, hopped up on the bed before positioning herself on her hands and knees facing the doctor with the freshly lubed double headed dildo, along with the remote, being laid out neatly nearby.
Malcolm, guided by the queen's whispered instructions inside his head, joined her on the bed. Positioning himself behind his queen, Zora told them both, "The idea is for the queen's loyal subjects to come along with her, at practically the same time that is and if you don't I will be very disappointed. Understand?"
"Yes, my queen," they both immediately replied.
"OK so the queen is going to once again, eat that sweet tasting pussy of yours doctor while your son fucks me, nice andhard, doggy style. . . just the way I like it with the idea that all three of us will come together."
Both the doctor and her son murmured, happily, their consent just as the queen nestled her face up and under Matilda's spread legs.



Looking back, the queen whispered, "Go ahead baby, put that big hard cock of yours inside of your queen . . . in preparation of fucking her like a cheap little tart."
Matilda once again felt the queen's eloquent tongue working its magic all over her pussy for a few blissful moments before she jerked as she felt one end of the dildo being carefully shoved up and inside of her anal cavity.
The three of them quickly fell into a rhythm of sorts as Malcolm carefully began to fuck his queen while gradually increasing the strength of each of his manly thrusts. Each of his thrusts would propel Zora's face forward, forcing it up and in between his mom's legs and her waiting pussy. The queen's tongue would then lash out, lathering expertly the nub of her loyal subject's clit, making her moan with soft delight . . . just as she continued to work the dildo in and out of her ass.
Next, as Malcolm rocked slowly backwards, Zora would also pull back, giving the mother whore a brief reprieve from her tongue lashing-- but not from the now humming monster inside her ass.
The queen, delightfully clicked the remote on and moved the setting up to three and half straight away . . . just before Malcolm rocked into her forcing her face forward.
Yet again, her tongue slithered out, lathering the entirety of the doctor's wet cunt with several loving licks and kisses causing her to thrash wildly against her restraints while her moans of forbidden passion filled the bedroom.
This carefully orchestrated rhythm of carnal delights was never bound to last though as their collective passions for fleshly delights all began to boil over at the same time.
The queen, most naturally, set them on their path as her loyal subject's measured fucking took a serious turn. Malcolm, ruled by his youthful cravings for his queen, began to fuck her with serious purpose . . . and the queen let the world know.
"Oh God, that's it, fuck me harder . . . harder, boy," Zora cried out . . . just as she moved the other end of the large dildo to the doctor's pussy.
Malcolm happily obeyed as watching his bound and helpless mom having her pussy being eaten out by the beautiful queen-- while having a humming vibrator being worked in and out of her ass-- was proving to be too much.
Gripping her hips, Malcolm went to work on his queen, slamming his cock inside this wicked and wanton witch bitch from beyond.
Finding the remote, Malcolm smiled as he twisted the knob up to the highest setting, causing his mother to writhe against the ties binding her to the bed posts.
The pulsating monster buried in both of Matilda's holes had her twisting and turning all around as an intensely powerful orgasm came rushing home.
"Oh God I am going to . . ." She couldn't finish as just then the queen's tongue found the nub of her clit, sending her rocketing over the edge and into the abyss of a most wonderful and powerful orgasm.
Like a line of firecrackers going off, the queen was the next to go. Hearing her Matilda's screaming orgasm only served to turn her on all the more as she moaned out her own confession. "Your queen is coming to sweeties . . . Oh God, I am . . ."
Malcolm, watching first his mother and then his queen come, could not resist. His orgasm was the third firecracker to go off as he shot a load of cum deep inside of his queen.
A bare minute or two later, a still shaking Matilda found herself, uncuffed and free of her blindfold, snuggled deeply in between her son and the queen. The fact she had become a sort of human sex toy for the two of them bothered her none at all.
As Matilda drifted closer to sleep, she could only imagine what wicked and wanton fun and games her queen might have in store for the three of them in the future. The thought made her smile as she slipped off to sleep.
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In Defense of Small Breasts-A Daughter's Story
Carrie just emerged from the closet wearing her favorite black satin robe. Underneath her robe she was wearing a brand new black lace matching bra and panty set. Paired with the black lace garter belt her ensemble was smoking hot.
It was Friday night; sex night for her and Jack. Knowing her husband possessed a bit of a bra fetish, Carrie was more than a little confident he would really like what she was wearing under her robe.
The thirty eight year old Carrie could have been a poster mom MILF's ARE US, if there ever was such a magazine. Sporting a luscious mane of light brown hair with blond highlights, framing a pleasantly pleasing face with full pouty lips and apple cheeks, she possessed a lewd smile with matched her sexy personality. She absolutely adored sex and was not shy in flirting with, well, everyone she came across.
Happily for her, Carrie possessed a body made for flirting as she was your prototypical statuesque blond goddess with a pair of large, luscious tits, her bra size was thirty eight DD, long muscular legs, lean and fit tummy, and a well-defined, if not, semi plump ass.
Besides being an incurable flirt, Carrie was also an incorrigible show off when it came to how she dressed as she tended to wear outfits accenting her best feature: those majestic tits of hers.
After coming out of the closet, Jack was in the bathroom showering, Carrie strode over to the mini bar in the corner of their spacious bedroom. Wanting to get herself even more "lubed up" for the night's coming sexual hijinks, Carrie poured herself another glass of red wine, it would be her third, before retreating to her vanity table to touch up her makeup.
She was just adding a bit of eye liner when there was a soft knock on the door. Knowing it must be their eighteen year old step daughter, Carrie raised her voice, "Come in, Ellie."
The door slowly opened before Ellie poked her head in to the bedroom. "Carrie can I come in?"
"Sure, Ellie."
Instantly, Carrie knew there was an issue as a forlorn look of infinite sadness was written all over the young girl's face. Knowing Ellie was probably here to speak to her daddy, especially since she obviously had some issue bothering her, Carrie said, "Your daddy's in the shower, hon."
As Ellie shyly approached her step mom, Carrie sighed at the way her young stepdaughter dressed. She was wearing a pair of sweat pants and an ill-fitting tee shirt, in other words, nothing in the least sexy.
The petite Ellie, five foot one and weighting all of a hundred and four pounds, took after her pretty Filipino mom, Jack's first wife, in the looks department, having pleasingly dark hair and a delightfully cute girlish face that made her look a bit younger than her age.
This was especially so when she arranged her hair in a pair of cute twin pony tails. Ellie's dark Filipino complexion was accented by an adorably cute smile and soft, shy voice mixed with an extremely reserved personality.
Considering how pretty her stepdaughter was and what a nice trim body she possessed, Carrie, the consummate show off, just thought it was an outright shame Ellie did not try harder to show off her youthful, blossoming curves a bit more.
"Is my daddy around?" Ellie asked in her quiet demur voice.
"He is in the shower. I suppose you wanna talk to him about whatever is bothering you."
"Actually I was hoping to speak to you... like maybe alone." Ellie slowly shuffled across the room toward her stepmother before stopping and asking quietly, "Would that be OK?"
Resisting the urge to smile from the pleasant surprise that her stepdaughter actually wanted to speak to her, instead of her daddy, Carrie turned to face Ellie.
"Your daddy just got in the shower and since he usually takes long showers we have a few minutes if you want to speak in private... but hey I thought you had friends over."
"I did... they went home."
"Oh why? I thought you all were watching a movie."
"We were but the movie was sort of boring and we decided to play a game instead and that's what I wanted to talk to you about as I need, like, an older woman's opinion, and maybe some advice, because I got all upset with them and told them to go home."
Letting the wine do the talking, Carrie let loose with her feelings as she snapped at Ellie harshly, "Is that all I am to you Ellie... an older woman?"
Ellie, caught off guard by Carrie's tone, stammered out a lame reply, "N-no I... I mean you are my step mom and--"
Carrie, she was feeling bold and aggressive from the wine, snapped again as she cut her stepdaughter off, "Step mom... God I hate that... that label in front of mom."
"What do you mean, Carrie?" Ellie asked.
"I mean exactly what I said, Ellie. I hate the fact the word step appears before the word mom in our relationship." She took a deep breath and then went all in with her feelings. "It's been almost eight years and yet you still always refer to me as your 'step mom' and address me as 'Carrie'. I have been, and am still now, in my opinion, more of a mom to you then you so called overbearing, uptight and recently married, yet again, real mother."
"But--" Ellie started to speak up in her defense but Carrie was rolling now and wasn't about to be stopped as she, once again, interrupted her.
"I am not done yet," she barked. "You are eighteen now and free to split your time between your parents as you see fit and I have noticed, happily I might add, you are spending more and more time here young lady which indicates to me you like it here better than with your mom and her new husband."
"I do," Ellie answered quietly before adding, "And you are really OK with that, Carrie?"
"Yes and I would be much... much more OK with it if you stop calling me Carrie."
"What should I call you then..."
Ellie met her stepmom's gaze and instantly knew the answer. "Mom... would that be better right?"
"Infinitely... but only if you really mean it. I mean I don't want to guilt you in to calling me something... when it doesn't match the feelings in your heart."
"It does match my feelings." Ellie hesitated before adding, "Mom." She moved closer then, before dropping her voice to a quiet whisper, "The truth is I have been starting to feel closer to you than my real mom."
Reaching out, Carrie took Ellie's hand into her own before squeezing it tight. Dropping her voice to a quiet whisper also, she said, "Do you want to hear my confession, sweetie."
"Yes."
"I have been dreaming of... it seems like forever... that a moment would come, someday, where me and you could finally get past the stupid step daughter step mother barrier and connect with each other on a much more deeper level."
"What kind of level, Mom?" This time Ellie showed no hesitation in calling Carrie, Mom. This was a telling fact that didn't go unnoticed by Carrie in the least.
"A level where you think of me as your loving mommy and I think of you as my totally adorable little girl. A level where you would be comfortable enough to allow your mommy to start to share all her pent up feelings of love she has been repressing all these years for her daughter, to the fullest extent possible."
"I would be OK with that, Mommy," Ellie answered with growing excitement as things were definitely trending in a totally unexpected way.
"OK then well..." Carrie scooted over on her vanity bench to one side before patting the padded bench next to her. "Why don't you sit down here, next to your mommy, and tell her what is really bothering you... little girl. Can I call you that, Ellie, little girl, because the truth is I have always dreamed of having an adorable sweet little girl, all of my own, just like you."
"Of course, Mommy," Ellie answered, without hesitation as she sat down next to her new "mommy", while knowing Carrie, due to some complicated medical condition, could never have children of her own.
"So what happened then to upset you, honey," Carrie said while hoping Jack did not change his usual pattern and shorten up his shower and thus interrupt what was trending toward maybe a very enticing little bonding session between her and Ellie.
Ellie sighed before whispering, "It's embarrassing."
Carrie smiled before causally pushing her still half full glass sitting there on the vanity table over toward Ellie. "Take a couple small sips of wine baby... it will help loosen your tongue."
"Really... I've drank a few time but never wine."
"Try it... go ahead but it has to be our secret since, you know, you are still technically underage."
"Sure, our secret, Mom," Ellie said with a smile as she picked up the glass of wine and took a small sip, and then liking the taste, a larger one.
Reaching out, Carrie carefully used one finger to stroke the side of Ellie's face. "Now tell me what is bothering you cupcake as Mommy can tell her little girl is upset about something."
Ellie's heart fluttered from her mom's touch and from her mom's cute little nickname, cupcake, she just called her.
"OK, well, like I said, we found the movie boring..."
"Let me stop you for a second. Who exactly was you watching the movie with, Ellie?"
"Amanda, Paula and Amy."
"OK go on."
"Anyways so we decided to play truth or dare."
"Oh I always loved that game when I was your age, sweetie," Carrie gushed before polishing off the last of the wine in two large gulps. Standing up she headed over to the mini bar. "I am just going to go get us a refill so keep talking baby... and don't be shy as you should know you can tell your mom anything."
"OK... well, anyways a couple things happened to make me both embarrassed in front of everyone."
"Tell me," Carrie said as she happily plopped down next to her newly won over daughter.
Carrie set the full glass of wine in front of Ellie as she said, "Here you want to another small sip before you tell me whatever it was that embarrassed you."
Ellie, happy that her stepmom was treating her like an adult and letting her drink, unlike her own overbearing mother who would never dream of doing such a thing, took full glass of wine before slurping down a couple large gulps.
The wine buzz hit her almost instantly as she sat the glass back down with a l giggle before whispering, "Boy that is good, Mom."
"Yeah, red wine is my favorite too sweetie. Now tell me what happened in your game."
"Well when it was my turn Paula dared me to strip down to my underwear and naturally I had to do it."
"Naturally," Carrie replied with a smile.
"And... and then they all kind of laughed at me."
"Why baby," Carrie said sympathetically. "I mean... you have a nice body and all so I don't know why they would be laughing."
"You really think so, Mom... that I have a nice body."
"Yes, very much so, Ellie."
"Thanks but... I mean they laughed coz without my clothes on they saw I have small, you know, boobies and plus they sort of made fun of the underwear I had on... especially my bra."
"First things first, cupcake... so what was wrong with the bra you were wearing, Ellie?"
Ellie looked down, obviously embarrassed.
Carrie reached out and using her hand she gently tilted her stepdaughter's face up toward her. "Tell Mommy, sweetie. You have nothing to be embarrassed about."
"It's just... well my... my other mom she buys me like little girl bras... still... you know, cute and colorful and stuff like that and I was wearing one of them not, you know, dreaming anyone would see it."
"I'm just curious... Why don't you go shopping and buy some bras you like... instead of what she likes."
"I did, once, and she says what I bought was too sexy and was the type of bras whores run around in and made me return them. You know how she is, how strict she is... especially when it comes to the sexy stuff and Arthur is just as bad."
Arthur was her new stepfather, and like her mom, was extremely strict and conservative in his views on pretty much everything, but especially on sex.
"After that she always checked my bags after I came home from shopping. Once she made me return a blouse because she said it would be too tight on me and the same with some jeans."
"Alright, well, if you want, maybe even tomorrow, your wicked other mom will take you shopping and buy her little girl whatever her heart desires... including a whole bunch of sexy new underwear if she wants and you can keep it here so your other overbearing mom won't know."
"I would like that," Ellie said quietly as she gave her stepmom a shy smile.
"Good. Well then, is that all that upset you in playing the game?"
"No there is more." Ellie sighed before dropping her voice to a whisper. "The next round I had to do a truth and Amanda asked me if I had ever been kissed or felt up before."
"And naturally you had to tell the truth which is..."
Ellie sighed again, heavily this time before whispering, "I told them I hadn't and they started teasing me and I got mad and well, told them I wasn't feeling so good anymore and asked them all to leave and then I came to see you."
"Oh honey," Carrie said as she reached out and squeezed her daughter's hand. "That is nothing to be ashamed of. I mean..."
Just then the bathroom door opened as Jack came striding into the room in a pair of sweatpants and a tee shirt.
"Ashamed of what?" he asked.
"Daddy Hi... I was just talking to Carrie... I mean mom about some stuff."
"I can see that, sweetheart," Jack said. "Let me guess you were talking to her about girl stuff and I should butt out."
"I didn't say that Daddy, but..."
"But you would prefer not to clue me in... all the same."
Carrie looked on with growing amusement as her husband and stepdaughter bantered back and forth as a very wicked idea began to form in her sex obsessed mind.
The truth was her and Jack had been kicking back and forth the idea of inviting another woman into their bedroom for a bit of threesome action. Expanding on this idea, they both had agreed the woman should be four things if at all possible, young, sweet, innocent, and pretty and, of course, Ellie fit the bill perfectly in all those categories.
Besides, Carrie reasoned, if she could somehow manage to seduce her husband and her step daughter into a wicked sexual liaison then it would only serve to bring them, her and Ellie that is, closer together.
"Ellie, sweetheart, I think we should clue your daddy in on what we have been discussing."
In a near panic Ellie cried out. "Mom... please no... it's embarrassing enough I had to tell you."
"C'mon honey, it's your daddy and you could use a man's opinion I think."
"Mom I can't tell him," she whined.
"Tell me what," Jack demanded as he crossed the room toward them.
"Nothing, Daddy... really its nothing," Ellie said in a near panic.
"Well if it's nothing I guess I should go shave," he said as he turned back to the bathroom and started heading that way.
"Wait..." Carrie said as she held up a finger. "Just sit on the bed there for a minute, Jack and let me talk to Ellie."
Jack plopped down on the bed as he watched his daughter and wife have a highly animated conversation back and forth. They were talking in harsh whispers so he really couldn't hear what they were saying, but from the intense looks on both of their faces he could tell it must have been a highly emotional issue.
Finally, after about thirty seconds, Ellie's shoulders slumped as she whispered, just loud enough this time for him to hear, "OK you can tell him."
They both turned around on the vanity bench to face him as Ellie said, "Mom convinced me to let her tell you something... but please don't be mad."
Before he could even respond, Carrie interjected. "Honey, your daddy, like me, is very... hmm liberal minded when it comes to the sexy stuff. He won't get mad, trust me."
"Hmm, yeah, your mother is right, hon. I am pretty opened minded to what she calls the 'sexy stuff'... a lot more so than your mother and..."
"And your idiot stepfather," Carrie finished for him.
"OK," Ellie replied softly. "I mean I know you are."
"OK anyways, Jack, this is what happened in a nutshell," Carrie said while trying to contain her excitement as thus far everything in her wicked plan seemed to be bouncing along nicely. "Your daughter was playing a game of truth and dare with a couple of her friends and she was dared to strip down to her underwear. She had to comply, of course, and they started laughing at her because..."
Carrie paused before shooting her stepdaughter a sideways glance; much to her amusement, Ellie was squirming something mighty as Carrie was telling her father what happened.
"Well because she has small boobies and because she was wearing what she described as colorful little girl underwear. Of course, your ex-wife being who she is insists her precious young daughter not be allowed to buy her own underwear but... well that is another story in itself."
"Yeah, daddy mom won't let me shop for my own stuff still... even though I am eighteen now."
"Well you know how overbearing she is honey and maybe Carrie could take you shopping one day and..."
"Yeah I already suggested that honey," Carrie interrupted, "But let's get back to the game because there is more."
"Fine," Jack replied as he fell silent.
"Anyways the next round Ellie had to do a truth and one of her so called friends asked her if she had ever been kissed or felt up before..." Again, Carrie paused before looking at her stepdaughter. She had, at least, stopped squirming, but instead was just sitting there looking down at the floor pitifully.
"And being obligated to tell the truth Ellie said no to both and, not surprisingly, they started to tease her about that too."
"I'm sorry honey," Jack said.
"Yeah, it's OK, Daddy. I talked to mom about it and she has made me feel a little better anyways."
"Good... well is there anything else I need to hear that happened during this stupid game."
"No," Ellie spoke up. "After they started teasing me again I sort of got mad and asked them to leave..."
"And then, bless her heart, she came to talk to me," Carrie interjected happily.
Jack rose to his feet saying, "Good, well, I suppose I should really go shave now and let you two finish hashing things out."
"Wait Jack, I think you should stay as your daughter needs you and me both to make her feel better and my idea to do that only works with the three of us."
"What idea is that, Mom," Ellie asked softly.
Jack sat back down curious to hear what idea his wife had come up with to make her stepdaughter feel better.
"Well, for starters, I was going to suggest Ellie show me this underwear she was wearing that her friends seemed bent on making fun of but now I think that should be amended to show us..." Turning to Ellie, she stroked the side of her face with one hand before whispering, "Can you do that baby, show me and your daddy this colorful underwear you were wearing that your friends teased you about."
"I... I mean I'm still wearing it now. I... I suppose I could go back to my room and take it off and then bring it back to show you guys."
"Honey that's not exactly what I meant as I think it would be much better if you showed off your underwear to us while, you know, still wearing it."
"You mean strip down, just like in the game?" Ellie asked warily.
"Yes, honey, but remember this time it's me and your daddy you are stripping for and not your stupid judgmental friends."
Carrie shot her husband a sly glance indicating he needed to help here. Jack, knew his wife well, knew what that subtle little glance meant, spoke up.
"Yeah, come on honey, it's me and your mom here, not your friends and I suspect you might get a much better reaction from us if you just decide to trust your mom here and do what she wants."
"I suspect the same thing honey. I mean I think it's very important you have a chance to hear some positive reinforcement about both your underwear and your small boobies from the adults in your life... from your mommy and daddy that is."



"I don't know... probably I do but I'm just... you know shy is all and after being laughed at once..."
"Listen baby, I have an idea that might help."
"You do?" Ellie asked hopefully.
"Yes. How does this sound... first of all, you don't have to stand there and take off your clothes in front of us."
"I don't," Ellie said as she brightened a bit.
"No, you could take off your clothes in the privacy of the bathroom there and then all you got do is step out of the bathroom, real quick like if you want, and let us take a sneak peak in how you look."
"Well, I guess that would be better."
"Oh and how about this. Just so you won't feel so self-conscious about showing off in your underwear your mother will strip down to her underwear also."
"You will... really?"
"Here let me show you already."
Carrie stood up from the vanity bench and crossed over to the middle of the bedroom. After making sure they were both staring at her, Carrie slowly stripped off her black satin robe.
Being a consummate show off, Carrie knew both her stepdaughter and husband liked the all black ensemble consisting of her thigh high, lace trimmed stockings, garter belt, satin thong panties, and finally the real show stopper a super sexy lace bra whose large sheer cups were adorned with a delicate scrolling of flowery vines. She knew this by the way they were both gawking at her with open mouths as she strutted across the room to Ellie.
"Come, sweetheart, let me escort you to the bathroom." Taking her hand, Carrie steered Ellie to the bathroom and just before entering she leaned over whispering in her ear, "Take your time baby as I need to prepare things... OK."
"Prepare things. How?"
"No questions, just be a good girl and strip down to your underwear and then wait for me to knock on the door indicating we are ready for you."
"OK," Ellie murmured before closing the door.
As soon as she shut the door, Carrie rushed over to her husband. "You know we need to totally reassure her about her petite boobies are still attractive and that the adorably cute underwear she is wearing that her stupid friends made fun is nothing to be ashamed of."
"I know but--"
Carrie quickly cut him off with a finger to his lips. "This is important Jack, just follow my lead and if you are a good boy and do what mommy says she will take care of you later."
"I know she will," Jack said as he eyed his smoking hot wife in her all black ensemble. "But still... I mean, how far are you planning on taking things? I mean she is my daughter and..."
Carrie stepped back. "You know me Jack, I will take things as far as possible... now no more questions as we need to create a nice and relaxing atmosphere for her because you know she is going to be nervous about showing off for us in her underwear."
After waiting what seemed like forever, Carrie crossed the bedroom and after knocking on the door slipped inside the bathroom.
A bare minute later, with her mother trialing behind her, offering soft encouragement, Ellie slowly opened the bathroom door before shyly pausing in the door way.
Jack looked up as the bathroom door opened. His cock instantly came awake as he observed his daughter standing there, hands clinched in front of her, her hair done up in the twin ponytails he found so endearing on her and the cutest, shyest smile ever on her pretty face.
"So what do you think, Jack... doesn't your daughter look just adorable?" Carrie gushed from the bathroom doorway.
"She does," Jack said with a smile.
"Do I really, Daddy?" Ellie asked softly.
"You do baby... you absolutely do."
Carrie bent over, whispering in Ellie's ear, "Maybe we could get a bit closer hon as I'm sure your daddy would like a closer look at his totally adorable and sexy little daughter and how gorgeous she looks in her underwear."
Before even waiting for an answer, Carrie grabbed Ellie's hand, leading her from the relative safety of the bathroom's doorway and across the bedroom to where her daddy was sitting perched on the edge of their king sized bed.
Ellie shifted nervously as she stood there in front of her daddy. Her anxiety only grew as he sat there saying nothing while his eyes flitted up and down his daughter's half naked body.
Why don't you turn around so your daddy can get a good look at your from behind, sweetheart."
Ellie hesitated before protesting quietly, "Mommy, I think I want to go back to the bathroom and get dressed again. Daddy not saying anything and..."
"Shhh," Carrie told her stepdaughter before turning her around so she was facing her. "Look honey, your Mommy vowed to help you overcome those bad feelings you had after your friends made fun of you and the only way she will be able to do that is if you cooperate with her."
Reaching down, she ran her finger across her cheek before whispering, "Please sweetie let Mommy help you and promise to do... whatever she says."
Ellie glanced at her daddy, hoping from some help from him maybe.
Jack, making his voice as soft as possible, told her, "Ellie, honey, the only reason why I haven't spoken is because you look so... so adorably cute that it's taken my breath... and my voice away."
"It that really true, Daddy," Ellie asked.
"It is, but now you need to be a good girl and do what mommy says..."
"And," Carrie said as she flashed her husband a look, indicating he needed to say more.
"And continue to do what she says... without protesting or questioning her because she really does know best. Can you promise you will do that sweetie... for me please?"
"For us, Ellie... pretty please," Carrie said while running her fingers through her hair.
Ellie sighed before quietly agreeing.
Speaking in a wholly stern tone, Carrie snapped at her stepdaughter, "Then first of all... young lady, no more of this nonsense about you wanting to go back to the bathroom to get dressed again. Do you understand?"
"Yes, Mommy," Ellie said as her moms' sternness melted away any thoughts of protest.
"Then start by doing what I said earlier and turn around for your daddy."
Ellie, with some soft prodding from her stepmother, slowly turned around so her back was to her daddy.
"Your darling little daughter really does have a nice little ass, Jack," Carrie intoned as her wicked plan merrily shifted into high gear. "Shown off so nicely by her cute and colorful boy shorts."
"She does," Jack replied while very much wondering just how far his sexually depraved wife was planning on taking things.
Ellie shifted nervously as her mom leaned back to stare at her butt. Feeling both of her parent's eyes crawling all over her backside gave her an acute tingling feeling that was not wholly unpleasant.
After a long second or two, Carrie said, "OK sweetie you can turn back around now and face your daddy."
Carrie moved around so she was standing directly behind Ellie as she told her, "Now then has mommy and daddy convinced you that you look absolutely delicious in your little girl underwear and that your stupid friends were totally wrong in laughing at you."
Ellie said nothing as she looked at her daddy, maybe wanting further confirmation.
"What your mother says is true, Ellie... especially for me because, yeah, your daddy really thinks you look utterly adorable and I bet your friends were just being nasty because they were jealous.
Leaning down, Carrie whispered in her ear, "See sweetheart."
Ellie nodded her head yes in confirmation.
"Good, then next didn't you mention how those stupid friends of yours teased you about never having been kissed?"
"They did tease me, yeah," Ellie answered quietly.
"So why don't we go ahead and sit down next to your daddy on the bed," Carrie said as she took her by the hand, "And then we will figure out how best to deal with that issue."
Ellie let her mother guide her over to the bed and after she sat down next to her daddy, Carrie settled down on her other side.
"I was thinking how maybe it would be OK if your mommy and daddy were the first ones to give you some... hmm real kisses."
Ellie hesitated as her heart fluttered from the thought of being kissed by both of her mom and dad while knowing it would probably not just be a pair of sweet innocent kisses on her cheeks.
"Come on sweetie let us show you, show our little girl how much we love her," Carrie said while brushing her hand along Ellie's bare arm.
After another brief hesitation, Ellie caved and whispered her assent.
"Your daddy should go first," Carrie told them both in a quiet whisper.
Jack leaned over toward his daughter before planting a pair of innocent kisses on both of her cheeks. "C'mon Jack, honey, give your sweet little girl wants a real kiss... that's what she wants, what she needs."
Ellie looked at her daddy then, melting his heart as she seductively batted her eyes at him before whispering, "It's OK Daddy you can kiss me for real... if you want."
Slowly, not believing this was happening, Jack pressed his lips against his daughter's and after exchanging several light airy kisses they parted when Carrie used one hand to forcefully turn Ellie's face toward her.
"It is mommy's turn," Carrie whispered as she sprayed Ellie's lips with a virtual storm of passionate kisses before Carrie pulled back. "Daddy's turn again."
This time, revved up by watching his pretty wife and beautiful daughter kissing, Jack immediately pressed his lips against Ellie's mouth, giving her several adoring kisses.
Carrie turned Ellie back toward her and after several light kisses she went all in when she flickered her tongue into Ellie's half open mouth.
Ellie began to squirm sitting there on the bed as she felt her mom's tongue swirling around slowly in her mouth, liking the way it made her whole body tingle.
Pulling back Carrie whispered, "Now what about that other part, honey?"
"What other part?" Ellie asked naively.
Carrie climbed to her feet before reaching down and helping Ellie up on her feet also. After positioning herself behind her, she carefully angled her daughter around so she was facing her daddy.
Leaning down, she whispered in her ear, "The part about you never being felt up? I really think we need to do something about that too."
Ellie, looking back at her mother in a near panic, whined, "Mom I don't know... I mean..."
Carrie quietly interrupted her while speaking loud enough, this time, for Jack to hear. "Oh come on honey..." She brought her hands up, kneading Ellie's shoulders softly. "I know you are curious about what being felt up is like."
Once more, Jack received one of those sly looks from his wife indicating she wanted help in pushing their innocent young daughter deeper into forbidden territory.
Reaching out, Jack took her hands into his before saying softly, "Come on, sweetheart and tell your mommy the truth because I agree and think you probably are real curious about what it's like to be felt up."
Ellie, shifting on her feet nervously, hesitated a long moment before finally responding very quietly, "Maybe I am curious..."
"Then let mommy show you what it's like, baby." Slowly Carrie's hands slipped off Ellie's shoulders and down her bare arms but when she brought them around, ever so slowly, to her chest, Ellie's natural defenses kicked in as she brought her hands up, fending off her mom's advances at the very last moment.
"Jack... hold her hands... tightly."
When he did not obey right away, but instead gave his wife a questioning look, Carrie snapped. "What is not given must be taken... Mommy demands such and you both must obey her."
Ellie was practically skipping back and forth on her feet now as she stood between them. Nervously, she started to protest, "Mommy I--"
Leaning down, Carrie cooed in her ear while running her hands up and down her bare arms, "Shh honey, you need to let this happen... otherwise your friends will continue to make fun of you..." Carrie quickly used one hand to turn Ellie's face up towards her. "Right... you know they will?"
Ellie hesitated for a long moment before whispering, "They will."
"Good, so like I said... hold her hands tight, Jack as Mommy is going to give her little girl what she is too afraid to let happen on her own."
Jack gathered Ellie's hands in his own, holding them tight as instructed. "Close your eyes and relax, baby."
"You... you aren't going to take my bra off are you?"
"Hmm, for now, your adorably cute bra can stay on baby," Carrie answered as she slipped her hands down.
Ellie closed her eyes, leaning back against her mother as she felt, for the very first time, a pair of hands on her small little boobies.
Carrie tenderly fondled her daughter's 32 B cupped breasts through the thin material of her bra as Jack watched with growing excitement... while wondering if he was going to get a turn.
Expertly, Carrie's thumbs found her daughter's nipples through the thin material of her bra and after a few long loving strokes she felt them coming alive. "That feel good baby... mommy playing with your nipples?"
"Y-yes," Ellie replied in a desperate whisper.
"Good..." Carrie whispered back as she let her hands slip down.
Slowly, her hands glided down over her stepdaughter's firm abs before taking a detour around to the back side where they began to tenderly massage her ass through her cute sky blue boy short panties.
"Ellie, sweetheart," Carrie cooed in her ear as she continued to fondle her ass, "Can your daddy let go of your hands... so he can join in on feeling you up too... for the first time."
Ellie hesitated only slightly before giving her daddy a shy smile and nodding her head yes.
His hands promptly went to her breasts as he started to tenderly fondle them through the thin material of her bra... just as her mom slipped a hand around, snaking it down the front of her panties.
Ellie shuddered as her mom slipped the tip of one finger deftly just inside of her moist virgin cunt while her daddy started to tweak her nipples with his fingers.
"Oh God... what are you guys doing to me," Ellie whispered before letting out a quiet whimper when her mother began to work her finger carefully in and out of her tight unsullied hole.
Carrie pulled back after a few quick dips of her finger in the pool of forbidden pussy. "It's time, baby."
She gave her husband a quick look, indicating he needed to pull back from feeling up his daughter.
Ellie took a deep breath, trying to compose herself before finally answering, "Time for what, Mommy?"
Stroking her hair softly, Carrie whispered, "Time for our darling little daughter to show off her boobies to her mom and dad." Looking at her husband Carrie whispered, "Go ahead Jack and undo your little girl's pretty bra."
Ellie squirmed as her daddy's hands began to float up toward her chest and her adorable front closure bra.
Again, Ellie started to protest. "Mommy I'm not--"
"Shhh, baby," Carrie whispered in her ear, "you need to let your mommy and daddy be the first ones to gaze upon those precious little boobies of yours."
As Ellie's hands, naturally, started to rise in her bra's defense, Carrie quickly snatched them both with her own hands before pushing them down to her stepdaughter's sides. "Please baby, let us see them... let us replace the bad memory of your friends making fun of them with some better memories."
Ellie hesitated before finally relaxing as she said, "Promise Mommy, you and daddy while give me better memories."
"Promise sweetheart," Carrie told her as she started to rub Ellie's arms up and down.
Jack's fingers were actually shaking as he slowly undid the small clasp in the front holding his daughter's bra shut.
Moving ever so slowly, as if in a dream, after undoing the clasp, Jack slowly opened Ellie's bra.
Jack stared in rapturous wonder at his daughter's petite sized cupcakes; they were beautiful.
Carrie, knowing she must say something extra, extra nice in order to reassure her insecure daughter, leaned over Ellie's shoulder. Staring down at her tits, she exclaimed, with exaggerated sweetness, "Oh my God... honey you have the most gorgeous little boobies any little girl could ever dream of having."
"Really, Mommy... you like them?"
"Oh baby I love them, they are so adorable... just like you... and I can tell by the... hungry way your daddy is staring at them he likes them too."
Ellie turned to her daddy but before she could even ask if this was true he was telling her, "Sweetie, your boobies are absolutely gorgeous."
"Can Mommy and Daddy touch them, maybe feel them... just a little bit," Carrie said in a voice husky with forbidden desire. "If only to see if they feel as good as they look, honey... pretty please?"
Ellie turned nervously from first her mom and then to her dad. Things were starting to spin out of control but... but somehow she seemed powerless to stop this wild spinning ride she was on and get off. Or maybe, she simply just did not want to get off.
"Please Ellie, let us..." Jack said as he reached out and tenderly stroked the side of her face. "Pretty please baby... your Mommy and Daddy are both begging you."
Ellie sighed. The way her parents were so desperate to get their hands on her tits and the way they were both practically begging to do so, had the dual effect of making it impossible for her to say no.
"You... you can touch them... if you want," Ellie finally whispered after a few drawn out seconds.
Ellie leaned back against her mom, closing her eyes as she felt two sets of hands converge on her chest.
"Oh God..." she murmured under her breath as they both ran their fingertips all over and around her tits and then as she felt her bare nipples being lovingly tweaked for the first time she let out a pronounced hiss.
Her nipples quickly rose to the occasion as both Jack and Carrie took turns tenderly stroking them with their fingers before they simultaneously began to bat them around some as they quickly became fully erect.
Ellie started to squirm and moan louder from the attentions her parents were paying to her tits, causing her mom to comment wryly, "Hmm I think some little girl as overly sensitive nipples."
"I... I do, Mommy," Ellie confessed breathlessly as she opened her eyes and looked down to find her mother using both hands to tenderly cup her tits while her daddy used his thumbs to caress both her fully erect nipples concurrently.
"See I told you baby," Carrie whispered "that you would like mommy and daddy playing with those precious little boobies of yours."
"You did, Mommy," Ellie said as her daddy let his hands slip off her tits.
"Now, lean back against me, close your eyes and... and kind of thrust your chest out... as if you were offering those precious little tits of yours up to the Gods as a beautiful sacrifice."
Ellie, beyond protesting, beyond questioning things, obeyed as she closed her eyes before leaning back fully against her mother. Thrusting her chest out, she waited with bated breath for whatever might happen next.
She felt a wet playful tickling on first on one nipple, and then the other, making her shiver with forbidden delight as she knew the wetness was caused by a tongue, her daddy's tongue!
"Oh baby... you really do have some adorable little boobies," her daddy told her in a voice quivering with excitement.
Ellie felt her mom removing her bra completely and thought briefly of protesting before deciding any protest would be in vain as her mommy and daddy would "convince" her it was OK for them to take off her bra.
After tossing Ellie's bra off to the side, Carrie next let her hands slip down once again to her daughter's cute little ass where she began rubbing it lovingly... hopefully as a prelude of taking them off too.
Between her daddy's wicked darting tongue playing with her highly sensitive nipples and her mom's aggressive roaming hands all over her ass, Ellie was soon becoming lost in an utter jungle of forbidden delights.



Bringing her mouth to her ear, Carrie whispered to her daughter quietly, "Tell your daddy he can suck on your boobies... if he wants."
Ellie opened her eyes to find her daddy staring lovingly at her tits as he continued to fondle them delicately. Making her voice as sweet as possible Ellie said, "You can suck on them... if you want, daddy."
"Oh God baby I do," Jack answered in a voice husky with desire.
Leaning forward, he brought his mouth forward before using it to engulf one of his daughter's boobs.
Carrie not wanting to be left out, leaned down as she half twisted Ellie around so she could suck on the other breast.
Ellie shut her eyes again, hardly believing both her parents where suckling on her tits. She started to squirm as her mom and dad used their mouths to utterly worship her snack sized boobies.
Finally, after a long minute or two, Carrie raised up before pulling Ellie back from her daddy's ravenous mouth.
"Here baby... sit down on the bed next to your daddy."
Ellie, fully compliant now with all of her mommy's requests, settled down on the bed.
Carrie sat down herself on Ellie's other side before whispering in her ear. "I think it's time you saw your first cock baby girl."
Ellie let out an involuntary gasp as just hearing her mommy mention the word "cock" so casually sent shivers up and down her spine.
"I... I would like to see one," Ellie answered softly.
"Well your daddy, I'm sure, would be honored if his was the first one you ever, ever saw baby and good little girls should always honor their daddy's right?"
"Yes, Mommy," Ellie replied as her heart began to beat faster at the thought of seeing her daddy's cock.
Carrie rose up before grabbing her husband's by the hands, "Here stand up, Jack," she told him as she moved around behind him.
"Now watch, baby," Carrie said softly as she reached out, hooking a pair of fingers around the waistband of her husband's sweat pants.
Slowly, Carrie pulled his sweatpants down, allowing his large seven inch cock, naturally it was already big and hard, to come springing out. Ellie let out a small gasp as she stared in curious wonderment at her daddy's fully erect penis.
After a long moment of silence where Ellie continued to gape at her daddy's penis, Carrie finally whispered, "Do you wanna touch it baby? I mean I bet you are curious on what one feels like."
"I am," Ellie answered shyly as her mother quickly moved back around and settled herself on the bed next to her. Taking her stepdaughter's hand, Carrie slowly guided it toward her daddy's cock.
"Oh God, Mommy... it's... it's so hard," Ellie gasped as she, with her mom's help, wrapped her hand around his engorged penis.
"Hmm, so he is," Carrie replied with a wicked smile as she started to stroke Ellie's hair softly. Dropping her voice to a seductive whisper, Carrie said, "Can you do something that would really make your daddy feel good, little girl."
Ellie nodded her head yes while curiously wondering if... if... no her mother would dare not ask her to do... that!
But she did, "Can you put your daddy's cock in your mouth sweetheart and suck on it for him?"
"Mommy I... not--" Ellie started to protest quietly before her daddy, after he received a sharp look from his wife, interjected softly.
"Honey, please, do it for me... and for your mommy. You'll make her proud."
"Mommy, I am not sure I can--"
This time it was her mother that interrupted Ellie's objection to putting her daddy's big hard cock in her sweet virgin mouth when Carrie, her voice dripping with sugar, whispered, "Please sweetie, do it for me... make mommy proud of her baby girl... pretty please."
As Ellie looked back and forth between her parents she felt her will to say no ebbing away.
Sensing as much, Carrie motioned for Jack to step forward as she stroked the side of Ellie's face kindly.
"I know, deep down inside honey, you are curious about having a man's cock in your mouth. I bet you watched naughty videos of just such a thing huh?"
Ellie blushed a deep red whispering, "I have, Mommy and... and I am curious."
"Then close your eyes sweetheart and open your mouth and don't worry your mommy is right here to help you and show you what to do."
After a long pause, Ellie whispered her assent by closing her eyes and opening her mouth and after a brief moment or two, she felt her daddy's hardness slowly invading her inexperienced mouth.
Carrie watched, with growing amusement, at her stepdaughter's clunky attempts to suck on her daddy's big cock.
Finally, she decided to intervene. Touching Ellie on the hand, she whispered, "Here baby, let mommy take over for a second or two and you watch and learn hon."
Enthusiastic for the up close and personal cock sucking lesson, Ellie pulled her mouth away.
Ellie watched as her mother--skillfully--went to town sucking on her husband's cock. Observing closely how her mother combined both sucking with licking into a well-orchestrated ballet, Ellie was more than a little anxious by the time her mother pulled back.
What she had been doing must have been really, really good for her daddy as he had been moaning, loudly, as his wife's mouth literally assaulted his cock.
"It's your turn, now baby," Carrie whispered as Ellie took a deep breath ready to imitate, as best she could, what her mommy just did.
Closing her eyes, Ellie took as much as she could of her daddy's hard seven inches into mouth. Slowly, she let her mouth slide up and down his hard shaft before she mixed in a few subtle licks. Reaching up with one hand, she cupped her daddy's testicles, just like her mother had, as she used the tip of her tongue to circle the head of her daddy's cock several times.
Her confidence began to grow as she heard him let out a low moan as she slowly began to swallow his cock once more.
"That's it baby, "Carrie whispered as she reached out, playing with one of Ellie's twin pony tails as it bobbed up and down with the rhythm of her mouth moving, faster and faster, up and down, the long, hard shaft of her daddy's cock. "You are doing so good."
Having a sudden inspiration, Ellie pulled back as she thought it might be fun to add some verbal teasing to the action.
Looking up at her daddy, she seductively batted her eyes at him as she whispered sweetly, "This is the first time your little girl has ever had a man's cock in her mouth Daddy... am I... I doing OK... sucking on it?"
"Hmm, you are sweetie, maybe more than OK though," Jack answered as he reached down and began to toy with Ellie's other twin ponytail.
Carrie, her lustful urges, growing by the minute, added, "Oh honey you are doing so well at sucking on your daddy's cock... I bet he wants you to continue though."
"Do you, Daddy," Ellie asked him sweetly, "want me to suck on it some more."
"Please baby... pretty please," Jack replied in an almost desperate whisper. Earlier, he had been near to coming from his wife's expert cock sucking when she snatched his orgasm away at the very last moment by pulling back and now, after his daughter's soft attentions, he was desperate for a much anticipated orgasm.
"OK," Ellie said as she once more closed her eyes and opened her mouth.
Deciding to add her own little twist to the proceedings, Ellie began by applying a light smattering of kisses all up and down her daddy's hard shaft before letting her tongue loose to apply dozens of small dainty licks to it.
Jack was moaning with utter delight as his daughter eagerly lavished her loving attention all up and down his hard shaft.
Carrie, anxious for the "money shot" whispered harshly to her daughter, "That's enough teasing Ellie, now take him in your mouth and suck on it until he comes inside that sweet little virgin mouth of yours."
Ellie, responding to her mother's harsh tone, complied by opening her mouth and taking her daddy inside it.
Both Jack and Carrie then grabbed one of her twin ponytails. Working in tandem they "encouraged" Ellie to take as much as her daddy's cock as she could before letting her mouth slip back some.
Ellie, trapped by their passion, trapped by their hands on her ponytails forcing the action, felt them guide her mouth up and down, slow at first before picking up speed.
As she heard her daddy began to moan louder than ever from the way she was so eagerly sucking on his cock, Ellie braced herself for the inevitable.
"That's it baby, suck on it," Carrie pleaded with her daughter before looking up and her husband. "Go on Jack come in your daughter's mouth... you know you want to."
Somehow hearing his wife say those words, those forbidden words, come in your daughter's mouth, instilled such naughty passion in Jack that within a second of two, he grunted softly before spewing a copious amount of cum deep in his daughter's mouth.
Carrie knew that grunt well and knew her husband was coming. "Go on baby and be a good girl and swallow your daddy's cum, sweetheart."
Ellie, complicit as always now, swallowed the cum filling her mouth.
Using one hand to wipe her mouth off, Ellie looked up at her daddy, and then her mommy before whispering, "I did good huh, Mommy?"
"Oh baby that was so good... so so good." Carrie told her. "So good, in fact, that mommy is going to give her little girl a nice reward."
"You are, Mommy?" Ellie asked.
Jack, at Carrie's urging, disappeared into the bathroom to freshen up and recover as the two girls cuddled together on the bed.
Knowing the night's adventures were far from over, Jack brushed his teeth before splashing some cold water on his face.
As per his usual routine on their Friday sex night, Jack had popped a Viagra before hopping into the shower. The Viagra, of course, helped him not only stay hard but more importantly, it allowed him to recover quicker which was a good things considering his wife had an insatiable appetite for sex.
Roughly fifteen minutes later, Jack came back into the bedroom to find his wife and daughter cuddling tightly on the bed.
Urged on by Carrie's quiet instructions, the three of them quickly got themselves in position as Jack sat down on the edge of the bed before Ellie settled down on his lap facing away from him. Carrie climbed to her feet, moving around so she came right up and stood before them.
Giving them a sly look, mostly directed at Ellie, Carrie said, "You know Jack, honey, I have caught our daughter doing something a little naughty maybe, more than once, the past few times she has stayed with us."
"Oh really... what did our darling little daughter do?"
"Yeah, Mommy what did I do?" Ellie asked in all innocence. "I don't remember doing anything naughty."
"So you haven't given your mommy's shapely body any... hmm sneak peeks at all, honey... the past few times you have been here? It's all, maybe, just my imagination?"
Jack, in perfect sync with his wife, chimed in. "Before you try denying things Ellie just know that I have caught you too... more than once... staring at your mommy's body... especially when she is running around in one of her skimpy outfits."
Ellie sighed as their teasing accusations was more than a little truthful. "OK I have been kind of... you know looking sometimes... at mommy."
Carrie took a step closer while subtly thrusting out her chest. Dropping her voice to a seductive whisper, she said, "Maybe because you are curious about mommy's body or maybe because you... you like the way it looks."
After a brief pause Ellie whispered back. "Both."
"Hmm, I bet you especially are curious about your mommy's big boobies aren't you little girl."
Ellie twisted around slightly, looking back at her daddy, wondering if she should tell the truth.
As if he had been reading her mind exactly, Jack whispered in her ear, "Go on sweetheart and tell mommy the truth."
Ellie only hesitated briefly before telling the truth. "I... I am... very curious about them, Mommy."
"I bet you are little girl... so tell me..." Reaching out, Carrie softly stroked the side of Ellie's face. "Are you curious about how mommy's big boobies maybe feel like?"
Ellie shyly nodded her head yes.
"Well honey, since mommy knows how shy you are... I was thinking maybe your daddy could help his little girl explore her girlish curiosity about my boobies."
Happily taking the hint about what his wife wanted him to do, Jack took Ellie's hands and started to guide them up and out to Carrie's chest.
"Did you hear that baby... Mommy doesn't mind if her little girl explores her curiosity."
Ellie's heart was thundering away inside her chest as her daddy pushed her hands flush up against her mom's gorgeous black bra and those tremendously large tits of hers.
Ellie gave her mom's tits a few tentative squeezes as her daddy let his hands slip away.
"Do they feel nice, baby," Jack whispered as he watched his daughter timidly fondle his wife's breasts.
"Yes..."
Whispering quietly in her ear, so Carrie couldn't hear, Jack told his daughter, "Try flickering your thumbs over mommy's nipples baby... she will like that as they are very sensitive."
Ellie followed her daddy's whispered instructions as she moved her thumbs over to her mom's nipples. They were easy enough to spot considering the black bra's cups were sheer and basically see through.
Shyly, Ellie gave her mom's nipples a few hesitant strokes with her thumbs through the thin material of her bra and when this elicited a quiet, "Oh baby that's nice... playing with your mommy's sensitive nipples. I bet your daddy told you to do that."
Ellie looked up, smiling sweetly at her mom before nodding her head yes. Her confidence growing, Ellie started to lose her apprehension about what she was doing. Playfully, she began to bat her mommy's nipples more aggressively through the thin material of her bra. Striking a pose of total submission, Carrie closed her eyes while tilting her head back and trusting her chest out.
Jack, taking his wife's now relaxed pose of submission to mean he was in charge, happily jumped right into this new role of master of ceremonies.
"Try cupping her tits and jiggling them all around, she likes that too," Jack told his daughter just loud enough for Carrie to hear.
Ellie reached up, cupping her mom's tits before she began to playfully bounce them around in her hands.
"God they are so big, Mommy," Ellie exclaimed as her eyes became stuck on her mom's tits as they jiggled and wiggled under the tight confines of her sexy bra.
"Carrie, sweetie," Jack interjected, "I bet our daughter would like it if you took your bra off and she could see those big beautiful tits of yours totally bare."
With her eyes still shut, Carrie reached up and slowly began to pull the straps of her bra, one after the other, down.
After the twin straps slipped off of her shoulders, Carrie finally opened her eyes. Fixing Ellie with a serious look as she held her bra in place with both hands, she whispered, "Do you wanna see your mommy's big boobies, little girl?"
Ellie smiled bashfully at her mom before nodding her head yes.
Carrie, ever the showoff, paused dramatically while thoroughly enjoying the way her sweet little daughter was staring so eagerly at her chest. Finally, after a long moment's hesitation she let her hands slip slowly away from her chest, allowing the sexy black bra to flutter softly down to the floor.
Tilting her head seductively, she whispered, "Do you like them, Ellie?"
"Oh God yes, Mommy they are so beautiful."
Jack gently nudged his daughter forward. "Why don't you show mommy how beautiful they are by showering her boobies with some nice kisses, hon."
Ellie enthusiastically complied with her daddy's wishes as she leaned forward and began to spray a virtual shower of light delicate kisses all over her mommy's tits.
Jack gently nudged Ellie up and onto her feet, allowing her to more easily access her mom's breasts, before slipping off the bed and moving around so he was behind his wife.
As Ellie continued her delicate assault of kisses all over her mom's tits, Jack reached around and down, and began to finger fuck his wife.
"God you are so wet, Carrie," Jack whispered harshly as he easily slid a pair of fingers up and inside the moist folds of his wife's cunt.
Carrie was quickly becoming overheated from their dual attentions as she barked at Ellie, "Stop teasing mommy and suck on her tits proper little girl."
Chiming in, an overwrought Jack added, "Yeah, suck on your mommy's tits... as if your very life depended on it, honey."
Ellie, of course, complied with their wishes as she allowed her latest delicate spray of kisses to climb to the very summit of her mom's breasts where she found a ripe, fully erect nipple waiting for her.
Opening her mouth wide as she closed her eyes, Ellie latched onto her mom's distended nipple. Much to her utter delight, Ellie found circling her tongue around and around her mom's wonderfully erect nipple, caused her to moan loudly. Wanting to please her even more, Ellie gave her mom's nipple a few more loving licks before she clamped her mouth down on it and began to suckle on it in earnest.
Ellie's moved her mouth back and forth, giving each of her mom's tits equal attention as Jack continued to finger his wife's pussy while attacking her neck with dozens of hungry kisses.
Suffering from sensory overload, Carrie hissed, "You guys need to make me come... you know what I need, Jack."
Jack pulled back before whispering to Ellie, "On your knees honey as mommy wants you to eat her pussy."
Dropping to her knees, Ellie hoped her parents would give her some guidance in the naughty act she was about to attempt.
Her hopes were fulfilled, somewhat, when Carrie used the back of her hand to roughly push Ellie's face between her legs as she barked at her, "Eat my pussy, little girl... just pretend it's someone you are eager to kiss and shower mommy's cunt with attention using your tongue."
Slipping her tongue out, she went to work at doing her best to please her mom.
Guided by her mom's hand on the back of her head, Ellie quickly figured out just where to attack using her flickering tongue.
"Oh God that's it honey," her mother moaned as her daughter's darting tongue finally stumbled upon her clit. "Right there... right there."
Jack knowing how Carrie loved having her sensitive nipples played with while he ate her out, reached around and cupped his wife's tits before using his thumbs to tweak her nipples.
Carrie titled her head back, closing her eyes as she became lost in this wonderful wicked world of forbidden pleasure.
As Ellie's unrelenting tongue began to flicker faster, and then slower, all over her mom's clit, Jack helped things out by reached down and pushing his finger up and inside of his wife.
Carrie, racing headlong to a mighty orgasm, began to moan even louder as Jack's fingers and Ellie's tongue assaulted her pussy with unrelenting fury.
"OHHH GOD... MOMMY... MOMMY IS COOOMMMING," Carrie whimpered loudly as a wonderfully wicked orgasm washed over her.
Jack held his wife tight, keeping her from toppling over, as the powerful orgasm carried her away.
Ellie, playing the naïve little girl to the very end, looked up at her mother as she stood there shuddering. Blinking her eyes, she whispered, "Did I do good, Mommy?"
Carrie gently ruffled her daughter's hair as she whispered, "I think you know you did, little girl... In fact you did so good your mommy has a couple small little presents for you."
Carrie, fully in charge again, led them both over to the vanity table and after reaching the table she barked at her husband, "Now sit down and wait for us while I take our daughter to the closet so I can give her her presents."
Ellie tried to scoop up her bra off the floor before being led over to the closet by her mom, but Carrie quickly nixed that idea when she took the bra out of her hand saying, "You won't be needing that, hon."



"But Mom," she started to protest before harsh looks, from both her parents, made her snap her mouth shut.
Once they were safely inside the spacious walk in closet, Carrie reached up to one of the upper shelves, pulling a shopping bag down and a shoe box.
"After I leave Ellie open your presents and put them on and then take a minute to practice strutting around in your new shoes."
"Where you going?"
"I got a little something new for your daddy myself hon and I'm going to head off to the bathroom to put it on for him... and for you."
After grabbing another shopping bag from the corner, Carrie exited the closet. Jack, sitting there over on the vanity bench, he had slipped his sweat pants back on, spoke up after watching his wife exit the closet alone. "Hey where is Ellie?"
Carrie quickly grabbed her forgotten black satin robe off the floor as she answered her husband. "She is trying on the nice presents I got her so sit tight and she will be out in a minute to show them off for you."
Before he could badger her with any more questions, Carrie quickly disappeared inside the bathroom.
After stripping off her stockings and garter belt, Carrie changed into something new she picked up the other day at the mall as a sexy surprise for her husband: a black corset with ruffled skirting around the lower edges. The corset had a series of button clasps running up the front of it and could barely contain Carrie's immense breasts.
Sure Jack would find her new corset quite titillating, as he would Ellie's slutty high heels and sexy new dress, Carrie poked her head out of the bathroom. Smiling at him, she said, "Your daughter has a nice surprise for you honey so turn around and face the mirror and close your eyes and leave them shut until I tell you to open them or you will ruin her surprise."
Jack happily obeyed.
Hoping Ellie would be ready by now and already have on what she got her, Carrie headed straight to the closet after slipping on her robe over her new corset.
After slipping inside the closet, she found Ellie nervously pacing back and forth.
"So do your new shoes and dress fit nice, hon," Carrie asked.
Ellie paused before turning to her mom. "They do but I mean... I have never worn nuttin like this before... I mean nothing so sexy."
Carrie eyed her daughter in the sexy light blue mesh dress she picked out for her not three months ago. The dress was both short and tight, coming down just barely past her ass, and showed off her young body to a delicious degree as its mesh design made it practically see through. Paired with the sexy silver and black sandals with four inch heels, the once innocent looking Ellie truly looked a bit "slutty".
"Well, all I can say Ellie is your mom definitely knocked it out of the park when I bought both that sexy dress and shoes for you."
"Yeah, thank you but... but I mean why... why did you buy the dress and shoes for me mom? I mean, like I said, I never wore anything sexy like this before."
"Yes, I know, and that is why I bought them as every adorably cute little girl, like yourself, will eventually need something sexy to wear on some special occasion."
"A special occasion... you mean like tonight."
"Yes I would say tonight for all of us is most definitely special. The truth was I bought these presents for you with the idea I would give them to you on your next birthday..." Carrie shrugged her shoulders before saying, "But considering what a good little girl you have been tonight I figured you earned some early birthday presents."
"Thanks Mom," Ellie said as she paused in front of the closet's large mirror hanging from the back of the door to admire how she looked in her new dress.
"Hmm one thing though sweetheart... lose the boy shorts as I think your daddy will find you much more attractive if you aren't wearing anything, at all I mean, under your dress."
Moving up close to her, Carrie reached down and stroked her face lightly before whispering, "I mean you do want your daddy to find his little girl attractive in her pretty new dress right, baby?"
"I do, Mommy," Ellie answered quietly before reaching up and under the dress and removing her boy short panties.
A minute later, hand in hand, Carrie and Ellie quietly approached Jack from behind as he sat there on the bench, his eyes still shut, facing the vanity's mirror.
"You can open your eyes now, Jack," Carrie told her husband.
Jack's eyes flickered open and after seeing his sweet innocent little daughter wearing such an over the top sexy little dress, paired with those equally sexy high heels, he took a deep breath.
As their eyes met in the mirror Ellie asked him softly, "Do you like my new dress, Daddy. Hmm, Mommy said you would."
"Yeah, Mommy isn't lying sweetheart as you look utterly fantastic," Jack told her as he turned around to get a better look at his daughter. "I mean... wow, honey..."
"But doesn't she, Jack?" Carrie cooed as she used one hand to twirl one of Ellie's cute little pig tails.
"What about my new shoes, Daddy... you like them too?"
Before Jack could answer, Carrie, ever the master of teasing, spoke up saying, "Why don't you show off both your new shoes and your new dress by strutting around the bedroom a few times for your daddy, sweetheart while I go grab a little something from my nightstand drawer"
"OK," Ellie said as she slowly turned and began to walk across the bedroom.
Imitating the runway models, Ellie added a bit of swish to her walk as she sashayed back and forth across the bedroom several times with her confidence growing as both her mom and dad seemed totally enthralled by how she looked in her new dress and shoes.
Carrie quickly hurried across the bedroom toward the nightstand as a deliciously wicked idea started to form in her sex addled mind.
A minute later she was back, sitting next to her husband on the vanity bench with the bottle of lube she just grabbed within easy reach over on the vanity.
Both of them watched their daughter, desire growing in their hearts as she sashayed around the bedroom, showing off to the max for them.
Finally, feeling her husband was growing near to recovering his libido, Carrie called out to her daughter, "Ellie, sweetheart, why don't you make one more quick trip around the bedroom before coming over here close to your mommy and daddy as mommy wants you to do something for her."
Ellie complied with her mom's request as she circled the bedroom once more before stopping directly in front of them.
"What do you want me to do for you, Mommy?"
"Why don't you slowly take off your mom's robe sweetie so your daddy can get a glimpse of the little something I picked out at the mall the other day for him?"
Ellie, moving slowly like her mom wanted, carefully undid the tie holding the robe shut before opening it up and slipping it off of her.
"Oh wow, Mommy that is so sexy," Ellie whispered as she eyed her mom's alluring black corset.
"You think your daddy likes it?" Carrie asked softly.
Ellie glanced over at her daddy; he was staring eagerly over at his wife prompting Ellie to remark happily, "Oh for sure he likes it, Mommy."
Reaching out, Carrie stroked the side of Ellie's face as she whispered, "You know what else I bet your daddy would like, sweetie?"
Sure this was what both her parents wanted-for her to continue to play the role of their sweet, naïve innocent little girl-- Ellie shook her head no diffidently.
"I bet he would like to watch us kiss some more... as you slowly, carefully undo your mommy's corset."
Jack watched as his wife and daughter stood there, right in front of him, exchanging an ever increasing series of hot passionate kisses as Ellie carefully undid the row of clasps running up the front of her mom's corset, one by one.
As she got to the second to the last of the six clasps, Ellie broke off their kisses before taking a small step back.
Moving ever so slowly now, she carefully gripped the next clasp in her fingers before undoing it and moving on to the final one.
After getting the corset fully open, knowing it would turn her daddy on all the more, Ellie let out a tiny girlish giggle before whispering, "God Mommy you got such a nice pair of big boobies... would... would you mind if your little girl plays with them some."
"Mommy wouldn't mind that at all sweetheart but why don't you go ahead and settle yourself down in your daddy's lap so he doesn't feel so left out."
Carrie, wearing nothing more now than a pair of black bikini panties, waited until Ellie got comfortable in her daddy's lap before moving closer to them.
Thrusting her chest out, Carrie whispered, "Go ahead little girl, you can play with them if you want."
Reaching up, Ellie used both of her hands as she began to juggle her mom's large tits in them, bouncing them up and down both tenderly playfully in her curious young hands.
Carrie let out a soft sigh, she loved having her boobs played with so sweetly, as she closed her eyes.
Jack began to squirm as he was starting to get hard again while watching his wife and daughter tease him.
Ellie used her fingers, gently flickering them across her mom's nipples until they became fully erect before she pulled her hands back.
Looking up at her mom, Ellie whispered, "Mommy... Hmm, Daddy is starting to get... you know... down there. I can... ahhh feel it."
Although she knew exactly what Ellie was saying Carrie played dumb, "Tell me, sweetie, Daddy is starting to get what... down there?"
Ellie turned to look back at her daddy as she gave him a mischievous smile before leaning forward and whispering to her mommy, "Big and hard, Mommy... like I said... I can feel him."
She pulled back before adding, "And he is beginning to squirm... a lot too, Mommy."
"Hmm, well sweetheart why don't we see just how big and hard we can make daddy while seeing how much we can make him squirm too by..." Leaning forward, Carrie whispered something in Ellie's ear that Jack couldn't hear but made his daughter let out a childish giggle before she whispered back, "OK, Mommy."
Carrie snaked a hand around her daughter's head, pulling her into the vast valley between her immense tits.
Ellie sprayed the deep valley between her mom's tits with dozens of light airy kisses--just as she brought her hands up to juggle them playfully once more.
The light airy kisses and playful juggling was never bound to last as Ellie's innate passion for her mom's breasts flooded her heart. First, her light airy kisses gave way to a furious storm of sloppy kisses with the violent storm of kisses raining all over the vast expanse of Carrie's perfectly tanned tits while her gently fondling turned into an impassioned kneading.
"Oh that's it baby, lose control, suck on your mommy's tits... please baby... like... like your very life depends on it!" Carrie cried out.
Jack was growing achingly hard as he watched his once innocent young daughter use her mouth to attack her mommy's tits with an ardent fury that was indeed a wild sight to behold.
Ellie's eager young mouth found one of her mom's large erect nipples and latched onto it, suckling on it so utterly sweetly, causing Carrie to let out a low moan of pure abject pleasure.
Carrie allowed her daughter's honeyed suckling fest to continue unabated for a good minute or two before she sensed it was time to finally include her husband in a far greater role than simply watching.
Reaching down, she used one hand to gently nudge Ellie's suckling mouth off of her breasts as she took a small step back.
Taking her by the hands, she pulled Ellie off of her daddy's lap and onto her feet before leaning down and whispering something in her ear that Jack, once again, could not hear.
This time, instead of giggling though, Ellie simply nodded her head yes.
"Go ahead and close your eyes again Jack as your wife has another small surprise for you."
Jack closed her eyes just as Ellie and his wife turned and strode across the bedroom.
Over at the nightstand, Carrie pulled out a pair of handcuffs.
"Are those for me, Mommy?" Ellie asked nervously.
Carrie smiled before nodding her head yes. "A bit of light bondage turns your daddy and me on, sweetie, so be a good little girl and turn around, hands behind your back and no protesting and no questions."
"Yes, Mommy," Ellie responded as she obediently tucked her hands behind her back, allowing her mother to secure the handcuffs around her wrists before she led her back across the room to her daddy.
On their way across the room, Carrie gave her daughter some hurried instructions on just exactly what to say and how to act once they got back over to her daddy.
"You can open your eyes now, Daddy," Ellie whispered as she stood in front of her father.
Jack opened his eyes to find his daughter, her hands securely cuffed behind her back, standing directly in front of him with his smirking wife standing behind her.
As she kneaded her daughter's shoulders, she said to her husband, "Jack, I am giving you the best gift a father could ever hope to receive from his sweet innocent young daughter, honey."
Jack took a deep breath as his cock jerked to full alert status inside his sweat pants.
"Go on Ellie, tell your daddy what his present is going to be."
"Daddy... Mommy arranged it so that I am going to give you my virginity... as a gift to you." Turning, Ellie looked back at her mother.
"Well go on sweetie, don't be shy and tell him the rest."
"So do... do you wanna be the first to... to fuck your daughter, Daddy?" Ellie asked him in a voice dripping with honey.
"Jack, honey, why don't you show us your answer by standing up?"
Jack slowly stood up from the vanity table's bench as Carrie circled around her daughter so she was astride of them both.
As she reached out, hooking a pair of fingers around the waistband of her husband's sweat pants, she told them, "Now I both hope you appreciate what I have arranged here tonight, especially you Ellie as your mommy is going to make sure her little girl losing her virginity will be a wholly special and memorable experience."
As she slowly began to pull down his sweat pants, Carrie whispered, "I mean how memorable will it be for you Ellie, losing your virginity to your father while you are helpless and handcuffed and your pretty and sexy step mommy is there helping moving things along step by step."
"That will be very special, Mommy," Ellie whispered. "And I won't ever forget it."
Ellie looked hungrily down, waiting eagerly as her mother carefully pulled down her daddy's sweatpants. Finally, she was rewarded with the awesome sight of her daddy's big hard cock springing forth as her mother yanked the sweat pants down.
"Oh wow," Ellie giggled, "Daddy is so big again."
"Just for you sweetheart," Jack whispered as he took a step forward.
"Let's get her ready shall we," Carrie said in a voice quaking with excitement.
Jack, moving slowly, reached down, stroking his daughter's face kindly with one finger before whispering, "God you are so pretty baby and daddy loves you so much."
"I love you too, Daddy," Ellie whispered back just before their mouths came slowly together.
What happened next was an utter blur of sexual depravity for the poor handcuffed Ellie as her parents attacked her young virgin body with such lustful cravings literally taking her breath away.
As she exchanged dozens of passionate kisses with her daddy, her mother came up behind her and began to rub her hands all over her backside while her daddy's hands roamed all over her front side, fondling her small boobies through her thin covering of her sexy dress.
Ellie felt her world spinning as her parents took turns twisting her around while they showered her mouth with one passionate kiss after another. As they were kissing her, both their hands scrambled all over her body with her slutty little dress providing little to no protection from all her secret spots being invaded.
Finally, after several minutes of being caught in this wild vortex of passion, there was a brief lull in the action, just before things took another unexpected twist.
"Ellie your daddy is going to get a blindfold and put it on you, baby," her mother told her.
"A blindfold, Mommy? But why?" Ellie curiously asked.
"So you can't see the treat your daddy wants to give his little girl."
"Daddy is going to give me a treat?" Ellie answered with extra girlish enthusiasm.
"Yes he is baby" Carrie cooed in her ear as she ran her fingers through her hair, "And to ensure his treat will be a nice surprise for his little girl she can't be allowed to see it beforehand... OK?"
"OK, Mommy," Ellie said as her both her excitement and apprehension continued to grow over the night's events.
Ellie felt her vision being cut off as her mom and dad secured a dark blindfold over her eyes. Now she was truly helpless as once more her parents began to batter her with a wild assortment of passionate kisses as they twisted her face back and forth between them.
Jack broke off his kisses before settling down on the vanity bench just as Carrie twisted Ellie around to face her daddy.
Jack watched, his large cock jutting upwards and twitching with hardness, as his wife whispered something in Ellie's ear.
Ellie moved closer to him before dropping her voice down to a quiet whisper.
"Mommy said after watching me suck on her tits that..." Reaching out, and with her mom's hand guiding her, she used one finger to kindly stroke the side of her daddy's face, "That you might want to suck on mine. Hmm, would you like to daddy... suck on your little girl's small boobies."
Jack swallowed hard before whispering back, "Oh sweetheart your daddy would love to suck on his little girl's boobies."
"See I told you sweetie he would," Carrie said as she began to slowly pull down the triple shoulder straps on either side of her daughter's dress.
Knowing she needed to hear an abundance of praise, Carrie whispered to her husband, "Oh God, Jack look at those delicate little boobies of hers. I... I mean aren't they just darling and... and don't you just wanna eat them up."
"Jesus, you have such a gorgeous pair of tits honey," Jack whispered to his daughter before burying his face against her tits.
Jack, as if his very life depended on it, began to suck on his daughter's tits, one after the other, as Carrie dropped down to her knees. Lifting her tight little dress up in the back, Carrie began to spray her daughter's lovely ass with a wealth of sloppy kisses.
Ellie began to squirm and moan from her parent's soft attentions with her moaning becoming more pronounced when her mom slipped her hand up and under her dress and in between her legs.
"OH GOD..." Ellie hissed as she felt one of her mom's saliva slickened fingers invade her tight virgin hole.
Carrie carefully, slowly worked her finger in and out of Ellie's snug little snatch box before twisting her face around. Burying her face between her daughter's legs, Carrie's tongue worked its magic all over Ellie's pussy making her squirm and moan.
"Oh God, what are you guys doing to me," Ellie whimpered as the dual assault on both her boobies and her pussy was reaching its climax.
Bouncing up to her feet, Carrie whispered to Ellie, "So are you ready for your big surprise little girl?"
"Un-huh," Ellie whispered.
"OK, first we need to do this," Carrie told her as she slipped her hands down, hooking her fingers under Ellie's dress before slowly yanking it up some.
Jack took a deep sigh, his cock twitching with both hardness and anticipation as he watched his daughter's tight dress being hiked up by his wife.
Teaming up, Jack and Carrie easily lifted the one hundred and five pound Ellie up and off of her feet before maneuvering her into position so she was facing away from her daddy while being suspended just over his fully erect penis as it jutted skyward.



Finally, the stage was set for this final forbidden act as with an abundance of infinite care, they slowly lowered Ellie down onto Jack's hard cock.
"Oh God," Ellie hissed softly as she felt herself being pierced for the first time by a man's hardness.
Carrie wrapped her arms around her stepdaughter as Jack slowly pumped his hips upwards thrusting his cock deeper inside of his daughter, eliciting a series of tiny whimpers from Ellie.
"Oh baby," Carrie whispered in her ear, "your daddy is going to make such sweet love to his baby girl."
Gripping her tightly, Carrie helped bounce Ellie up and down on her daddy's cock as their lovemaking gradually picked up steam. Carrie, like a master of ceremonies, was controlling the action as she helped propel Ellie up and down on Jack's cock in a slow, rhythmic fashion.
Despite wanting to take things slow, Jack was starting to lose control thanks to the surreal sight of his helplessly bound daughter in her sexy little dress bouncing up and down, with her mommy's help, on his hard cock.
After roughly a good minute of their soft and steady love making, as if she reading his mind, Carrie announced quietly, "Jack honey, I think she is getting used to your size, I think you can start fucking your little girl a bit harder now."
After taking a deep breath, Jack quickly thrust upwards, hard and fast, three times causing Ellie to let out a loud series of whimpers.
Dropping her mouth back down to Ellie's ear, Carrie whispered to her, "Beg your daddy to start fucking you honey. Tell him you need his cock. Men like to hear that."
Ellie immediately obeyed as she cried out in a harsh whisper, "Daddy fuck me please... please daddy... your... your little girl needs your cock so bad."
Jack again paused before slamming his cock up and inside of Ellie a good half dozen times causing her whole body to shake.
"OH GOD," Ellie moaned loudly as she shuddered from the effects of her daddy's pounding.
Knowing she could not take a relentlessly hard fucking, Jack slowed down, allowing his daughter to catch her breath.
Ellie felt her face being twisted to the side before it was engulfed in between her mommy's soft breasts.
"Suck on your mom's tits honey as your daddy fucks you," Carrie barked at her just as she felt her daddy begin to pump his cock into her in a nice and slow way she loved.
Looking on as his daughter showered his wife's tits with dozens of sloppy kisses, Jack really did start to lose control then as he started to fuck his daughter with a greater purpose.
Carrie stroked Ellie's hair, holding her tight, as she continued to suckle greedily on her tits while her daddy began to fuck her harder and harder still.
"Daddy is going to come inside you baby and then mommy is going to eat your sweet pussy until you come yourself."
Ellie pulled her mouth off of her mom's tits long enough to nod her head yes before she let out in increasingly loud series of frantic whimpers as her daddy's fucking reached a climax.
"Come inside her, Jack," Carrie barked at her husband... just as he released a loud of cum inside his daughter.
Carrie, knowing her husband so well, understood immediately he had just shot a load inside of his daughter, quickly pulled Ellie up and off of her daddy before placing her gently onto the vanity bench.
"Spread your legs, baby for mommy," Carrie whispered to her as she lowered her mouth to Ellie's tight little snatch box.
Now it was Jack's turn to hold Ellie tight as they sat side by side on the vanity bench while Carrie went to town eating her out.
Ellie's head lolled back as her mom's expert tongue circled her clit again and again while her daddy showered her vulnerable neck with dozens of loving kisses.
"Oh Mommy... don't stop..." Ellie whined to her mom as her tongue worked its way up and all around her wet pussy.
"Are you going to come for us, little girl," Jack whispered to his daughter as he stroked her hair. "Come on baby, come for us."
"Oh daddy... I'm... I'm... commmming."
Ellie's voice trailed off into a series of tiny whimpers thanks to her mom now fucking her hard and fast with an expert finger, as her whole body began to shake from the initial effects of her first real orgasm.
Wave after wave of pleasure washed over Ellie as her mom lapped playfully at her clit causing her daughter's orgasm to ratchet up into a virtual tsunami of pleasurable sensations.
After releasing her from the handcuffs and removing her blindfold, Jack and Carrie led a visibly shaken Ellie over to their bed and in less than five minutes the three of them were cuddled tightly under the covers while dreaming of their next adventure.
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Storms of Passion
As far as Remy was concerned her stepmother was truly the bitch goddess from hell. All blonde hair and big tits, Remy could see why her grief-stricken father was taken in by Karen's physical beauty. True, Karen was there for him as Kenneth went through the horrible ordeal of watching his wife, and Remy's mother, waste away from the cancer ravaging her body.
But, after all, Karen was a nurse in the terminal cancer ward, so Remy figured it was part of her job to be nice to the family members of cancer patients. Sadly, in her opinion, her father took it to be much more than that and two years later they were married.
Now four years had passed and with her father's marriage tittering on the brink of collapse, him and Karen separated some four months ago, Remy was determined to make it do just that: collapse.
Remy, after turning eighteen just weeks ago, now considered herself a much worthier opponent than before. Back when Karen had roped her daddy into marrying her, she was a naïve fourteen year girl, but now she was not so young and possessed, or thought she possessed anyways, a few tricks up her sleeve that just might help facilitate the collapse of her father's marriage.
Remy's dad was desperately trying to hold onto the tatters of his second marriage which pained Remy to the point where she was absolutely determined to do whatever it might take to make sure her father did not reconcile things with her stepmom.
After they got married, Remy and Karen, despite Kenneth's best efforts to turn them into a nice little family of three, never got along. Things finally digressed to the point where shortly after her fifteenth birthday, Remy moved to the Philippines to stay with her grandparents. Her dad, much to her dismay, said little in the way of trying to stop her from moving, taking this as a sure sign he was siding with Karen over her.
Three long years later, she was now returning home to America for the first time since leaving. Remy strongly suspected her father was still carrying a torch for Karen and was doing everything in his power to try and win her back.
Well, Remy thought smugly to herself as approached her house, I will show him he has other options.
Remy plan at this point was twofold: first, assess the situation and if she thought it looked likely that Karen was attempting to weasel her way back into his life then the second part of her plan would be put into place with this being nothing short of seducing him.
She had everything planned in how the evening might go with the only question being in the end-- would she be brave enough to try and seduce her daddy--if it came to that.
Remy arrived at her dad's large house just outside of Boston at around four in the afternoon. She was on break from her college in Manila and was more than a little eager to put her plan into action.
After hauling her luggage into the house for her planned two week vacation they settled down in the kitchen, chatting idly about her schooling. Finally, after a few minutes Remy excused herself to take a hot shower.
"When I get back downstairs I am going to cook you dinner."
"What do you want me to do? Can I help maybe?"
"Sure go to the store and get some champagne."
"Champagne. So what are we celebrating little girl?"
Remy's heart skipped a beat as him calling her "little girl" brought back so many wonderful memories.
"My graciously choosing to spend my entire spring break with you, I mean, I thought that would be obvious. Just pick out something nice huh."
"Sure why not. I could use a drink I suppose... help me forget about my problems."
After getting out of the shower, Remy wandered into her old bedroom, her mind preoccupied with what she might wear for this evening's fun and games. It had to be something sweet and innocent, yet seductive, all at the same time.
She went through her suitcases looking at several different outfits, before rejecting each one for one reason or the other. Moving over to her old dresser, she yanked open the drawer, hoping the majority of the clothes she left behind would still be there.
Thankfully, they were still there and as she went through her clothes something finally caught her eye.
It used to be one of her favorite tops when she was about fourteen or fifteen years old. The top had the green face and body of Kermit the frog on it. Kermit was framed by a bright yellow background, and in big red letters, the words Kermit Rules was written. The top was both cute and innocent, in other words, the perfect look she was striving to achieve.
Holding the top up, hoping it would still fit she suddenly remember how this had been a birthday present from her father when she was still in junior high.
She quickly tried it on; liking how it still fitted her--just barely. She, of course, had filled out a bit in the past five years, which the cute little top aptly showed off. She especially liked how the top was a bit snug in the chest department, showing off her perky little 32 B boobs rather nicely.
Tight enough where he just might notice, she mused to herself as she admired how the top looked on her in the mirror on the back of her closet door. "Yeah, especially if I wear my new padded purple bra that makes my boobies look bigger," she whispered with growing enthusiasm.
Now she would just have to pick out something to go with it. She dug through her dresser drawer some more before finally stumbling across something that just might work in the form of one of her old skirts. It was a shiny black pleated PVC skirt and was the first real sexy thing she had ever bought a couple years back. Sexy enough where she dared not take it to the Philippines.
Thinking the sexy skirt would be a perfect "mismatch" for the innocent top, Remy hurriedly tried it on, finding, much as she suspected it would be, the skirt was both tight and short on her.
"This could be perfect," she whispered to herself before turning around to check herself out from behind in the mirror, only to find how the skirt was delightfully just barely long enough to cover her best feature: her adorable young ass.
As a final touch, Remy arranged her pretty, dark hair in the twin ponytails that added a cute, girlish, and sweet look to her already adorable appearance. The twin ponytails was a look never failing to elicit kind words from her father back when she was younger. She was just about to leave her old bedroom when she was hit with a perfectly devilishly idea.
Stepping back into the bedroom, she shut the door before retreating to her closet and before she could lose her nerve she reached up and under her skirt, removing her panties.
About an hour later, they were sitting in the dining room, enjoying a quiet dinner as they engaged in idle chit chat while sipping on some champagne. Remy had known her outfit hit a homerun when her daddy took a good long look at her as she came floating back downstairs.
Although he actually said nothing about how she was dressed, she sensed he was not at all disappointed.
Remy was waiting until the champagne buzz started to kick in for the both of them before she steering the conversation in the direction she wanted it to go.
After dinner, as she was working on her second glass of champagne and him on his third, Remy finally decided the time was right to have their quiet conversation take a serious turn.
"Daddy, do you miss Mom?"
"Of course sweetie. I miss her terribly."
He paused, looking at Remy seriously, before adding, "You know maybe I never noticed until right now how much you are beginning to look just like her."
"As I recall you always thought Mom was so very beautiful."
"I did."
She got up before gliding around to his side of the dining room table, "So that must mean you think I look beautiful too, huh?"
"I do honey. You know when you left those four long years ago you were just a pretty little teenager, but now..." He smiled broadly at her, "My pretty little teenager has turned into a ravishing young lady. You know your mom was your age when we first started dating hon?"
"I didn't know that," Remy quietly replied as her mind whirled with how she might use this information to her benefit later one.
"She was so lucky to find a man as sweet and handsome as you, Daddy."
"Ahh flattery, you must want something young lady."
"Yes, as a matter of fact I do."
She smiled, holding her hand out to him and after he took it, she led him out of the dining room and downstairs to the living room.
"Why don't you sit down while I prepare things," she told him.
After he plopped down on the sofa, she hurried over to the stereo in the corner before bending over to exam his collection of CD's.
Without it being something he deliberately did, Kenneth found his eyes were hopelessly stuck on his pretty young daughter; especially, that is, on her ass.
This was mainly thanks to her tight little skirt riding up some as she leaned down to insert a CD into the corner stereo unit, providing a most compelling view of her mouthwatering young ass.
Kenneth fought in vain to keep his thoughts pure as she seemed to be spending an inordinate amount of time bending over the stereo.
Kenneth took the offered bait, staring longingly at his daughter's ass, mesmerized by its beauty. He had just enough time to contemplate how his "little girl" certainly was now a rather fetching young lady before she abruptly turned around.
Her smile, devious and sly, indicated she-- may have --caught him, red-handed, staring at her butt. He blamed it on the champagne, which made it easy for him to ignore what common sense would have dictated doing in such a situation, which was, of course, not staring at his eighteen year old daughter's ass.
"Daddy can come help me with this stupid thing," she asked.
"Sure, honey," he said before standing up and crossing the room to her.
As he approached she purposefully bent over the stereo again, showing once more, this time up close and personal, that sweet little ass of hers.
It took him all of about three seconds to "fix" whatever issues she was having with the CD player before she smiled at him sweetly while whispering, "Daddy to the rescue."
Some soft romantic music filled the dimly lit living room ending the show as she straightened up before saying, "Slow dance with me Daddy."
"That was you what you wanted... for me to share a slow dance with you, hon?"
"Uh-hu," she told him softly.
Of course, he obliged her request as especially tonight, seeing her for the first time in forever, he was disinclined to deny her anything. This feeling to deny his young daughter nothing was made all the more powerful by the store of guilt Kenneth had allowed to build up over the years, thanks to the way he so easily allowed her to walk out of his life.
He fully understood now, much too late, of course, he should have done more to keep her there in Boston, even if it meant damaging his relationship with Karen. Indeed, much too late did Kenneth realize one simple fact in life: a daughter's love for her father was forever while a wife's love may come go as the fickle winds of fate blow to and fro.
Before they began their dance, they decided to share a champagne toast, drinking it down quickly. The champagne was making Remy feel both brave and quite audacious in her willingness to carry out her plans for maybe seducing him.
She finished her full glass of champagne, letting the warm buzz fully envelope her as they slowly came together in the middle of a wide spot on the living room floor.
After they circled around once, Remy looked up at him. Batting her eyes seductively, she whispered, "Daddy do you think I am as pretty as Karen?"
"Of course honey. Prettier even."
"But I have a feeling you are going to get back with her... I guess because you are lonely and miss Mom?"
Remy looked sadly down and away as Kenneth desperately tried to figure out just how he was going to answer his daughter. The sad truth was Remy had been pretty much spot on with her assessment of things.
After a long moment of silence, Kenneth decided to be noncommittal with his answer, "Honey it's really undecided if I will get back with her."
Remy was quiet for a moment before she bowed her head, resting it on his chest softly.
"I don't want you to get back with her," she whispered after a long minute of silence.
Raising her face up, she looked at him directly before saying, almost fiercely, "I know she wants you back and you will probably give in to her. After all, why would you not? I mean she is not stupidly short like me, she doesn't have drab colored dark hair. Instead, she is tall and has that beautiful golden hair that all men love and then they are those God awful huge tits of hers that all men, including you, I'm sure, simply go crazy for. I guess once again I will be left out in the cold like before."
Tears started to well in her eyes. Getting emotional like this was not part of Remy's secret seduction plans, but the whole thing just sort of sneaked up on her. Her plan had been to play it cool and casual in a confident sexy manner, but instead, she began to cry with all the planned cool sexiness she wanted so desperately to display slipping away.
Kenneth pulled his daughter closer to him as he lightly brushed away the tears from her face. They were no longer swaying to the soft music, but instead were just stopped in the middle of the living room, holding one another.
Lowering his voice, he spoke to her quietly, "Listen little girl, honestly, if I was to really compare you to Karen, she would be the one crying."
"And why is that, Daddy?" Remy whispered.
He gave her a tight hug before telling her the unvarnished truth. "Because you are the light of my life, not her, and maybe because are so very beautiful honey that you make the sun blush... and I will take your cute little twin ponytails..."
Reaching down with both hands, he batted them playfully as he whispered, "Over her blonde hair any day. As for her being tall... so what!!! Honestly, I prefer short girls myself. Short and petite... like you cupcake."
"Really why?" Remy said while starting to feel better about things.
"Oh maybe because you can do things like this with petite young ladies like yourself." Feeling frisky from the champagne, he suddenly grabbed her around the waist before lifting her up easily and twirling her around once, twice, and then a third time.
It was an easy thing to do considering Remy was only barely five foot tall and might have weighed all of about hundred and five pounds.
Remy squealed in sheer delight before crying out, "Stop Daddy... I am getting dizzy."
"Just as I am dizzy from your absolute stunning beauty my dearest daughter," he declared before swinging her around one last time, and then deftly setting her down on her feet.
"Great now I am too dizzy to dance anymore Daddy," she pouted. "You will have to take me over to the couch and cuddle me until my dizziness goes away."
"Well, little girl, maybe that was my plan all along you know, to get you onto the couch so we could cuddle some. Yeah, just like old times."
He took her by the hand, leading her over to the couch, but before they sat down Remy grabbed the champagne bottle and poured them both some more champagne. Raising her glass, she stated, "To cuddling with my handsome daddy that I have missed so much over these past several years."
They both drained their toasts before he pointed out her flawed logic.
"So let me get this straight. You needed to sit down because you are dizzy, but yet we just drank some more champagne, after having too much anyways already, which by all accounts should make you dizzier still. Yeah, makes sense to me."
"It only makes sense to you because you are drunk, and trying to get your little girl drunk also." She shot him a sly smile before adding playfully, "What... so you can take advantage of her maybe?"
"As I recall it was your idea to have another toast, Remy so you better rethink your accusation before I change my mind about cuddling with you, lest you think I am trying to 'take advantage' of you."
She plopped down on the couch next to him. Frowning, she told him, "Never happen. You cannot say no to me, especially not tonight of all nights since you are trying so very desperately to get back in my good graces."
"So true," he replied sighing as he settled down on the couch next to her. She quickly wrapped her arms around him as she snuggled up next to him.
"This is nice" Kenneth whispered as they sat there quietly for a few minutes enjoying the silence of the house, disturbed only by the distant rumble of thunder.
The silence between them was finally broken when, without warning, Remy pulled back from him.
"I think it's finally time for your history lesson and for you to beg me for my forgiveness."
"Sure, let's hear your history lesson, Remy," he replied, wondering just what this lesson might entail. As for the begging part, he already resigned himself to the fact he would do anything to try and make up for the way he treated her after he married Karen, and if that included begging... so be it.
"You once asked me why I hated her so much. Remember?"
"Yeah, I remember."
"Well, now I am mature enough and confident enough to tell you exactly why."
"Go ahead honey I am listening."
"I was fourteen when you married her and then we stopped having a close relationship. By close, I mean physically, Daddy. No more hugging, holding hands, cuddling like just now, no more sweet words exchanged, no more teasing fun and games." She sighed heavily as she paused letting her words sink in.
"And worst of all, no more good morning, good night, or even goodbye kisses. No more kisses whatsoever... like we once shared. I was both hurt and jealous as I watched all the affectionate I used to get from you go to Karen."
"You are right, Remy. I am guilty as charged, but you must understand I was on the rebound from your mother's death and honestly Karen was just there for me to lean on. And she got upset when I showed you attention so...."
"So you bowed to her desire and cut me off from your love and affection. And then let me run off to the Philippines and stay with Grandma and Grandpa for all them years."
"Sadly yes. Can you ever forgive me, baby?"
"I can try if you are willing to make it up to me. Tonight, starting here and now."
"I will do whatever it takes Remy. Just tell me what you want." He moved closer to her, and in a frantic attempt to convince her his words were true he gave a pair of soft kisses--one on each cheek.
"That is a good start as I do miss your kisses, Daddy."
"I missed giving them to you baby," he whispered into her ear as he drew her into a tight embrace.
Moving his lips over, he planted a tender kiss on her forehead before he started to pull back. He was going to, once again, say he was sorry, and then tell her it was finally time they went to bed for the evening. But as it turned out, he never quite got the chance.
"Daddy can I give you a kiss back," she murmured shyly in a voice dripping with utter sweetness.
"Of course baby."
As she moved her lips closer to his face, he instinctively turned so her kiss would fall on his cheek, but using a deft hand, she turned his face to hers at the very last moment, allowing her kiss to land firmly on his lips.
She gave him one, two, and then a third light kiss sending his poor heart racing as does her whispered words.
"I just love you so much Daddy and want this to be a night for us to remember... forever."
It took a tremendous effort on his part but Kenneth somehow managed to pull back just enough to break from her kisses as alarm bells clanged loudly in his head, warning him what was happening was on the cusp of spinning out of control.



Reacting to the alarm bells, he jumped up from the couch before declaring, "Remy it's time for bed. I am tired, you are a bit drunk, and this is getting out of hand."
Instead of protesting, like he half expected, Remy got quietly up from the couch, floating past him without a word.
His heart sank at this terrible ending to what had been, up to then anyways, a simply wonderful night. When she reached the foot of the stairs she paused, before turning back to stare at him. A dark look crossed over her face before she snapped, "Since you made it abundantly clear my kisses are no longer welcome I won't bother even asking for a goodnight kiss... or nothing every again."
Turning, she started to stomp up the stairs but before she was halfway up fate intervened.
A storm was coming; it had been building all day. The afternoon had been exceedingly hot for October with the weatherman predicting thunderstorms to be hitting the area around ten in the evening. Over the past hour, lightning flashed on and off, like a warning beacon for what was to come. Mixed in with the flashes of intermittent lightning was the occasional low rumble of distant thunder.
As it turned out the predication was not far off as it was then the thunder and fury of the coming storm finally made its presence known.
Remy had just reached the small landing in the middle of the stairs when a brilliant flash of lightning lit up the whole house followed by the booming crash of thunder. The house shook from the booming thunder as first the lights flickered and then went out completely when a gust of powerful wind swung two power lines together causing a short circuit in the system that served their neighborhood.
Remy let out a loud shriek before heading back down the stairs.
Kenneth, after hearing his daughter shriek, dashed towards the stairs and just as he was starting to come up the stairs, and her down, in the dark, they ended up crashing into each other.
Hugging him with a vise-like grip, she whispered, "The storm, I still deathly afraid of them, Daddy... and it's even worse with the lights out."
It came back to him then as he remembered how his daughter had an almost pathologically fear of storms when she was younger. Apparently, considering how she was now shaking in his arms, she hadn't outgrown her fear.
She looked up at him then with a pair of pleading eyes as she whispered, "Please Daddy, you can't leave me tonight... promise me you will stay with me and do anything to make me feel better and feel safe."
He looked at her, as the word 'anything' reverberated around in his mind. While knowing it might be dangerous to agree to such a thing, he also knew it would be nearly suicidal to their relationship to deny her now.
Giving in, he told her, "Of course baby I won't leave you."
"And more importantly promise you will do anything to make me feel better, Daddy?"
"Yes, yes, anything, sweetie... Now let's head over to the kitchen and find some candles huh."
Five minutes later they were back in the candle lit living room. Power outages during bad storms were fairly common in the fall in their neighborhood so Kenneth always kept plenty of candles in stock, but unfortunately his stock was now down to only a measly four taper candles.
Once he got the trio of candles lit and arranged strategically throughout the living room she came up to him holding a freshly poured glass of champagne.
He frowned; God knows he didn't need any more to drink and neither did she.
"What's wrong?" she asked. "You're frowning."
Looking at the glasses of champagne he said, "Neither of us needs more to drink, hon."
She smiled back at him before responding, "You are right... neither of needs more to drink but your scared little girl wants another drink... to help calm her nerves and wants you to share it with her and besides you promised so..."
She extended the glass to him and trapped by his promise he took it. "Half and half, Daddy OK?"
He nodded his head before polishing off a good three quarters of it as he simply did not want her drinking so much.
Taking the glass from him, she eyed it with a frown, "Daddy I said half and half."
"Guess I got carried away," he told her with a shrug of his shoulders.
After she quickly polished off the remaining bit of champagne she turned heading to the bar once more.
"Where are you going?"
"To refill the glass of course as I didn't get my fair share."
He sighed as sometimes he forgot how determined his little girl was to always get her way.
This time she returned with a pair of nearly full glasses of champagne as he wholly realized how his plan to keep her drinking less totally backfired.
She handed him one of the glasses before holding hers up. "I propose a candlelit toast to this stupid storm. Join me, Daddy in toasting the storm."
He held his glass up and as if the storm was actually listening the living room was lit up momentarily by another brilliant flash of lightning, followed by another thunderous boom.
She jumped before giggling as she brought the glass to her mouth.
He watched, with some trepidation, Remy polish off the glass of champagne in one or two long swallows before doing the same to his.
She took his glass from him and after setting them both aside, she slinked up to him.
"Daddy I think it would help further calm my nerves if we shared a nice candlelight slow dance."
Not waiting for his answer, she knew he couldn't say no to her, she fiddled with her phone for a quick second before some soft romantic ballad began to play.
He, of course, had no choice to agree and as they came together he tried to make the dance formal as he took her one hand in his, holding it up in the classic dance pose, while the other slipped around her waist. He was trying, really trying that is, to do his best to keep a safe distance between them, but as the song progressed Remy let her hand slip from his.
As she moved closer to him, he seemed powerless to stop her and soon she was snuggled right up next to him, clinging tight, her arms locked around his back, her head resting easily on his chest.
He responded by moving one of his hands to the back of her head stroking her pretty dark hair while his other hand slipped around to the small of her back.
Then he gave in completely by pulling her even tighter against him as they swayed softly to the gentle strains of the music.
He sighed as his eyes kept flickering down to her chest and that pretty Hello Kitty shirt of hers that very nicely showed off how her daughter was no longer so flat chested.
The facts were basic at this point: between being drunk on the copious amount of champagne he had already polished off and his daughter's enthralling beauty, shown off so alluringly in the soft candle light, Kenneth simply couldn't take his off of hers.
Nor could he stop his champagne addled mind from wondering about what innocent delights might lay beneath his daughter's sweet innocent top and her sexy skirt.
The song ended; not sure if she wanted to dance to another, he stopped swaying to the music even as another soft ballad started up. Remy lifted her head from his chest looking at him with those soft brown eyes of hers.
"Just one more song huh and then I shall release you from your burden."
"You are hardly a burden Remy."
"Karen thought I was and you let her send me away."
Kenneth sighed as, once again, she was using his past against him. Furthermore, he sensed she was maybe about to get all emotional on him so he must tread carefully here. "Honey, I just hated to see you two fight all the time. I did what I thought was best at the time. Now I know I was wrong."
"Did you really love her that much more than me."
"Remy, it's not an easy thing to analyze. I loved you both."
She pulled back before fixing him with an angry glare. "I think you liked her better simply because of all that pretty blond hair of hers and those stupid big tits she loved to show off to you all the time."
"Remy must we talk about this?" Desperate to change the subject he reached out for her. "Here... let's share another dance, baby."
She took a step back as her frown turned into a pout.
"I wanna talk about this so answer the question. Is that why you liked her more? Answer the question please and then maybe we will dance again."
When he stayed silent, desperately searching for the right words to tell her, she doubled down on demanding an answer.
"Answer me Daddy. It was the allure of those big tits and blonde hair that was too much to resist. I mean I know what men like best."
He was, by now, thoroughly exasperated at her stubbornness to concentrate on both Karen's blonde hair and big tits, so knowing he would have to say something super nice to her, he softened his voice to a low whisper as he finally decided maybe it might be best to just be honest with his daughter and then let the chips fall as they may.
"Jesus Remy, first of all, your hair," He paused before reaching out to playfully bat at one of twin ponytails. "I mean the way you have it arranged in those adorably cute twin ponytails, you know I love it when you do your hair like that and... well it's a thousand times better looking than Karen's. And, besides I am not hung up on blonde hair. Your mom, of course, didn't have blonde hair so..."
Kenneth hoped the high praise he just heaped on Remy's hair would be enough to calm her, and maybe forestall her bringing up the other topic-- Karen's big fucking tits.
His hope proved to be forlorn as Remy immediately went to the topic Kenneth was desperate to avoid. "Well that makes me feel somewhat better Daddy but... but what about the other thing. I mean..."
She took a couple small steps back from him before striking a pose that managed to be both sexy and innocent all at once. Tilting her head seductively at him she whispered, "So do you even like my small breasts better than Karen's, Daddy?"
She leaned back slightly before thrusting out her chest, seemingly wanting him to examine her chest before reaching his conclusion.
The directness of the question caught him off guard as he searched desperately for something to say that might mollify her.
Shit... how does a father answer such a loaded question properly, he quietly mused to himself.
The truth was - Karen did have a big, beautiful set of tits while Remy was blessed with a cute, typically Filipino, small set of tits... much like her mother's.
Naturally, years ago when she left to stay with her grandparents she had barely began to develop and now, four years later, he had inadvertently noticed some growth in the booby department as she ran around in her underwear, but her tits would never be mistaken for being anything other than petite sized. Could he tell her any of this? Of course not. But he had to tell her something.
He took a deep breath, unsure of what he would say, but she was waiting, impatiently by the pouty look on her face, so he must say something. "Baby, you have, I'm sure just an adorable pair of breasts."
He made it a point now to take a long look at her chest, lest she accuse him of being repulsed by her boobies. Any guilt he might have felt for doing such a thing was kept neatly at bay by the joint efforts of the schnapps and champagne and by the fact she was the one who brought up the topic and wanted specific answers.
"Really Daddy. You like them. Even though they aren't very big."
"Size is not everything, sweetheart... and besides you have at least a couple other things that would make Karen extremely jealous."
"Oh, really Daddy and what might that be?"
Looking at her seriously, he whispered, "Well for starters little girl... you have my heart."
She smiled before moving up close to him. "Show me you really mean that by sharing another dance with your little girl then, Daddy."
They came together again, swaying softly to the music, as the raw sexual tension between them became almost like a living breathing entity inside the candle lit living room as the romantic strains of the music filled both their hearts with soft musings of love and tenderness.
After circling around a few times, she brought her mouth to his ear. Whispering, she asked, "So tell me, Daddy... what else do I have that would make her jealous."
Somewhere deep inside, a little voice told Kenneth, despite the inherent dangers of telling her the unvarnished truth, she needed to really hear it--if for nothing more than to help her fragile self-esteem.
Following that little voice, he used a gentle hand to tilt her face upwards so she was looking directly at him. Dropping his voice to a whisper he said, "That incredibly sexy little skirt you are running around in little girl has made it abundantly clear to your daddy that his daughter has a really... cute little caboose."
"So you like my ass huh, Daddy?" She fired back playfully.
"Well, yes if you want to be blunt, I guess I do little girl."
Standing on her tippy toes, she moved her mouth up to his ear before whispering, "You really mean that about having my heart and thinking I have a cute little behind, Daddy?"
"Yes, of course, baby."
"Then share a nice candlelight kiss with your daughter, showing her your words are more than just that."
"Honey is not my words enough for you?"
"No, they are not. Not after you pushed me away."
Her constant reminders of the past were taking its toll on his heart as it ached with a deep sadness. "Then what baby. What can I do?"
She raised her face up to him. There were tears welling in her pretty eyes. "You should have never let me go, Daddy."
"Yes, Jesus Remy I understand that. You don't have to keep reminding me..." He was starting to actually get a bit annoyed, and it showed in his voice, by her constant little reminders, but any annoyance he might have been displaying quickly vanished as a pair of tears trickled down her cheeks.
"Don't cry honey. Please don't cry. I'm sorry."
She has never looked so beautiful, so vulnerable, so sweet, so full of innocence, to him as she did at this very moment in the dimly lit living room. Responding to all that, he allowed himself to be swept away by the moment as he leaned down and did what came naturally: he kissed her.
His intent was to plant a small kiss on her tear stained cheek, but at the very last moment, she turned her face just enough for his kiss to fall upon her lips.
They kiss lightly, once, twice before he tried to pull back, but she was having none of it as her arms snaked around his neck, not allowing him to escape their forbidden destiny.
Their kisses went on and on, soft and sweet while in between they exchanged soft sweet whispered words of perfumed endearments to one another.
Finally, she pulled back before lowering her head against his chest. They oscillated softly back and forth to the romantic ballad with the dreamy music stirred soft musings deep in both of their hearts.
As his hands slipped around to the small of her back, she whispered to him, "Show me more daddy... she me you really like your little girl's cute caboose."
Kenneth's heart leaped as he speculated just what, "show me" meant. Surely it couldn't mean what she was implying -- or might it?"
Not knowing what to do exactly, he did nothing, keeping his hands firmly planted on the small of her back, holding her tight against him. A long minute or so passed before Remy, in the softest of whispers, told him, "Daddy you are not showing your little girl that your words are true. Maybe you just said them to try and make me feel better without really meaning it."
"How do you mean, sweetie?" he asked dumbly.
She paused their dance before pulling back. Staring up at him seriously, she whispered, "First, I didn't feel your heart was really into our kisses and second your hands aren't doing... hmm any exploring... down there."
"Honey, I--" he started to protest how he really was into their kisses but she cut him off with a soft finger to his lips.
"Show me, Daddy... kiss me again... for real this time... unless you don't think I'm pretty enough to kiss."
"Oh sweetheart, you are so very beautiful baby. You have the face of an angel and the body of a goddess," he murmured to her as his heart raced into overdrive.
"And this angel longs for her daddy's kisses," she proclaimed. Their kisses, up to this point, had been soft and innocent, but now she wanted more... and intended on getting it.
She closed her eyes, moving her lips to his before murmuring again, "Show me, Daddy."
He brought his lips to hers. Their earlier kisses had been sweet and innocent while only bordering on something serious but this time, almost immediately, their kisses crossed the border from sweet and innocent and into forbidden territory as they grew bolder in both purpose and intent.
Their forbidden passion was growing in undeniable leaps and bounds now as their lips pressed together, threatening to sweep them away into uncharted territory. The undeniable testament to this was how their lips took longer to part, before coming together again quicker than ever in a restless pursuit to taste more of this new forbidden fruit they were sharing.
Kenneth, despite everything, was trying extremely hard to maintain a semblance of decency between them, just as Remy appeared to be wanting all semblance of decency to completely disappear.
They both can't have it their way, and in the end, hot forbidden passion ruled the night as Kenneth simply could not, would not stop kissing his daughter, releasing giant waves of unspeakable lust to fill both of their lonely, desperate hearts.
Remy, sensing the time was right, broke off their kisses and pulled back. Looking at him seriously, said, "Let your hands go, Daddy."
She stared up at him expectedly before whispering, "Here let me help you."
Reaching around to her back, she grabbed his hands before giving them a little nudge downward. It was just enough of a hint as his hands slipped ever so slowly downward just as they began to kiss again.
His hands slipped over the soft PVC skirt as their kisses began to rocket out of control and as pressed her body invitingly against his hands finally slipped under her short little skirt.
Her butt was tight and firm--and Holy Mother of God-- free of any protection?
Yeah, she wasn't wearing any panties!! Kenneth realized causing his whole world to go on tilt. The stark awareness and wholly unexpected awareness of his innocent daughter not wearing any panties made him instantly hard.
Finally, the deal was sealed when, without giving it any conscious thought, his tongue escaped from his mouth, dipping into hers, where it began to softly explore, adding more fuel to the fires of forbidden passion growing between them.
She responded in kind as her own tongue twisted in and out of his mouth, causing his already growing erection to begin to throb with intense longing.
Once again the shadowy interior of the living room was lit up by a flash of lightening; the storm outside was picking up in intensity, but this was nothing compared to the storm of forbidden passion brewing inside the candle lit living room between father and daughter.
Wanting to ramp things up even further, Remy seductively began pushing the lower part of her body against his crotch while their kisses continued unabated. His hands were literally attacking his young daughter's sweet ass, rubbing it all over, back and forth, loving the delicious feel of its bare youthful firmness.
After Kenneth finally pulled back to catch his breath, she took a step back.
"Daddy do you wanna see your little girl's boobies."
His knees almost buckled at the sheer audacity of her question.
"Please daddy... tell me you do... pretty please. I think you have been staring at your little girl's chest all night or..." She again tilted her head seductively at him as she reached out to his hands. "Or was that just my imagination?"



"It wasn't, baby," he whispered as she gathered his hands in hers before guiding them forward.
"I want you to be the one to take off my top, Daddy? Please... pretty please... take off my top."
He sighed deeply as the better angels of his nature fought desperately to try and convince him to simply say no, but as she smiled at him slyly, still thrusting her chest out to him, he became lost in her beauty as he stared at her chest.
Still on the fence, and wanting reassurance, he whispered to her, "Are you sure that is what you really want... to show them to me?"
As she pressed his hands against the lower edge of her top she told him, "It is. I want you to be the first to ever see them daddy... to ever see my boobies."
That finally did it, the chance, the allure, to go where no man had ever went before allowed him to give in.
"Then... then let's go over here, sweetie."
Taking her by the hand, he led her over to the mini bar stuck in one of the far dark corners of the living room. Feeling frisky, he bodily picked her up under the arms before planting her on the small bar counter top.
Sitting up on top of the bar like that, she was nearly at eye level with him as they stared at each other for a long moment. This corner of the living room where the mini bar was cast in a deep dark shadows with the sole taper candle barely piercing the darkness.
Reaching out, she stroked the side of his face softly as their lips came together. Once more, they began to exchange a forbidden series of passionate kisses as his hands found the bottom edge of her top before beginning to ever so slowly tug it upwards.
Remy held her breath as her daddy carefully pulled her top up and off of her.
Wanting to ramp up the anticipation to max, he purposefully averted his eyes from what, if anything-- maybe she was not wearing a bra either--she might be wearing under her pretty colorful top. Finally, after casting her top aside onto the bar counter top, he turned his attention back to her, but was disappointed to find, thanks to the dark shadows, he could barely see anything.
He could tell she was wearing a bra though, something dark colored maybe with a large white spot that stood out on the left bra cup.
"Do you like your little girl's bra, Daddy," she asked sweetly.
"I can't really see it all that well baby," he whispered.
"Then go grab a candle so you can see it better... I'll wait," she whispered to him. "Because I picked out my bra I'm wearing... just for us... it will bring back memories Daddy and maybe help create new ones."
Driven by sheer curiosity now, he turned before hurriedly retrieving the nearest taper candle from over on the coffee table.
Holding the candle aloft as he approached the bar again, he saw she had slipped down and was standing on her feet, leaning back against the bar.
He took a deep breath as the dim candle light revealed a most alluring sight to his curious eyes. The Hello Kitty bra was hot pink and adorned with the iconic image of the kitty's face stuck on the left bra cup. The face was pure white and complete with eyes, nose, whiskers and even had the always present red ribbon or bow tie. This brings back memories right Daddy?" she asked sweetly.
"It does," he answered slowly as his eyes became stuck on his daughter's the wholly innocent, but yet sexy bra.
Remy had went through an all engrossing Hello Kitty phase as a young teenager where practically everything she had her daddy buy her back then was themed to the iconic cat.
"So I just bought this before coming here... hoping I would have a chance to show it off to you."
"You did," he dumbly asked as the thought of his teen age daughter buying a bra--with the sole purpose of showing it off to him--being mind boggling.
"I hope you think it looks nice on me. I mean I remember how you always praised me, telling me how cute and pretty I looked, back then, when I wore my Hello Kitty branded outfits and stuff."
"Yeah, I... I did."
"So you think the bra looks pretty and cute on me Daddy?"
He swallowed hard before nodding his head yes.
As twisting it around to face him, she climbed up on the lone bare stool. Moving slowly, she reached out taking his hands in to hers as she brought his hands to the front of her bra, "Your little girl's bra unhooks in the front daddy... you can undo it if... if you want."
Kenneth's heart was trip hammering inside his chest as he carefully undid the front clasp of her daughter's bra and after getting it unhooked he paused.
Looking up at her, he whispered, "Are you sure you're OK with this baby?"
Chewing on her lip, she nodded her head yes before whispering, "Hmm, I think so Daddy?"
"You only think so?"
"It's just your little girl is shy Daddy. I mean no one has ever seen her boobies before... I mean what if you don't like them?"
"Oh baby I think there is absolutely no chance of me not liking them."
She looked at him thoughtfully for a long moment as he stood there holding her unhooked bra shut as the raw sexual tension between them continued to build to nearly unbearable levels.
"Then go ahead Daddy... I... I want you to be the first to ever see my boobies."
Moving slowly, ever so slowly, Kenneth drew his hands apart, allowing her bra to open up, allowing inch by inch of her glorious bare chest to become exposed to him.
Ever so gradually, he parted her bra until it was just by the barest of margins covering her boobs, he paused, allowing the raw sexual tension to build again.
Finally, after a long pause it was time to finally reveal them to his wide, staring eyes and just as he was pulling her bra open enough for the hidden treasures underneath to be revealed--at that very exact moment-- Mother Nature inserted herself into their drama when the whole living room was lit up vividly by a bright flash of lightning, allowing Kenneth, in one brilliant stroke, to be wowed by both Mother Nature and the beauty of his daughter's gorgeous young tits as they were highlighted by the extraordinary flash of lightning.
He stood there, his cock becoming ever harder by the second, gazing at his daughter's boobies with something akin to holy reverence. Tilting her head seductively to one side she quietly whispered, "Do you like them, Daddy?"
"God honey they are beautiful," he whispered back to her as his heart filled with pure unfettered desire.
"Really you don't think they are well," she angled her head to one side in a most beguiling manner before murmuring, "Too small."
"Oh, Jesus baby no... I told you they are utterly beautiful."
"So does that mean you wanna touch your little princess's boobies, Daddy?"
He lost the power of speech then, his mind whirling, as he could have never contemplated receiving such an invitation. Just as he finally regained his composure and was about to respond fate intervened when there was a brilliant flash of lightening, followed closely by a tremendous crash of thunder.
The thunder and lightning caused Remy to let out a loud yelp before she jumped forward into his arms.
As she crushed herself against her daddy he wrapped his arms around her murmuring in her ear, "It's OK baby. Don't be scared... Daddy is here."
She looked up at him with a pair of large pleading eyes before whispering, "I won't be scared if you let me... do this."
Slowly, she began to unbutton his nice dress shirt and after getting it completely unbuttoned she whispered, "And I really promise not to be scared if you let me do something else, Daddy."
"What do you want to do baby?"
"Hmm, just this maybe," she quietly replied as her hand slipped down across his bare chest tracing a zig zag pattern... on the way to his crotch.
She let out a small gasp from the pure delight of feeling-- through his jeans-- a man's cock for the first time. Pure forbidden desire raged inside her young heart as she began to explore his hardness with her hand.
After a few tentative strokes up and down, she pulled her hand back.
"It's your turn now to touch me," she breathed as she guided his hands to her breasts.
Kenneth gently fondled her boobs, expertly dancing his fingers across her virgin nipples, making them snap to attention before he tenderly cupped her tits.
Just as he was lightly jiggling her breasts in his hands she told him, "Show me daddy... you really think they are so utterly beautiful by..." Dropping her voice to a quiet whisper, she finished up. "Showering them with some loving attention."
He stared at them for a long moment, allowing his longing to build as the storm began to really rock and roll outside. Remy, wanting to egg him on some, slowly slipped her bra off before letting it drop causally to the floor. Smiling slyly at him, she playfully wobbled her chest back and forth, making her small tits bounce up and down.
This final act of teasing did it as he pushed her back so she was resting against the bar too before falling on her tits then like a ravenous lion on an innocent lamb.
Wanting to leave no doubt in her mind that he simply loved her petite little boobies, Kenneth slathered them with dozens of sloppy kisses before he pulled back slightly, allowing his tongue to expertly dance across her nipples, from one to the other.
Remy squirmed against the bar counter top as she thrust her chest up in the air, offering her virgin tits up to him as forbidden sacrifices to his voracious desire.
Remy felt wholly vindicated now that her daddy was going to town on her boobies--while she sat writhing against the mini bar Karen had insisted they install shortly after she moved into the house.
His initial passion spent, Kenneth slowed down, lathering the entirety of both her tits with dozens of soft tender kisses, making her moan in exquisite pleasure.
Finally, he pulled back before whispering to her, "Now honey, do you see how much I admire those beautiful little breasts of yours."
"Yes I see that," she replied as she sat back up on the bar stool.
"Now it's my turn to admire something of yours daddy... but I..." She gave him a sly smile as she slid off the bar stool and unto her feet. "Don't think it will be very small at all."
Moving slowly, she dropped to her knees in front of him.
"Oh Christ honey... you... you can't do this," Kenneth whispered hoarsely to her. "It's so wrong."
She stared up at him with the saddest of expression before reaching out with one hand to undo his jeans.
"Wrong was Mom dying of cancer, wrong was Karen cheating, wrong was you letting me go with barely a word said."
Her sad expression now turned to a soft smile as yanked his zipper down. "This is not wrong, this is what I want... and what you need," she told him gently before helping him step out of his jeans.
Closing her eyes, Remy began to shower his lower tummy with a plethora of soft teasing kisses. Kenneth let out a loud sigh as he kisses reached down to the very edge of the waistband of his white cotton briefs.
She pulled back then before staring fixedly at the incredibly large bulge his briefs were hiding from her curious eyes.
Reaching up, she began to rub her hand all over it as she stared up at him whispering, "Is this OK daddy, your little girl exploring her curiosity some?"
In a voice barely rising to a whisper he told her, "It's... it's OK, baby."
She blinked her eyes at him before whispering again, "Can I take it out Daddy... I wanna see it... I've never seen one before you know."
"You haven't," he replied numbly as, not waiting for an answer, Remy began tugging down on the waistband of his briefs.
Not wanting to ruin her surprise, Remy closed her eyes as she carefully pulled his briefs down before tossing them aside.
She slowly opened her eyes only to find, sadly for she was very curious, she could barely make out the silhouette of her daddy's cock as it remained in the dark shadows.
But then, just like with her tits, Mother Nature came riding to the rescue when the living room was again lit up nicely by a dazzling trio of lightning flashes.
Remy let out a small gasp as the flashes of lightning momentarily revealed his manhood to her young, curious eyes, and in that brief moment, where the living room was lit up as if someone had shined a huge flashlight upon it, his cock appeared huge to her as it projected out from his body like some kind of lethal sword mere inches from her face.
Thinking it would turn him on all the more, playing up the sad fact she was so utterly naïve about the sexy things, she told him in her sweetest voice, "God Daddy... you're so big and hard... hmm, is that coz of me?"
"Yes, it is baby?"
"Do you... do you want me to put it in my mouth?"
Jesus she might as well asked if he wanted to continue breathing!!
His mind whirled with the implications causing him to lose his tongue.
When he said nothing she reached out, wrapping her hand around it, as she whispered again, "Please daddy your little girl wants to... so badly... put her daddy's..." She started stroking it then making him shiver. "Big... hard... cock in her sweet little virgin mouth."
He looked down at her, just as another quick flash of lightning revealed his daughter on her knees, her hand moving up and down his hard shaft, as she stared intently at his cock.
He snapped then with any chance of things not going "too far" becoming impossible. "Oh God yes sweetie... put it in your mouth... suck on it for daddy... please baby."
Remy took a deep breath before closing her eyes as she began by applying a light smattering of kisses all up and down her daddy's hardness before allowing her tongue to slither up and down his shaft several times, causing him to let out an audible moan.
"Oh God baby... that feels so good," he whispered just as she brought her mouth up to the very tip of his cock.
Her tongue lashed out, twisting around the head of his penis before flickering across the sensitive underside.
She moved her head around in circles while dancing her tongue around the underside of his cock, causing him to moan again before he barked at her harshly, "Stop teasing daddy little girl and put it in your mouth."
Remy smiled to herself at the harsh way he snapped at her. He never snapped at her so that could only mean she was getting to him.
What a clever little girl you are, she mused to herself before opening her mouth wide and taking his cock into her mouth.
Kenneth sighed loudly as she began to eagerly suck on his cock with a passion only reserved for the very young. Looking down, he was rewarded when another lightning flash revealed the luscious sight of his daughter enthusiastically bobbing her head up and down on his engorged penis.
Remy paused at the tip of his cock before slowly letting her mouth slide back down as she took as much of her daddy's hard cock in her mouth as she could. Once she reached her limit, she quickly allowed her mouth to skate back up to the tip. Reaching up with one hand, she cupped her daddy's testicles, just like saw once in a short porn video she watched at a friend's house back in the Philippines. Actually, everything she was doing now, she had learned in that same video.
Pulling back, thinking it might be fun to add some verbal teasing to the action, Remy looked up at him whispering, "This is the first time your little girl has ever had a man's cock in her mouth Daddy... am I... I doing OK... sucking on it?"
"You are doing nice honey but... hmm..."
Again, the room was lit up by a flash of lightning and as their eyes met in that brief moment something dark and forbidden passed between them.
They both wanted more; needed more.
Reaching down, Kenneth pulled her up and onto her feet. "Daddy wants to... to..." He was having a hard time putting exactly what he wanted to do into words as those words, what he wanted to do, were so very wicked.
Deciding he needed help in stating exactly what he wanted to do, Remy whispered to him, "Fuck his little girl... you can if you want."
Those impossible words she just spoke to him-- Fuck his little girl... you can if you want--- caused him to finally truly snap.
Reaching out, he grabbed her roughly before twisting her around so she was facing the bar counter top as he growled at her severely, "You have been fucking teasing your daddy all night little girl... haven't you?"
He reached his hands around, fondling her breasts as he brought his mouth down to her neck and began to shower it with dozens of wild, fanatical kisses.
His passion for her had finally reached the point where it was now like a runaway freight train.
Bringing his hands down and around to her backside, he slipped them up and under her slutty little skirt as he whispered in her ear, "I bet you thought it would turn your daddy on... you not wearing any panties under your slutty little skirt huh."
"I... I did think that Daddy," she whispered back as she started to tilt forward, thinking she would add some fuel to the passionate fire by leaning against the bar counter top while thrusting her ass out to him.
"Straighten up... put your hands on your hips and hold perfectly still, Remy Marie," he yapped at her.
Remy smiled to herself. He rarely addressed her formally as such and only used her middle name when she was... in trouble.
I guess I am in trouble now, she mused before daring to ask a question.
"Daddy before I obey can... can I put my top back on... I'm a little cold."
Kenneth quickly snatched her colorful top off the bar counter top before thrusting it into her hands, "Yeah, I guess but just the top... and hurry up."
Remy quickly slipped her top back on before doing as he requested by dropping her hands to her hips while remaining perfectly still.
He dialed his runaway passion back a few notches, for the moment anyways, as he decided to switch from bad cop to good cop with her.
He lowered his mouth to her ear, as he snuggled up behind her. "Daddy loves his teasing little girl so much sweetie."
"I love you too daddy and... and is the teasing little girl going to get what she has coming to her?" she asked as he rubbed her bare arms up and down.
"Oh she is... she is... for sure," he replied before he began to shower her neck with a plethora of tender kisses.
He moved his hands around, massaging her breasts through her top as he turned her around. They engaged in a fresh series of tongue twisting kisses as his hands slipped down and under her skirt.
He massaged her bare ass before slipping his hands back up to her breasts and then under her top.
Remy sighed as she felt her daddy's hands slipping over her breasts as he quietly fondled them. He pulled his hands back out and then dropped them under her skirt again where they massaged her bare ass for a few blissful moments before he dropped to his knees.
Now at eye level with her butt, once again, Mother Nature complied by lighting up the living room brightly allowing him to get an up close and most beautiful look at her gorgeous little ass.
Remy let out a soft moan as she felt her daddy begin to shower both of her butt cheeks with an abundance of soft tender kisses all over before he twisted his face up and under so he was facing her tender young pussy.
"Oh God daddy," she hissed as she felt a flickering tongue dancing along the moist folds of her pussy for the first time before it diving in to attack her clit.
Remy let out a louder moan of pleasure as her daddy went to work on lathering her sex with an experienced tongue while his hands continued to rub enticingly all over her beautiful ass.
Finally, feeling she was sufficiently warmed up so she would be ready for him, Kenneth climbed to his feet.
Bringing his mouth to her ear, he whispered, "Show your daddy what you want, little girl."
When she turned around, giving him a bashful smile, he whispered, again, more urgently this time, as his cock was becoming painfully hard, "Go on sweetie... show me what want and... what I need."



Reaching back, she found his hardness. "This is what I want Daddy," she hissed to him before beginning to stroke it.
"Oh God Daddy... you're so big and hard," she gasped. "Is that coz of me?"
"It is baby."
"Daddy, please... please put it in me."
Reaching down, Kenneth carefully pushed his finger up and inside of her incredibly tight virgin cunt, causing her to squirm and let out a quiet gasp as he began to work it in and out of her.
"Does that feel good baby," he whispered to her.
"Oh God Daddy... it does," she sighed as his finger found her clit and began to tenderly circle about it.
Lowering his mouth to hers, he started a fresh set of adoring kisses as he started to finger bang her with a bit more purpose, causing her to moan louder in between their kisses.
Her moans were lost though among the growing clamor of the wild storm building in intensity outside. Hard rain was pelting the windows with heavy drops as thunder and lightning intermittingly crashed down with ever increasing frequency and power.
It almost seemed like Mother Nature wanted to make it a threesome as she added to the surreal nature of what was happening between father and daughter.
"You want your daddy inside of you now little girl... Are you ready?"
She turned around to stare at him then and thinking men liked to hear a girl beg, she added in her best whiny "little girl" voice, "Please, pretty please Daddy, I... I need your big cock so badly inside of me."
"
Hearing his daughter beg for his cock might have been the most surreal experience in his life, and it caused his excitement to finally tip over the edge.
In a voice husky with wild forbidden lust, Kenneth snapped at her, "Turn around then, and lean forward on the bar... do it now, little girl!!"
And when she didn't obey quickly enough, Kenneth reached out, grabbing her by the arm before aggressively turning her around.
"Now spread your legs wider and thrust that cute little ass out for me," he barked at him.
She obeyed him, leaning down on the bar counter top before thrusting her butt out and spreading her legs.
"That's it... hmm just like that," he murmured to himself as he carefully raised up her skirt.
He stood there for a long moment, allowing his desire to build as he whispered, "God baby you have such a gorgeous ass."
And then just as if she concurred, Mother Nature lit up the room with a tremendous flash of lightning, highlighting Remy's beautiful ass in the nearly dark room for a brief moment.
Kenneth look down at Remy, admiring the forbidden scene: her legs spread wide, leaning forward with that beautiful ass thrust out with her slutty black skirt hiked up.
He ran his hands all over her nice firm ass, allowing his desire to grow to untold levels of excitement while the anticipation of what he was about to do, caused his erection to somehow get harder. He moved in behind her, holding his swollen erection in hand.
He began to rub his cock against her pussy, feeling its wetness, teasing her just a bit, making her squirm with anticipation.
"Daddy stop teasing me and put it in, please" she moaned softly.
But he was having too much fun teasing her so instead of doing what she wanted, he pulled back just enough where the tip of his cock was resting against her moist opening.
He moved it in a soft, slow circular motion against her, waiting for just the right moment to thrust forward and penetrate her.
After a few more moments of rubbing his cock against her wet opening, Kenneth, in a supreme moment of perfect timing, propelled his hips forward --just as brilliant stroke of lightening lit up the living room, followed by a loud crash of thunder.
Remy startled by the loud crash of thunder, jumped backward a bit, helping to propel her daddy's cock up and inside of her forcefully.
She let out an anguished cry of forbidden passion as she felt herself being penetrated by a man for the first time when her daddy buried his hardness in her up to the hilt.
The storm was reaching its peak now as an almost continuous series of lightning and thunder swept down upon the house. It seemed almost as if Mother Nature herself was applauding their naughty efforts!
He went slowly at first, being as gentle as possible, wanting to let her get used to his size, but it soon became like some kind of weird light and sex show with the lightning flashes briefly lighting up the interior of the living room, followed quickly by the crackle of thunder--just as his thrusts inside of her were becoming harder and more urgent.
The growing strength of the storm was only matched by their growing desire to explore their forbidden appetites to the fullest. Kenneth gripped her hips, holding her tightly as he rocked into her harder and harder still, making her moan louder with each desperate thrust of his cock up and inside of her.
Wanting to urge him on to greater heights of passion, Remy let out her loudest moan yes as she whispered, "Oh God Daddy... you feel so good inside of me... fuck me harder... please Daddy... harder... I want it so bad."
She knew what to say because, shamefully, before moving out she had actually listened at the door to her parent's bedroom as they were having sex and heard Karen say similar stuff like this to him.
He alternated the way he was fucking her, switching between slamming his cock inside of her with one or two mighty thrusts, making her cry out in anguished passion, before slowing down and pumping his hips forward nice and slow.
Wanting things to last for the both of them, after one last quick pounding of three hard thrusts, he stopped completely before pulling out. He carefully twisted her around, before drawing him into his arms.
They engaged in a long series of wild, furious kisses as the living room was still being lit up off and on by the storm. Reaching up, he gripped her under the arms before gently setting her on the bar stool facing him.
"Spread your legs baby," he whispered urgently to her as he clawed her top up to expose those gorgeous little breasts of hers.
Remy, closed her eyes while spreading her legs as she felt her daddy's cock filling her again... this time from the front.
He began to pump into her straight away, fast and hard, as she wrapped her arms around his neck, urging him on desperately.
"Oh that's it, Daddy, fuck me harder, come inside of me... do it... I want your big cock so badly."
Feeling compelled to give in to her frantic begging, Kenneth propelled his hips forward, rocking in his daughter, making her small tits bounce delightfully up and down as he now utterly lost control.
Much like the storm pummeling the house was rushing toward a mighty climax, so was they both heading toward a most explosive climax.
Kenneth slowed down, making love now to his daughter gently as she started to quietly whimper while her daddy tenderly pushed his cock in and out of her.
She was nearly there as he leaned forward, finding the sweet spot on her neck, assailing it with dozens of tender kisses.
This was just enough to send her careening toward the heavenly abyss of her first orgasm as she started to whine, "Daddy I am going to come. Jesus, Pleaseeee... Don't stop... Pleassseeeee!!"
That was all he needed to hear. Kenneth, like a sprinter making his final kick as he neared the finish line, began to fuck his young daughter furiously as the storm tried to match his intensity.
Lightning and thunder crashed down on the poor house as if it was the very focal point of the storm itself, illuminating the room with vivid flashes of light before plunging back into near darkness over and over again.
Remy begin to tremble as a powerful orgasm washed over her just seconds before Kenneth collapsed against her panting-- after shooting a huge load of cum deep inside of her.
Kenneth let out a shaky breath as he tried to regain his sense of emotional balance as he led her over to the sofa, where they collapsed against each other.
Snuggling under a comforter, Remy pressed tight against her father, knowing it was mission accomplished as she discerned, was perfectly sure that is, her daddy would want more of her sugared delights... and she would be more than willing to give it to him, whenever and wherever he wanted it, enough so where Karen would be long forgotten.
Meanwhile, the vicious autumn storm, seemingly getting what it came for, receded with its passion and furor into the background as it became nothing more than an occasional flash of lightening, followed by the distant low rumble of thunder.
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The Visitors
Part I
Originally Danielle did not much believe in the supernatural, but she did now. Yeah, it's kind of hard not to believe in something that fucks you five times a week.
She was looking for a quiet neighborhood to move to with her son, Michael, when she found what she thought was the perfect house: low rent, reasonable deposit, nice school district and close to her work.
The house was a fix upper though forcing her to, between the down payment and the all the necessary repairs, sink her entire savings into the house.
Much to her surprise, Michael, her eighteen year old and hard to please son, actually liked the house too. He especially liked, as did she, the large back yard containing a nice in ground pool. Beyond the pool was a vast expanse of grass that led to a small woods.
The realtor happily told them the woods belonged to them and was fenced on all sides providing plenty of privacy.
After having closed on the house in the early spring, it took them nearly the rest of the spring, and most of the summer, to get the house fixed up to Dani's liking with the cost of the repairs to make the house livable far exceeding what she originally estimated.
Things remained normal through the end of August before the proverbial shit hit the fan on a warm, early September evening. Although it came as a total shock when it first happened, if she had been paying close attention, Dani might have suspected, at the very least, they were not alone in the old house.
During the course of the summer, Dani experienced, on more than one occasion, the uncanny feeling of being watched—even when she knew she was alone, but passed it off as a simple case of overwrought nerves.
This feeling of being spied on came at two particular times much more than any other. The first was at night when she was getting undressed in her bedroom while the second came during the afternoon, on her days off, when she was lounging out by the pool in one of her sexy bikinis working on her tan.
Dani was a bartender at a popular sports bar and garnered plenty of attention at work with her shoulder length mane of blond hair, matched with a pair of dreamy hazel eyes set in a perfectly appealing face which often flashed a coy smile able to melt the coldest of hearts.
So Dani did know a thing or two about being "watched". In fact, she was more than used to it thanks to one thing in particular: a simply spectacular body.
Crediting a rigorous daily workout regime, combined with a healthy diet, even into her mid-thirties, Dani owned a terrific body with mouthwatering measurements of 32-23-36, making her more than your average mom in the looks department.
At five foot two, she was adorably short, while weighing just a tad under one hundred and twenty pounds. Her abs were firm and nearly fat free, as was her thighs and ass, but the real showstopper was her set of rather sizable tits that she, when the mood struck her, which was more often than not, liked to flaunt.
Dani, a natural born show off, started developing when she was fairly young and by now, at the age of thirty five, she certainly knew how to use her ample boobs to her advantage.
At first, she ignored the feelings of being observed as simple paranoia, but as the feeling not only persisted but grow stronger she started to wonder—was something afoot in the old house.
Things finally came to a head on a warm September evening. She was in her bedroom, late at night, alone, sitting on the bed, her naked body wrapped in a large towel. She just finished her bath and was in the process of rubbing some body lotion on her thighs and tummy when the attack came.
First, the pair of small lamps, setting on the twin nightstands flanking her king sized bed, went out simultaneously, plunging the bedroom into semi darkness.
As she hopped to her feet, meaning to yell at Michael to check the fuse box, she felt a heavy weight hit her squarely in the mid-section, knocking her backwards and onto the bed.
As she tumbled backwards from this surprise assault, the towel wrapped around her body was unceremoniously ripped down and then tossed aside.
The next thirty seconds or so passed in a wild blur for Dani as she felt a pair of rough hands savagely assailing her bare breasts. When she brought her own hands up in self-defense, as she lay prone on her back on the bed, she felt those same rough hands grab them out of mid-air.
He pushed her hands back, pinning them to the bed before dropping down to assault her neck with a series of brutal kisses. His violent kisses then fell down to her bare breasts as she felt them being assaulted by a series of almost savage kisses.
Dani screamed then, loud and long, knowing it had to be a large powerful man attacking her as she could feel his hardness poking at her thighs when she instinctually clamped them shut.
Michael was just coming up the stairs to go to bed when he heard his mom scream. Instantly, he knew something was horribly wrong as his mother was not prone to panic over little things.
Dashing up the stairs two at a time, he burst into the hallway at a full gallop before turning to sprint down the hallway to her bedroom. Finding her bedroom door shut, he paused not wanting to burst in on her in case she was getting undressed or something.
He knocked loudly on the door before raising his voice, "Mom are you alright . . . I heard you scream?"
"Help me, Michael," she cried.
Wasting no time, he burst in the semi dark room, the light was still on in her bathroom, and was greeted by an incredibly beautiful and scary sight: his mom was thrashing about on her bed, her big naked tits bouncing all around, as she yelled, "Get off me."
Michael was both stunned and confused at the same time. Stunned by seeing his mother naked and confused by the fact she appeared to be all alone on her bed. So who was she telling to get off of her?
"What the hell," he exclaimed loudly as he rushed toward the bed. Just before reaching the bed, he felt a powerful draft of cold air, it seemed to be almost solid, blow by him leaving Michael standing there staring at his beautifully naked mom.
Dani stared up from the bed at her son, blinking her eyes in utter confusion. "What the hell just happened?" she muttered under her breath before realizing she was naked and her young son was standing there, staring slack- jawed at her.
"Jesus son, just don't stand there gaping at your mom . . . grab my towel," she snapped as she covered her boobs with her arms.
The spell broken, he felt himself flushing from embarrassment. "W-here is it," he stammered.
"Check the damn floor," she snapped at him again, even more harshly than before. She was both angry and embarrassed, not to mention totally confused and scared, at what just happened.
Glancing down, Michael spied the towel a few feet away laying on the floor. He scooped it up, tossing it to her before turning away.
Dani quickly wrapped the towel back around her body before turning her attention to her son.
"Sorry honey, I . . . I didn't mean to snap at you."
"That's OK . . . but what happened?"
"I . . . Jesus I was attacked. What do you think happened? Call 9-1-1 damn it. My phone is on the nightstand."
As he crossed the room toward the nightstand he couldn't help but to ask, "Attacked by who? I didn't see anyone in the room."
Looking up at him, she whispered, "You didn't see anyone?"
He shook his head no as he picked up the phone and punched in first the nine and then the one before she said, "Wait . . . don't call yet, but I was attacked. I didn't imagine it."
Looking over at her son holding the phone she suddenly imagined the conversation with the 911 operator not going so well. In other words, she imagined just how bat shit crazy she was going to say claiming she was attacked by the fucking invisible man.
Looking down, she had some reddish marks on her breasts which might be proof of an attack but with no one else in the house the police would draw the logical conclusion it must have been her son!
He might be arrested she thought. "Forget it. Put the phone down, Michael."
"You . . . you aren't going to call for the police to come out, Mom?"
"What am I going to say to them?"
"I don't know. That you were attacked and it was dark so . . . so you really didn't see by who and now they must have escaped."
She shook her head no before whispering, "I am going to take a quick shower. I suddenly feel dirty while you go check the house for any signs of . . . you know . . . forced entry or whatever."
Twenty minutes later, they were downstairs sitting side by side on the living room sofa. Dani was naked except for her favorite white satin robe.
"Mom I thoroughly checked. There is no sign of forced entry. Everything seems normal. All the doors are locked, the windows shut." He shrugged his shoulders then.
"Do you want to hear what happened? I'll try to explain it as long as you promise not to call me crazy."
"OK," he said softly before moving closer to her on the sofa.
"First, are you totally sure you didn't see anyone in my bedroom when you burst in."
He shook his head no.
"This is crazy . . . I didn't see anyone either but I was attacked . . . as sure as I am sitting her I was fucking attacked I tell you."
"Maybe . . . maybe it was a bad dream."
Dani was about to snap at him again when she took a deep breath. This was not his fault, yet she was taking it out on him.
"Bad dream huh. Do bad dreams leave you with marks I wonder?" Before she could lose her nerve, she pulled open her robe, allowing him to see the bright red marks on her breasts.
"Jesus Mom . . . that looks awful. Who the fuck did this . . . I'll kill them!"
Dani was flattered by her son's remark as she quickly pulled her robe shut. "Michael, honey, while I appreciate the sentiment, before you kill anyone we have to figure out the 'who' part of who attacked your mother. And I was attacked . . . you see that now right? You see it was no dream. I mean I had just finished my bath and had a towel wrapped around my body as I sat on the bed. And then . . ."
Her voice trailed off then as she really did not want to relive the details of the assault.
"When what? It might help if you tell me exactly what happened?"
She sighed, knowing he was probably right. "There is not much to tell actually. As I said, I took a long, hot bath and then came out into the bedroom. I had my towel on, wrapped around my body and was sitting on the bed rubbing my body lotion on my tummy and thighs when all of a sudden both lamps on the nightstand went out at the same time. I stood up meaning to yell at you to check the fuse box when I was suddenly flung backwards and the towel ripped off my body. Whoever it was . . ."
She stopped shaking her head. "I could not see them. It was like . . . like an invisible man attacking me."
"You know it was a man?"
"Yes, I could feel his . . . well you know, his hardness down there when he was on top of me kissing and clawing my damn breasts like some kind of wild animal."
"Jesus. I think maybe we should call the police."
"Maybe we should honey but before we take that step tell me again . . . You really didn't see anyone when you came flying into the room and there is not sign of anyone breaking in?"
"No . . . on both accounts."
"Well when you came in I could still feel him on top of me but just like you I couldn't see them. So are we going to tell the police that crazy ass story?"
Now it was his turn to sigh heavily. "I see your point."
"And if I show the police the marks on my chest, the bruises on my arms where he grabbed me. . . honey they will probably think me and you had some kind of violent domestic dispute. I mean it happens . . . sometimes sons attack their mothers."
"Mom I would never attack you."
"I know that but the police . . . they don't know that."
"Yeah, you are probably right. Unless we find some kind of evidence to prove it wasn't me maybe it would be best not to call them."
"Yeah I agree."
Michael half heartily suggested maybe she was being haunted/stalked by some kind of vicious and horny ghost, but Dani immediately dismissed the idea as being "ludicrous". They went to bed a few minutes later with the whole thing still wrapped in a shroud of deep mystery.
Things were quiet in the house for the next week allowing Danielle to consider maybe it was a onetime only event. It wasn't.
It was a normal Friday morning when she found, instead of being a onetime event, the wild ride she was about to embark on, was only getting started.
Dani was crossing her bedroom, heading for the door after getting ready for her eleven am shift to seven pm at the bar, when it happened. Just as she opened her bedroom door, it was violently pushed shut from behind her . . . once again by some unseen force.
Things quickly spun of out of control when she was roughly turned around and slammed against the bedroom door. She was about to scream when she felt a hand cover her mouth.
Her snug crème colored blouse was crudely ripped open, just as she felt a plethora of rough kisses rain down on her neck. She closed her eyes while continuing to violently struggle back against the assault deciding it was simply too surreal to keep her eyes open and see the "nothing" attacking her.
Her struggles availed her nothing as her attacker, who or whatever he might have been, was incredibly strong and super aggressive. It clamped one hand over her mouth while leaning its body forward pinning her helplessly against the door as its other hand, the same one that ripped her blouse open, reached down, probing up and under the short little mini skirt she was wearing.
In response, Dani automatically clamped her thighs together denying, for the moment anyways, her attacker from claiming its treasure. A moment later, the hand around her mouth slipped down to her throat, clamping tightly around it.
The hand began to squeeze harder, and harder still, as Dani beat her hands against her attacker's powerful chest to no purpose. She was just starting to swoon from lack of oxygen when he let up.
There was a harsh whisper. "Relax and let me have my way and I promise to be gentle. No more of this . . ." He totally relaxed his grip around her throat. "Better."
In between her desperate gasping for breath, Dani managed to nod her head yes as she forced herself to relax. Whoever, or whatever this was assaulting her, just proved—unequivocally-- who was in charge . . . and it wasn't her.
"Promise you won't scream," the voice now said to her almost gently.
Dani paused before answering, wondering if she should really submit. When his other hand came up from between her legs and began to stroke her face tenderly, she almost screamed before thinking the better of it as she was sure—if she screamed—those two powerful hands would be around her throat and choking the life out of her before Michael could even get there to help.
The voice, in an even softer tone, pleaded for her to, "Promise."
"P-promise," Dani whispered.
"That is better. Break your promise and I will hurt you, badly and then the boy. Understood?"
Dani nodded her head yes as she felt both his hands slip down once more before dipping under her tight mini skirt.
This time she watched, and was wholly amazed at how almost exhilarating it was to watch a pair of gentle, true to his word he was being gentle, unseen hands slowly pulling her panties down from under her skirt. She swallowed hard as her black thong lace panties seemed to dangle in midair all by themselves before being tossed aside.
Next her skirt was patiently raised up by those same unseen gentle hands and then . . . OH MY GOD . . . she let out a sharp hiss when she felt her pussy being tenderly assaulted by a swirling, dipping invisible tongue.
Dani closed her eyes, leaning her head back as this expert tongue lathered her pussy with such artful skill she was soon letting out a small series of whimpers as she spread her legs wider of her own accord.
The tongue found her clit and attacked it with such tender grace she was soon moaning out of control. Her whole body was shaking as she knew it was just a matter of time before a tremendous orgasm washed over her as she let out a series of even louder whimpers.
Just as this tremendous orgasm was building deep inside of her, Michael exited the bathroom a short way down the hall. He was freshly showered with a towel wrapped around his naked body as he padded on down the hallway to his room.
He stopped in his tracks before getting a step or two away. Cocking his head, he listened carefully. From down the hallway, it sounded like his mother was whimpering or maybe moaning . . . loudly.
Curious, and maybe a little worried considering what happened just the other day, Michael headed down the hallway toward his mother's room to investigate.
As he paused in front of her door, he could hear what sounded like the sounds of a struggle coming from just on the other side of the door.
Then she let out a loud moan causing him to believe she was in trouble. This time he didn't bother knocking as he tried to push open the door, but was only able to push it open partially because of the way his mom's body was pressed up against it—as her unknown visitor continued to ravage her pussy with its wicked tongue.
"What the hell . . . Mom are you alright?" he yelled as he pushed harder trying to force the door open.
Dani had just been on the verge of her forced/fantastic orgasm when her son ruined the party. Her visitor simply fled, vanishing without a trace, as Michael popped his head inside the door.
"Jesus Christ . . . what happened, Mom?" he exclaimed as he stood there gawking at his mother with her skirt askew and her blouse ripped open.
Wholly stunned by the sudden attack, Dani could barely form a response.
"Where . . . where is my panties," she finally managed to stammer.
Michael looking around before finding her flimsy lace black panties on the bedroom floor a few feet away.
"Here," he said as he bent over to pick them up. Just touching the damn things caused his cock to jerk under the towel.
"What happened?" he whispered as he handed her the panties.
"Let me get myself together first before I explain, honey," she said as she took her panties from him.
Just as he handed her the panties they both got a rather rude surprise when all of a sudden his towel fell away from his body revealing his semi-erect cock.
"M-mom . . . I didn't do that!" he stammered as he hurriedly snatched the towel up from the floor, just as, from somewhere nearby, came a soft chuckling. It sounded like the laugh of a young, immature boy.
Dani stared briefly at her son's cock before managing to look away. Even though it was only semi-erect, Dani couldn't help but to notice how her son was truly blessed down there. She knew she should have only felt embarrassment for him, and for her, but instead seeing her son's semi boner caused an unbidden stirring of excitement deep inside of her as she mused, briefly, how big his cock must be at full mast.
Regaining her composure she told him softly, "I know you didn't hon. Let me straighten myself out in the bathroom and then we will talk."
One hour later . . .
Dani decided to call in sick to work while Michael took the day off from school. Needing to get out of the house, they went out to lunch, and then, wanting to take advantage of the glorious late summer afternoon, they went and hung out at the park.
Sitting close to one another on a quiet park bench, finally she broached the subject, after deflecting his questions for the past hour, of what exactly happened in her bedroom that morning.
"There is not much to tell, Michael. It was pretty much the same as last time. I was assaulted." Dropping her voice she reached out and took his hands into hers before dropping her voice. "Sexually assaulted that is by . . . by this . . . thing . . . this whatever, that I can't see. I can't go into the details . . . not now though . . . it's just too much."



"OK fine, no details but I'm guessing it's the same thing that, you know, yanked my towel down."
"Yes, I think you're right. You heard the laughter afterward right? Childish and immature."
"I heard it. I guess the fucking thing has a real twisted sense of humor."
"I don't know what we are dealing with here honey. It's . . . maybe a ghost of some sort . . . although I never really believed in the supernatural."
"Yeah, maybe, but what are we going to do. Can we like move or something?"
"I didn't want to tell you this because I knew you would worry, but I pretty much sunk my life savings into that house. Plus the repairs cost a lot more than I thought and I maxed out my credit cards."
"I could get a job," he volunteered.
"No you need to concentrate on finishing your senior year. Remember one of the reasons I was so gung ho about moving here was I wanted you attending Roosevelt for your senior year."
They both sighed before falling silent.
Finally, Michael spoke up. "You know, none of that matters, me going to Roosevelt, your credit cards maxed out, your life savings gone, if you are in danger."
"I don't think I'm in danger, honey."
"Wait. How can you say that?"
She looked at him seriously. She had not really wanted to tell him this, but now she knew she must. "Because once I relaxed and let him have his way with me he was very . . . gentle."
It hit Michael then. It had been bothering him, floating around in the back of his mind since the incident, but now it hit him full force. Those moans he heard earlier coming from her room were not moans of pain or anguish but of pleasure.
Not willing to expand on the subject, not just yet, Michael only quietly asked. "Are you sure about this?"
"Yes . . . I mean pretty sure. Let's just wait and see what happens before we rip our life up again by moving. I will be careful and maybe you just, like, watch over me as much as possible."
They left it at that before turning their conversation to lighter and more mundane matters.
"Well are we ready to go home now, hon," Danielle asked after they spent the better part of the afternoon just hanging out in the park while enjoying each other's quiet company.
"Sure, if you are, Mom," Michael said trying to sound confident but not really feeling it.
After getting home, Dani wasn't in a mood to cook so they had a large pizza delivered for him and an antipasto salad for her.
Deciding to make it a dinner and movie night, they retired to the living room. Everything was quiet for the time being allowing them both to relax some, especially since she took the entire weekend off.
It was her first weekend off in a month and half and Dani was in the mood to, if not exactly celebrate, to at least take the edge off of things by enjoying some wine with her dinner.
After dinner, they cuddled quietly on the sofa together as Dani enjoyed her second glass of wine allowing her finally to relax some, and after the movie was over, she made a suggestion. "Maybe we could both sleep down here tonight, Michael. I'm not ready to sleep in my bedroom . . . by myself I mean. Would you mind?"
"No, no, of course I don't mind. You can have the sofa and I'll hang out here in the easy chair, watching over you."
"Perfect," she said with a smile to him, "I will have my own personal guardian angel watching over me while I sleep."
Dani headed off upstairs, with Michael in tow. He would stand guard outside her door while she changed into her pajamas.
An incident free twenty minutes later, they headed back downstairs. Dani was dressed in her usual sleeping attire: a comfortable, slightly snug blue tank top, cut just short enough to enticingly show off her nice abs, and a pair of comfortable white, with small black checkers, Capri pajama pants.
After changing, Dani went to her medicine cabinet. She desperately wanted to be able to get some good sleep without worrying about being attacked again so she popped a Xanax.
Michael, while waiting for his mom just outside her bedroom door, left her for a quick moment to do a quick change of his own, putting on a pair of gym shorts and a tee shirt.
Michael, stretched out on the comfortable recliner just a few short feet away from where his mother lay sleeping on the sofa, kept a close eye on things before, after a quiet hour or so, he nodded off himself under the single sheet covering his body.
Another hour passed before Michael woke up again to check on her. His eyes flickered over to where she lay still dozing peacefully under her blanket.
After an uneventful ten minutes passed, he was just slipping back to sleep when suddenly he felt a cold chill. Although he could not see anyone, he quickly got the sense they were not alone.
He raised up from the chair, ready for action. Everything seemed quiet and normal—before his mother started moaning in her sleep softly.
Michael stared across the semi dark living room, they had left the main light on in the kitchen allowing some light to spill down the short hallway into the living room.
His heart started to race as he watched the blanket—spellbound-- covering her body being pulled down and off her body. He then watched her blue tank top being slowly raised upwards. He suspected her mother was braless under her snug top and so if he didn't act soon . . .
The spell finally broke when a mere second before her tits would have been revealed to him, he suddenly bolted upright from the recliner and jumped to his feet.
His abrupt and forceful action was enough to stop the upwards progress of his mom's tank top being lifted, but it came with a price as after only a step or two toward her, he was hit by an unseen force powerful enough—it felt like a hard two handed shove—to send him reeling backwards.
An utterly stunned Michael fell backwards and into the recliner whence he just came. He was about to get back up, meaning full well to go charging back at this unseen force, when he caught the faint aroma of perfume. Although the smell was faint, it was unmistakable, and most definitely not coming from where his mother lay.
He looked around, thoroughly confused, before he heard a feminine voice speaking to him softly from across the room.
"Relax hon . . . don't fight us. She won't be hurt and neither shall you if you both comply."
Michael whipped his head around searching for the source of the voice. He found it quickly as there was the outline of a somewhat distinct figure sitting on the loveseat situated at a ninety degree angle from the sofa.
The loveseat was totally in the shadows as no light from the kitchen fell on it making the glowing red eyes he spotted all the more menacing.
"Who are you?" Michael hissed. He would have yelled but was worried about waking her up.
In that same soft, alluring even, female voice the response came. "I am simply a visitor to this plane of existence and--"
Michael, fully recovered from the initial hard shove he received earlier, didn't bother to even try and comprehend the "visitor's" explanation or wait for it to be clarified, but instead bolted upright from the recliner.
He was across the room in a mere matter of seconds and was just grabbing his mom's blanket, meaning to pull it back up and over her as some measure of protection when he was viciously yanked backwards.
Once again, the cold powerful hands doing the yanking were invisible. He was flung this time, not back toward the recliner, but instead over toward the loveseat and the vague shape with its red glowing eyes.
He hit the edge of the loveseat butt first before feeling a soft hand go around his wrist.
This time the feminine voice hissing in his ear was not so alluring as the hand tightened its grip around his wrist like a vise.
"I told you to relax, Michael. Obey or the force you feel around your wrist now could be just as easily applied to your mom's throat, boy."
He felt the hand around his wrist tighten until he was in abject pain.
Totally cowed by this raw display of power, Michael whispered, "Fine . . . I obey."
He started to turn to look at the source of the voice but before he could twist around the voice was hissing in his ear again. "Don't turn around . . . not yet. In time I will reveal myself to you. For now, just focus your attention on keeping your mother safe."
Michael obeyed. What else was he going to do after two futile charges against these obviously powerful forces allied against him?
Michael felt some playful fingers tugging at his long hair now as she cooed in his ear, "You know I changed my mind. I will let you see me now as I think it will be better, easier even for everyone, if I let you see me sooner rather than later. I'm betting you were a bit off put by my glowing red eyes earlier, but those are just for show . . . to scare you a little maybe. Actually I'm not that hard to look at honey. You wanna see?"
"Yes, I would very much like to see you. I mean . . . its freaky talking like this . . . to someone I can't see."
"OK then, go back over to the recliner there and I will show myself to you."
On a pair of very unsteady legs, Michael moved the few feet across to the recliner and after sitting down she told him, "Close your eyes and count to three and then open them."
After the requisite count of three, he opened his eyes. He took a deep breath and for the moment, anyways, he was utterly mesmerized by her looks.
She sat, perched on the loveseat across from him, sitting up, resting on her knees, an epitome of mature beauty.
DESCRIBE At first glance, she looked to be roughly his mom's age, maybe a bit older even, with DESCRIBE
Her lightly tanned complexion seemed to almost glow in the soft dim light of the living room as she tilted her head slightly while whispering, "See I'm not so bad to look at huh, sweetie."
His eyes slipped down; she was clad in a casual long white tee shirt that clung alluring to her ample curves.
She looked to be middle aged, earlier forties if he had to guess, with a nicely tanned complexion and long brunette hair framing a pretty, mature face.
He tried to take in all of her curvaceous figure at once, showed off nicely by a tight, clingy long white tee shirt that came down just to about her mid-thigh showing off the fact she possessed a pair of thick well-toned thighs.
Michael, staring longingly at this lascivious at her, found his cock jerking awake inside his gym shorts.
She stared back at him with a serious, yet seductive look, on her pretty face as she leaned forward out of the shadows, allowing him to get a better view of her upper body in particular.
Michael was a sucker for two things in particular when it came to women: big boobs and mature beauty, both of which this woman, this spirit maybe, this creature, this visitor is what she called herself, possessed in spades.
"See, I'm not so bad to look at am I Michael?"
"Hmm, no you aren't," he replied lamely as he continued to stare longingly at her abundantly large tits shown off so nicely by the tight clingy white top.
"Of course I am nowhere as pretty as that blond goddess you call Mom. What is her name, Danielle or Dani for short?"
Just the mere mention of her name sent alarm bells clanging inside his brain. "Yes, yes, that is right but please . . . don't hurt her. You promise?"
"Relax hon, your mother will be fine, as you will be . . . as long as you allow us to have our fun."
"Fun . . . Please she was attacked earlier," he snapped irritably.
"Yes that was my son. My overzealous and horny son who has the hots for your pretty mom."
Michael craned his neck, checking on his mom again. She appeared to be still sleeping peacefully but . . . wait . . . there was an ill-defined shape hovering next to her on the sofa.
He reacted immediately. "Get away from her," he fairly shouted as he once again tried to raise up.
"Shhh, hon, you will only wake her." The red eyes were back, glowing menacing at him from across the room just before a powerful draft of cold air pushed him back down in the recliner.
"Don't make me get rough with you to keep you in line," the female voice, no longer sweet and sultry, but firm and threatening, barked at him.
Michael seethed with frustration. Besides being outnumbered two to one, how could he fight beings who could make themselves both invisible and extra strong as they saw fit?
The voice was once again sweet and calm as it spoke to him from across the room. "Your mother is in no condition to defend herself Michael. She took a Xanax upstairs and combined with the wine . . . yeah she is pretty much wasted and at our mercy."
"Fine, OK, I understand but please . . . don't harm her. Don't hurt her. You have to--"
She quickly interrupted him. "First I need to clarify your position, Michael. Here is the deal, you are just guests here, or visitors even, while we are the true owners of this house. Behave, be kind and gentle with us and we will be kind and gentle back . . . just like in good host would be to their visitors, but on the other hand if you are stubborn and fight us . . . It will end badly for both of you. And don't think of even trying to move out as we will simply follow you . . . to the ends of this earth if need be . . . Understand?"
"Yes, but what do you mean you are the true owners of the house. What are you . . . like ghosts . . . did you die here and--"
She interrupted him, snapping impatiently. "No questions, Michael but I will tell you this . . . we are from a higher plane of existence than you, another realm maybe and have been here a long time, waiting, watching . . . Now, no more do you need to know. Show your compliance not in words, but in deeds Michael. First, come back over here, next to me, as I want to enjoy your company up close and personal like."
After a long moment, Michael rose to his feet and once more crossed the short distance to his apparent hostess.
His new friend—it was easier on him if he thought of her that way-- slinked an arm around him, pulling him close. Bringing her mouth to his ear, she whispered, "Just watch and when the time comes reassure your mother everything will be OK . . . if she complies."
"OK," Michael whispered as he sank against the nice warm body of his "hostess".
He watched, amazed once more as slowly the thin blanket covering his mother was pulled down by a pair of imperceptible hands. Hazarding to ask a question he whispered to her, "Why . . . why can I see you but not your son?"
"He is shy while I am . . ." She smiled at Michael before using one finger to turn his face toward her. "Obviously not."
Michael's eyes fell to her chest and became stuck there as she was obviously not wearing a bra under her tight white tank top as the outline of a rather large and ripe pair of nipples were more than a little noticeable to Michael's wandering eyes.
"Now be quiet and watch honey," she whispered to him while turning his face back to his mother.
Dani fidgeted slightly as the blanket fell away from her body.
"Put your hand down her pajama bottoms, Tony, and warm her up first before you make her come like a little schoolgirl with that wicked tongue of yours."
Michael saw the outline of a hand slipping inside his mom's Capri bottoms as she continued to fidget.
Her fidgeting got more intense as the invisible hand under her pajama bottoms began to move around a bit.
"You . . . you shouldn't be taking advantage of her like this . . . while she is sleeping."
"Fine, go to her, wake her up quietly, tell her what I said earlier, comply and we shall be gentle . . . with the both of you. Tell her it's all a dream if you think that will help . . . but don't you dare try to interrupt my son from having his fun. Understood?"
Michael nodded his head yes, as if in a dream himself, before moving across the room to his mother. She was moaning quietly now as he watched the outline of the hand inside her pants moving up and down in a slow, rhythmic manner.
"Mommy wake up," Michael whispered in his ear. When her only response was another quiet moan, he whispered louder, while shaking her gently on the shoulder, "Wake up, Mother, wake up."
Dani slowly swam to the surface of consciousness before her eyes suddenly flew open.
Turning, she looked at her son as he squatted on the floor next to the sofa. "What is . . ." She let out a shuddering breath as she realized what was happening to her.
"Why is your hand inside my pajama bottoms, honey?"
"It's not my hand, Mom." To prove his point he held up both of his hands to her.
She stared at them with half lidded eyes before whispering, "Oh God it's happening again isn't it . . . and you are helping him?"
"Mom, Mom no . . . I mean yes, I have to. I tried to fight them but he is too strong and she is nice and promised you won't be hurt. They will be gentle . . . to the both of us. She promised."
"W-who is she?" Dani asked quietly. The hand inside her pants had stopped its maddening teasing of her wet pussy while she talked to Michael, allowing her drug addled mind to concentrate somewhat on things.
"I . . . I don't know her name but she is right over there." Michael pointed over to the loveseat.
Dani slowly turned her head.
"She is . . . sexy."
"Yes, as you are Danielle. I hope we can be friends and by the way, my name is Ms. Ava Diamonds and my son's name, the mischievous little boy who attacked you earlier, I'm sorry for that by the way, but, well, he is not so little by your earthly standards as he is actually eighteen years old now, but he is quite mischievous and rather smitten with you and his name is Tony."
"Oh, that is a nice name," Dani mumbled as she started to shut her eyes again. The Xanax and the wine had dulled her senses to the point where, despite the incredibleness of what was happening, all she wanted to do was lay back, relax, and close her eyes.
Michael brought his mouth to her ear. Whispering softly, he told her in a pleading tone, "Please Mom, we have to comply with their wishes and they won't hurt us."
Looking up at Ms. Diamonds, Michael glared at her, before hissing, "I won't let them hurt us. I will die defending you if need be."
"Hmm, how romantic but I don't think it will come to that at all, Michael honey. Am I right, Dani?" Ava told them in that same deep, sultry voice Michael found so alluring.
"Hmm, right. He doesn't need to defend me because . . ." Dani's voice trailed off. It was hard for her to form complete thoughts at this point.
"Because they will be gentle with us," Michael finished for her while staring at Ava.
"Yes, gentle and sweet."
"Gentle and sweet," Dani cooed, "like sleep, like dreaming. I wanna . . . dream some more . . . just lay . . . back . . . down."
She started to sink back down onto the sofa as Ava rose to her feet and took control of the situation.
"I think we all would be more comfortable upstairs in your bedroom, Dani, where you can stretch out on that large king size bed of yours. Sound good. We will help you up the stairs. Come Michael . . . help me get her on her feet."
Together, Michael and Ava helped a protesting Dani to her feet. As they staggered across the living room toward the stairs with her sandwiched into between them, Michael whispered, "Will Tony be . . . like joining us."
"I already sent him upstairs to prepare your mom's bedroom."
"Prepare my bedroom?" Dani whispered as they reached the stairs.
"You shall see. I think you will like it."
After managing to maneuver the half asleep, half intoxicated Dani up the stairs the three of them entered her room.
The entirety of the bedroom was bathed in soft light from dozens of candles scattered strategically throughout the bedroom on the dresser, on both her nightstands flanking the bed, and on her vanity table over against the wall. In addition, coming somewhere from the shadows was a soft romantic song.



"Hmm, candles I love candles . . . so romantic . . . as is the music" Dani whispered as they guided her across the room to the bed before helping her lie down.
After retreating across the room to the comfortable chaise lounge chair opposite her bed on the far wall, Ava whispered to him, "Now, Tony will have his fun with her, just like downstairs while we will just watch from over here."
Michael was fidgeting nervously while he watched the outline of someone, it had to be Tony, still almost totally invisible, join his mother on the bed.
"He . . . he won't hurt her? You promised," Michael asked again.
"He will be as gentle as a butterfly with her sweetheart. Don't worry," Ava told him in her sultry voice.
The impression of someone moving across the bed could be clearly seen by Michael as his mother, feeling someone on the bed with her, lifted her head up. "Who is there?"
She stared across the room, at Michael and Ava.
"It's just my son, Dani honey and he is going to be super nice to you . . . so just lay back against him, he is behind you, and close your eyes while he gives you a nice gentle massage."
As promised, Tony was gentle with his mother, which, if anything, only increased Michael's jealousy as the implausible scene played itself out.
"Remember to be gentle with her, Son," Ava whispered from the chaise as Michael watched his mother's pretty face being turned around. The quiet bedroom was filled with the sound of Tony's and Dani's lips coming together, over and over again.
The gentle sound, floating like some surreal dream across the bedroom, toward Michael made the already intense feelings of jealously he was experiencing increase tenfold.
He watched, his pulse racing, as ever so slowly his mother's snug little blue tank top was being lifted upwards. He had to fight every impulse in his body not to go charging off to her defense, but by the gentle way his mother was sighing while her top was being lifted indicated maybe she did not want to be rescued at all.
Michael's eyes were glued to his mom's chest as her blue tank top was finally yanked clear of her breasts.
"Jesus," he exclaimed softly as he ogled his mom's big tits. They were gorgeous beyond belief.
"My, oh my, your mommy does have some nice tits on her," Ave cooed in his ear before raising her voice and speaking to her own son. "Go ahead Tony, honey, and ask Ms. Danielle nicely if you can play with them."
"Ms. Danielle, can . . . can I play with your boobies."
Michael couldn't help but to notice how the voice asking so amiably to "play with her boobies" was infinitely sweet and childlike. Probably by design to put his mom at ease Michael figured.
Apparently, it worked like a charm because after a brief pause his mom whispered, "I don't mind sweetie if you play with Ms. Danielle's big boobies."
"But before we begin the fun and games, Ava interjected, "maybe would you mind very much, since my son is going to play with your boobies, if your precious Michael can play with my boobies as well . . . while we watch. After all that would only be fair right?"
Their eyes meet from across the candle lit room. Something right then and there, deep and forbidden as if they were partners in crime maybe, passed between Michael and his mom.
"No, I don't mind, I . . . I think he would probably like that," Dani whispered.
Michael turned to watch as Ava began to slowly pull up her snug white tee shirt.
Michael sighed heavily as the biggest pair of tits he ever had the pleasure of beholding were revealed to him when Ava's finally pulled her tee shirt clear of her prodigious breasts.
"You like them sweetheart?" she cooed to him. "You can play with them just like my son is playing with your mommy's boobies."
Just then Michael heard his mom let out a soft moan causing him to turn his head toward her.
Tony was once again wholly invisible, but his presence could not be denied as Michael watched in awe those unseen hands manipulating his mom's boobs. He could clearly see the impression of fingertips pressing gently in and out of her boobs before he saw them being squeezed and jiggled all about by those playful fucking invisible hands.
Dani let out a soft giggle before whispering, "Hmm, that feels good honey." Raising her head up, Dani looked down over at Michael, "Isn't it so weird how I can't see those gentle hands of his fondling my boobies, Michael?"
"Yeah, Mom, very weird," Michael said just before looking away from her. He simply had to as his feelings of jealousy were just that intense. Fortunately, a readymade cure was close at hand in the form of Ava's large boobs.
Grabbing his hands, Ava guided them to her chest as she brought her lips to his. They exchanged several sweet kisses as he began to fondle her nice firm tits.
He briefly tried to break off their kisses, he wanted to look over and check on his mom, but Ava quietly "forced" him to kiss her again. This time their kisses were not at all sweet, but instead were more on the serious side when Ava slipped her tongue inside his inexperienced mouth.
Feeling the older woman's tongue being expertly twirled around inside his mouth left Michael panting with fierce ardor. He fondled Ava's immense breasts with a greater sense of urgency while nearly forgetting all about his mom just a few feet away over on the bed.
Ava released him just as Dani began whimpering loud enough to, once more, get his attention.
He turned his head around just in time to see his mom spreading her legs a bit. Her pajama bottoms were half pulled down revealing a golden forest of soft blondish pubic hair covering her juicy pussy.
Soon she was thrashing all over the bed from the invisible tongue lashing she was receiving from her unseen lover.
"Hmm, you wanna watch your mommy come baby? Here maybe I can make you come at the same time huh."
Ava clawed at his gym shorts, nearly ripping them off of him before doing the same to his boxers. His nicely sized, nearly eight inch cock was nothing short of a raging monster as she spat on her right hand before slipping it around his engorged pole.
Even as Ava tended to him, Michael's eyes were glued to the awesome sight of his mother thrashing about, all over the bed as her moans became increasing louder and more desperate, giving him the sense she was near to having a tremendous orgasm.
He simply found the sight of his mom being pleasured to be highly erotic while at the same time making his heart wretch with bitter envy. The sight of her squirming all about the bed was, of course, made all the more surreal by the fact he still could not see her lover.
Any jealousy he was feeling was quickly forgotten about as he now had his own orgasm to worry about. Ava's skilled hand, aided by her own saliva as lube, slipped up and down the length of his rock hard cock and within a manner matter of seconds the young-- and sexually inexperienced-- Michael was near to blowing his top.
In a fitting conclusion to the naughty events of the evening both mother and son enjoyed mind blowing orgasms within mere seconds of each other.
"Go to her. Cover her with the blanket, honey. Tell her it was all a dream and you will be right here watching over her for the rest of the night. Don't defy me on this . . . and one final thing, very important, over the course of the next few days or weeks, or however long we chose to stay on this plane of existence and continue to entertain you as your hosts, do NOT interfere with your mother having a bit of fun with my son and do not question her about it. Act as if . . . everything is normal between the two of you. Understand?"
Michael nodded his head yes.
"Do this for me and eventually I will return and give you maybe something much better than a hand job. Would you like that?"
Again, too stunned to speak, Michael nodded his head yes.
By the serious tone of her voice, Michael knew he had better obey. After hurriedly slipping on his boxers, he joined his mother on the bed.
Both her top and bottoms were back in place as she mumbled something incoherently. Her eyes were closed again as he carefully pulled the blanket protectively over her body while bringing his mouth to her ear.
Dazed and confused, Dani looked at him with half lidded eyes. "What happened . . . Was I attacked again baby?"
"Hmm, no Mom. It was just a dream. I was right here . . ." He pointed back over to the now empty chaise. "Watching over you. I fell asleep and when I woke up you were like moaning and stuff. I think you were having a bad dream maybe."
"Bad dream . . . yeah, I guess . . . but maybe it wasn't so bad," she mumbled before turning her back on him. Within a mere manner of seconds she was dozing comfortably once more as he retreated to the chaise.
Saturday
The next morning a groggy Dani made her son a quick breakfast, neither spoke of the previous night's events, before heading back to bed.
Later that morning, she was unexpectedly called into work to cover for someone who called off sick and managed to get to work without any of the previous day's drama.
Dani came home that night in good spirits and since she came in on her day off as a big favor to the boss, she was allowed to have the next two days off.
He eagerly accepted her suggestion they enjoy a popcorn and movie night in front of the television before she excused herself to go upstairs to change into her pajamas.
"Do you want me to come upstairs and like stand guard outside your door while you change, Mom?"
"No, no. I . . . can't explain it but I feel whatever danger I might have been in from my unseen visitor has passed. It should be OK I'm sure so just make the popcorn and find us something to watch."
Fifteen minutes she came bouncing down into the living room wearing the same exact thing as the night before while Michael was dressed casually in a pair of worn, battered jeans and a raggedly tee shirt.
It was maybe an hour into their movie, some big budget crime caper, when Dani untangled herself from her son. He had actually dozed off in her arms at some point during the movie.
"Where you going" he mumbled, still half asleep.
"I just paused the movie hon. I gotta go to the bathroom and then I'm going to the kitchen to refill the popcorn bowl. Go back to sleep baby. I'm alright."
"OK," he mumbled before slipping back off to sleep. He hadn't slept well the previous evening thanks to the night's wild events, making him extra tired this evening.
Sometime later, his eyes flickered open. Someone was softly shaking his shoulder. Rising up, he whispered, "Mom, why you'd wake me up."
He blinked his eyes. No one was there. He looked around the dark living room. Nope, she wasn't there and ominously the movie they were watching was still paused in the exact same spot as it was when she left to go to the bathroom and refill the popcorn bowl.
Then he heard her and his blood ran cold. She was moaning again. He climbed to his feet, fully awake now, and listened more intently. There it was again. Another, slightly louder, moan followed by an audible gasp . . . and another moan, louder still, all coming from the nearby kitchen.
Quietly, Michael crept across the living room to the kitchen. Peering inside the nearly dark kitchen, the only light came from the small light above the stove, he saw his mother pressed up against the refrigerator. Her blue tank top was hiked up revealing those big, beautiful breasts of her. She had one hand tangled in her lovely blond hair, holding it up, while the other was wrapped around the back of the head of the blurry, indistinct image that was pleasuring her by sucking so eagerly on her tits.
Michael blinked his eyes staring into the gloom of the kitchen with both his cock and jealousy growing as he assumed it must have been that fucking Tony pleasuring his mother again. The loud suckling noises he could hear of her indistinct lover feasting on her tits came floating across the silent kitchen to him not helping matters one bit.
He again found himself mesmerized by the sight of his mom being pleasured and very much wanted to retreat back to the living room but simply lacked the will power.
She clawed at her pajama bottoms pulling them down half way before the blurred image dropped down onto what passed as its knees. The outline of its head could be seen between her legs now-- as Dani writhed madly against the fridge.
Michael's cock was on full alert status as he mother whimpered in unabashed pleasure at this fucking thing, this ill-defined excuse of a man, obviously eating her pussy with whatever passed as its mouth.
Again, jealous anger filled his heart. He thought of rushing into to save her but just as the thought crossed his mind he heard his mother whine, "Oh God honey, please don't stop. Make me come . . . pleeeaassse."
Yeah, she obviously did not need saving, and just as obvious was how he could not just stand there and watch any longer.
Retreating to the living room, Michael buried himself under the blanket they had been sharing while covering his ears to mask the sounds of his mother's whimpering and moaning.
He closed his eyes, hoping to fall back to sleep, but after a good two or three minutes he realized it was hopeless. He wasn't slipping back to sleep anytime soon, thanks mainly to the image of his mom first offering up those gorgeous tits of hers to him before allowing her invisible lover total access between her legs.
It simply was all too much for him to bear as scenes of his mom being pleasured kept flickering across his mind.
Giving up, he yanked the blanket off of him and sat up. It was quiet now. Maybe she was done being pleasured. Curious, he crept across the living room heading toward the kitchen once more.
After poking his head around the corner he saw they were not quite done yet. His mother, at least her pajama bottoms were back in place, was leading the still blurry image of the visitor by one nebulous hand across the kitchen to the table.
At the kitchen table, she turned before pulling her bottoms down revealing her perfectly tanned and rather ample ass to him—and her fucking lover.
Maybe it was his imagination but his mother seemed to be staring at him, giving him a soft smile, as she arched her ass outwards. Michael watched just long enough to watch the thing's nebulous hands begin to crawl all over his mom's ass, but that was not what caused him to flee.
Instead, it was the soft whispered exchange of words he just barely caught between them as those stupid tenuous hands continued to rub her ass.
"You are going to fuck mommy so good huh little boy?" Dani whispered.
"Yes, I am Mommy, but you . . . you are going to see I'm maybe not so little when I do," came the soft, youthful reply of a well-defined male voice. The voice sounded somehow both sweet and innocent while at the same time hinting at something deeper and darker just under the surface.
Michael fled back to the sanctuary of the sofa in the living room. Fuck, she was letting him call her mommy!!
After throwing himself down on the sofa, completely and utterly dejected, Michael pulled the blanket over him completely, while burying his head under a pair of throw pillows.
It didn't help as within a mere matter of seconds it seemed he could hear the sound of his mom's moans growing louder and louder. Worse was the rhythmic banging of the kitchen table against the wall it was set against. He knew this could only mean one thing: his mom was being fucked—good and hard.
Things only grew worse still as the banging of the table against the wall picked up in intensity - as did her wails of shameless pleasure.
Fortunately, the whole thing was over in maybe less than two minutes causing Michael to snicker before a sarcastic inner voice whispered to him, yeah, like you would have lasted any longer fucking longer dude.
The house grew deathly quiet as Michael, still huddled under the blanket, waited to see what might happen next. After a few quiet minutes passed, he heard the sound of the toilet flushing in the downstairs bathroom.
A minute later his mom was whispering in his ear. "Honey . . . are you awake."
Deciding to not tip his hand as to knowing what she had been up to, he responded in a soft mumble. "Barely . . . I . . . I dozed off again."
"OK, well, I'm tired myself and going to go upstairs to bed. You staying here?"
He rose up. "You want me to sleep on the chaise again. You know, in case you have any more bad dreams or anything like that."
"No . . ." She ruffled his hair before leaning down and giving him a kiss on the cheek. "But thanks anyways. I will be good."
"Fine," he managed to reply without showing any irritation. "I'm comfortable here so . . ."
"OK, well then I guess it's good night and see you in the morning," she said before heading off upstairs.
Michael lay there in the dark living room trying to focus his mind elsewhere other than what he just witnessed in the kitchen and finally he was able at some point to slip off to a restless sleep.
After maybe ninety minutes or so, Michael woke up from his fitful sleep. Cocking his head, he listened; everything was quiet.
Another minute or two passed and he was just starting to doze off again when something passed through the living room. It looked like a hazy image of a person. It quickly flitted through the living room before heading up the stairs.
Michael frowned. It had to be, once again, his foe, the "nebulous one."
The "nebulous one" was his new pet nickname for whatever the hell was fucking his mother. He wished the other one, the pretty female one that gave nice hand jobs, was a bit more forthcoming as to their nature, but as they say "wish in one hand, shit in the other and see which fills up faster".
Curiosity got the better of him as Michael jumped to his feet and cautiously hurried after his foe up the stairs.
At the top of the stairs, he peeked around the corner just in time to see the figure pass easily through his mom's closed bedroom door.
Clandestinely, he snuck up to her bedroom door. Leaning his head down toward the door, he listened and could just make out his mom's soft voice.
"It's about time honey. I have been waiting for you."
"You look nice, Mommy."
Michael's heart wrenched with jealousy once again at hearing him call her "Mommy".
Unable to resist, he wanted to see exactly how his mom was looking "nice" for him, Michael tried turning the knob on her bedroom door. Finding it unlocked, he slowly pushed the door open just enough so he could peer inside.
What he saw made his dick insanely hard. His mother was sitting on the bed wearing a teddy and a wicked smile. The teddy had frilly purple decorative fluffy lace along both the top and the bottom edges, but the whole middle of it was utterly sheer revealing those gorgeous tits of hers.
To Michael's thinking, her sheer teddy may have been the most beautiful thing he had ever seen in his short life.
He watched as his mom slowly rose up onto her knees before cocking her head seductively to one side. Whispering, she said to him, "So you like what your mommy is wearing hon? I picked it out just for you."
Instead of answering, the figure make a loud grunting noise before diving straight onto his mother. She giggled as she fell backwards unto the bed with his face buried between her immense breasts.
Michael quietly shut the door. He simply could not stand to watch.
He headed back downstairs feeling more jealous than ever on too many levels to count.
Back on the sofa, he tried to go to sleep but he just couldn't. Maybe it was because his mom's bedroom was pretty much directly overhead the living room and he could hear, most ominously, the loud, rhythmic squeaking of her bed, intermingled with some equally loud passionate moans.



He thought of going upstairs to his bedroom, but the mere idea of being just down the hallway from her bedroom, and to what was going on in there was too painful to bear.
Finally, unable to take it anymore, he buried his head under the pillows and blankets while covering his ears with his hands before finally slipping off into a erratic doze.
Sunday
He moved up to his bedroom sometime in the middle of the night after the house finally fell quiet, managing to snatch a few more hours of fitful sleep. The next morning his mom was in such a good mood, humming as she made him breakfast, that it actually made him angry. Knowing why she was happy just set him off.
He spent the rest of the day pretty much, locked in his bedroom, avoiding her.
Monday
Feeling bad about the way he treated his mom yesterday, Michael came home from school a few hours early. He knew his mom was working the five to midnight shift so he wanted to have a chance to apologize to her and maybe spend a few minutes together.
After arriving home at just past noon, he entered the house, calling out her name. There was no answer. It was a warm late summer day in September and the house seemed eerily quiet. He made his way up the stairs, calling her name again.
Again, there was no answer.
Thinking maybe she was taking an afternoon nap, he knocked quietly on her bedroom door. Still no answer. He slowly pushed open the bedroom door, taking a peek inside.
Her bedroom was empty. He was about to shut the door when the sound of laughter floated across the bedroom to him. Pausing, he stared across the room. Her bedroom window was open. The laughter, her laughter, came again, louder this time, leaving no doubt it was coming from outside.
He crossed her bedroom, wanting to see what she was up to. Her bedroom window overlooked the backyard pool. As he approached the window he heard her giggling now, causing his blood to run cold, as he began to suspect she was not alone.
"It better not be that fucker again," he mumbled as he approached the window and peered outside.
She was in the middle of the pool, holding their large colorful beach ball, bouncing up and down, wearing a super sexy hot pink string bikini.
As she held the ball aloft, a cheerful smile on her pretty face, she appeared at first glance to be alone but then she called out, "Hear catch, hon."
She tossed the ball across the pool toward what looked to be a totally empty spot before the ball suddenly reversed course, as if someone had swatted it in midair, and it floated back to her.
Now Michael's worst fears were being realized right before his eyes. Not only was she not alone, but it had to be "him".
But apparently seeing him was not an issue for her, as after catching the ball she tossed it across the pool again. He should have been amazed as the ball floated through the air for a short distance before being swatted back, once more, by those pair of unseen hands.
Instead of being amazed, sadly he was getting maybe used to her invisible, at least to him, visitor fuck buddy. Yeah, it was not amazement he felt but pure and simple jealousy at the fun she was having with her new boyfriend.
He watched the two of them play catch for a minute while trying, and mostly failing, not to focus his gaze on his mom's big tits as they bounced up and down while she played with him in the pool.
Having witnessed quite enough, Michael was just about to turn away when he heard his mother say, "Hey . . . I think it's time to get out of the pool. We shouldn't waste too much time before my . . . other son . . . gets home."
Curious, he watched her stretch out her hand to him before leading him across the pool. Although he was wholly invisible to him except for a slight shimmering in the air maybe, what was visible and totally gave his presence away was the way the water rippled—as if someone was walking across the pool—in her wake.
He watched her suddenly stop and turn around just before getting out of the pool. He watched her start to giggle as she flailed her hands in front of her while crying out, "Stop honey, can't you wait to take off your mom's bikini top until we get out of the pool."
Michael felt his fists clenching, and his cock come to life, as he observed her pink bikini top being first untied in the back, by those fucking invisible hands, and then slowly lifted off of her.
Once more, he was treated to the sight of his mom's gorgeous tits being fully revealed to his wide, staring eyes.
He let out an audible moan as he witnessed her slink her arms up and around her visitor before leaning in for a kiss. His heart wrenched again with jealousy as her tits were being fondled while she kissed his rival at the edge of the pool.
Breaking the kiss off, she heard her say, "OK enough, let's get out of the pool, hon. I wanna stretch out and relax on my lounger baby."
There was a brief pause as Michael heard a small, almost childlike voice ask, "Are you going to let me play with them while you are relaxing on your lounger, Mommy?"
She brought her hand up, stroking his face he assumed, as she responded just loud enough for him to hear and send his jealousy into overdrive, "Of course, honey. What a silly question. You know you can play with your mommy's boobies . . . anytime you want, sweetheart."
They got out of the pool, her hand trailing behind her, as she led him across the pool deck to the dark red wooden lounger with its comfortable padded cushions on the other side of the pool.
Unfortunately for poor Michael, he simply could not stop watching with the lounger being in plain view of the bedroom window as was the small white wooden cabana changing room just next to the deck lounger.
But before she could even stretch out on her lounger, the fun began as he watched her suddenly being propelled up against the cabana.
"Oh God," she cried out loudly. "You just couldn't wait for me to lay down huh?"
Michael bit his fist as he watched his mother assume a submissive pose while leaning back against the cabana.
She leaned her head back, eyes closed, one hand resting on her hip, the other up by her throat, as she offered her majestic tits up to the visitor for his pleasure.
Michael, observed his rival now taking full advantage of his mom's supplicant pose as he could see the way her breasts were being bounced up and down in those damnable unseen hands of his.
His mom's moans became louder and more pronounced as Michael pulled his phone out of his pocket. He knew what he was about to do was both wrong and wicked but he didn't fucking care. His cock was aching with intense hardness and he needed relief.
He snapped several pictures of his mom being pleasured before he retreated to his own bedroom.
He fairly ripped his jeans off as he stretched out on the bed—phone in one hand, his hard cock in the other.
The picture, featuring his mother with her head leaning back against the cabana wall, eyes shut, chest thrust out, her exquisitely large nipples fully erect, was damn near perfect.
Also perfect was the fact his rival, of course, could not been seen in the picture allowing him to fantasize how his mother was striking her submissive pose just for him.
As Michael stroked his cock he imagined it was him feasting on his mom's tits. Such a wonderfully delicious thought allowed his orgasm to come rushing home in near record time.
Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday
The next three days passed normally for Michael and Daniella. The nights -- not so much. For three nights running now, Michael, still both worried and jealous over his mother, found himself waking up in the middle of the night wanting to check on her.
Each time ended in the same result with him exiting his bedroom, quietly stealing his way down the hallway to her bedroom only to hear her moaning loudly--with obvious pleasure-- as she heard her old bed squeaking due to an overabundance of naughty activity. Each night he went, dejected, back to his own bed wishing Ava would pay her promised visit-- only to be disappointed.
Saturday
Just like the previous Saturday night, around eight pm after they enjoyed a nice dinner, Michael and his mom decided to hang out and watch a movie together. After excusing herself to go upstairs and slip into something a bit more comfortable, Michael hurried off to the kitchen to make some popcorn. Yeah, he was determined to do his best anyways not to have a repeat of the previous week where his mom left to make some popcorn and instead . . .
She came downstairs, wearing her usual sleeping attire: the capri pants and blue snug half tee shirt that did such a fine job of showing off her firm tummy and her large boobs. As she walked into the living room the first thing she said was, "Find us a movie and I will head to the kitchen to make some popcorn."
Michael smiled. "Popcorn is made already and the movie is set and ready to play."
"Hmm, really. You are on the ball huh. Well, the popcorn I was going to make for you but . . ." She smiled at him, shrugging her shoulders. "Well since you already have the popcorn made I guess all I have to do is make myself a pitcher of margaritas. Yeah, I plan on getting a bit tipsy tonight, if you don't mind, since I have tomorrow off."
A little tipsy turned out to be an understatement as his mom got blazingly fucking drunk on three or maybe four tall glasses of margaritas, he lost count, before she basically passed out in his arms.
A few minutes later, Michael followed suit and fell asleep with his arms tightly wrapped around her.
After dozing off for maybe twenty minutes or so, Michael woke up. The living room was almost dark with the only light coming from the soft glow of the TV. Michael thought about turning it off, but in the near darkness he couldn't find the remote.
There was just enough light emitting from the TV for him to see his mother was now resting comfortably against the arm rest of the sofa.
"Mom . . ." he called to her softly and when there was no response he tried shaking her. Still no response. Apparently, she was passed out.
His eyes slipped down. Her snug little tank top tee shirt was stretched tight across her large boobs causing his eyes to get stuck on her chest.
He fought the naughty impulse for a good thirty seconds before the better angels of his personality lost out to his inner demons. Reaching out, he carefully hooked a pair of nervous fingers under the lower edge of her tank top.
Slowly, ever so slowly, he began to pull it up as he just had to see his mom's tits—up close and personal like this time.
He was just about there when Dani shifted causing him to freeze before she mumbled in a sleepy voice, "Hmm, it's about time you showed up, little boy and gave your mommy some attention."
Michael swiftly pulled his hands back, both angry his chance to see his mom's tits was snatched away while being thankful she must have believed it was his mortal enemy, the nebulous one, who was pulling her tank top up.
He was about to slink back under the covers and pretend to be asleep when instead he came up with an alternative, and very daring, plan.
Snuggling up next to her he whispered softly in her ear, hoping she would be too drunk and too sleepy to realize it was really him speaking and not the other one, "Lay still, Mommy and don't open your eyes and just let me snuggle with you huh."
"Hmm that is a naughty touch hon . . ." She let out a soft giggle before adding, "You know, making your voice sound like Michael's. He went off to bed right?"
Michael smiled in the darkness. She thought I was him! This was even better than he could have hoped for!
"Yes, about twenty minutes ago. Now, do as I say and keep your eyes shut as I have a surprise for you."
"Hmm, a big hard surprise I am hoping," Dani whispered as she shut her half open eyes.
"Yes it is big and hard, Mommy," Michael whispered.
"I'm sure it is, honey," she mumbled before trying to raise her head and failing. As he head lolled back and with her voice barely coming out loud enough to be qualified as a whisper, she murmured, "But I'm afraid . . . afraid your Mommy is too drunk to . . . do much of anything . . . other than lay here baby."
He stroked her hair softly as he nuzzled his face down against her neck, confident she was too far gone to open her eyes and realize it was not her stupid fucking lover, but him cuddling her.
Michael's plan at this point was both naughty and simple. To find the remote, turn off the TV so the living room was completely dark and then . . . play with his mom a bit.
He hoped, at the very least, he might get a chance to feel her up some and maybe even share a kiss or two. She obviously thought he was her lover, and with the living room totally dark, and her being sloppy drunk, it just might work.
It was a dangerous gambit for sure, but, well, Michael was desperate thanks to the way she had been unwittingly teasing him for some time now with her stupid invisible, otherworldly lover.
He was just carefully moving his hand around on the sofa, searching for the remote, when she murmured to him, "But even after I've passed out again sweetie you . . . you can do whatever you want to me . . . even fuck my tits if you want. I have a small bottle of coconut oil in my purse . . . just in case."
Michael's heart practically stopped as she mumbled what amounted to a ticket to heaven. He looked up and all around, searching for her purse in the dim light of the living room, but when she didn't see it he lowered his mouth to her ear, "Where is your purse?"
"Hmm, over . . . over there . . . I think." She tried to raise her arm to point but only barely got it up off the sofa before it flopped back down. Giggling she mumbled, "Your Mommy is too drunk to even raise her arm, honey."
He carefully raised up. It looked like she had tried to point to the dining room.
There it was-- sitting on the table. After finding the remote and clicking the TV off, he slowly climbed off the coach before hurrying across the room over to the table. It took him a long minute to rummage around in her purse before finding the small bottle of coconut oil.
Back over at the sofa, after sitting the lotion within easy reach on the arm rest, he nestled up next to her. She had turned from laying sideways against the arm rest to where she was now sitting straight up with her head resting on the back of the sofa.
But best of all, she had removed her carpi pants as he spied them laying there in a heap on the floor. Probably did this as an express invitation to her nebulous lover to do anything he wanted to her as she was passed out.
He was just about to sit down next to her when she rose up a bit, and in a soft whisper, as if she had been reading his mind, she mumbled to him, "Mommy took off her pants so you can do anything you want to her while she is passed out baby. Here let me sit up . . . snuggle behind me as I want to feel your arms around me before I pass out again."
He had a moment of panic, wondering if she would figure out it wasn't her fucking lover, before he reassured himself in the dark living room she would not be able to tell either way.
He snuggled in behind her as she laid her head back down on his shoulder. Carefully he reached down around her, before raising his hands up to cup those super fucking nice tits of hers. He fondled them through the thin material of her tee shirt, allowing his desire to build before the great unveiling.
Reaching out, he found the remote before clicking on the TV on again as he simply wanted to be able to see her tits when the time came. After setting the remote close by, just in case he had to hurriedly click off the TV if it looked like she was going to wake up, Michael hooked a pair of trembling fingers under the bottom edge of her half tee shirt before he carefully began pulling it up.
God they were beautiful!! He quietly mused to himself as he leaned over her shoulder, spellbound by his mom's big, beautiful tits. They were perfectly tanned as was her flat tummy and firm thighs. His gaze dropped down as he spied the white tan lines from her string bikini bottoms.
Desire flooded his young heart as he used a pair of playful fingers to tweak her nipples causing her to moan softly.
He snuggled his mouth down to her neck, nuzzling it tenderly as he cupped her tits in his hands. He bounced them about playfully for a long minute before a desire so powerful that it simply could not be denied overtook him.
Moving slowly, he carefully extracted himself from behind her and in doing so she fell sideways onto the sofa and onto her back.
He looked down and sighed; her large tits jutted skyward, just begging to be fucked. Grabbing the coconut oil, he nervously twisted off the cap while praying she wouldn't wake up or move.
His prayers were answered as, after quickly stripping off his jeans and underwear, he squirted a generous amount of oil on the palm of his hand before working it up and down his long hard shaft.
Finally, not wanting to have to worry about killing the only source of light in the living room if she woke up, he grabbed the remote and turned off the TV.
He could just make up the shadowy outline of her breasts in the dark living room before climbing up onto the sofa and straddling her. Slowly he slid his big hard cock up and in between her tits as he used his hands to squeeze them together.
His heart racing like mad he began to fuck them . . . almost furiously from the get go as he simply wanted to make himself come as quick as possible before getting the hell out of there while he still could.
Dani, unbeknownst to him, came partially awake just as he slid his cock up and in between her tits. She smiled to herself in the darkness knowing, once again, her phantom fantastic lover was going to give her a pearl necklace.
Whispering as she slipped his hands over his, she told him, "Here let me do that for you, sweetie."
Upon hearing her voice, Michael almost pulled back in sheer panic before remembering the living room was completely dark and . . . and beside he had come too far to flee the scene of his crime now.
"OK," he whispered as he slipped his hands off of her tits just as he thrust his hips forward, spearing his hardness up and in between that amazingly soft valley of warm tit flesh.
"Oh God," he moaned quietly. "That feels so good, Mommy."
"I know it does baby . . . now fuck them, fuck Mommy's tits hard and fast . . . show her how much you love them," she whispered to him harshly as she came more fully awake.
Michael happily obeyed as he quickly thrust his hips forward causing his mother to have an epiphany of sorts. The moment of clarity came from her feeling how truly big the cock was that had just speared up and in between her tits.
By now, Dani knew her shadowy lover well, by touch and by feel, and on rare occasions by sight when he let her that is, and knew he could best be described as having an undersized cock.
She ruminated, once or twice during a quiet moment of reflection, about her lover's size while wondering if his lack of size was the reason why he was so sexually aggressive. Maybe he was trying to make up for not being big by being aggressive.
But this cock, the one quite deliberately fucking her tits now, was just the opposite in the size department. And then she remembered that day, it seemed like so long ago, when Michael's towel was yanked down, revealing his semi rigid cock to her wide staring eyes. It had only been a moment or two she stared, but still, somehow, she never quite forgot how truly blessed her son was . . . down there.
And then the voice . . . it sounded like Michael's voice for sure, making her assume her lover had purposefully copied her son's voice to introduce a bit of forbidden excitement into the proceedings. But what if . . . or God what if this was actually Michael fucking her tits.



Of course, she could find out the truth by quickly ending things, right then and there, and confronting him. But what then? If it was her otherworldly lover, no harm no foul, but if it was Michael, and even if she only gently scolded him for his naughty deed, he would be embarrassed beyond belief and what good what that do?
Besides, maybe this sudden change of size was another of his tricks. Obviously, she was dealing with a being beyond her true understanding so before she could determine if it was truly Michael-- fucking her tits so passionately-- she would need further and undeniable proof.
Dani considered all this in the brief time it took for him to thrust his cock up and in between her tits three quick times in rapid succession.
This was maybe more proof as her "other" lover, normally was quite deliberate when fucking her tits. He started slowly that is, before building up speed gradually.
But not tonight, not now as Dani's tits were being fucked hard and fast straight away.
If this was truly my son he probably won't last long . . . unlike my other lover, Dani quietly speculated to herself as she came to the firm conclusion she would see things through to the end.
Knowing if she could make him come quickly, it would be further proof it wasn't her lover but her son, Dani went all in on trying to just do that.
Making her voice as sweet as possible, she cooed to him, "That's it baby, fuck your mommy's big boobies harder . . . like you have been dreaming of for so long."
Michael, young and inexperienced, was already near to coming before his mom started whispering to him, adding fuel to his already overheated passion.
"Go on sweetie," she growled, "Come all over your mommy's big tits . . . please baby . . . pretty please . . . do it now."
Michael was in a near state of shock as his mother, unbelievably, was begging him to come all over her tits. But then again, she thought it was her lover and not him! This made Michael angry. Yeah, angry enough where he really began to fuck his mom's tits.
"Oh that's it sweetie . . . you are doing so good," she whispered as her son, whichever one it might be, was fucking her breasts like a madman now.
Squeezing her tits even tighter around his large hard cock, Dani closed her eyes doubting it wouldn't be long now.
Michael, after a half dozen more hard thrusts up and in between those luscious tits of hers, finally came with a loud grunt.
Dani felt an incredibly large amount of cum spurt out and onto her upper chest and neck as she got her pearl necklace in spades.
But more revealing was the time. If this was truly her lover, and not her son, he came in record time. While he may have been on the small side, coming quickly was not something he would ever be accused of doing.
Michael legs turned to jelly as his powerful orgasm swept over him, causing him to collapse down and onto the sofa.
Almost immediately he tried to flee the scene of his crime when he rose up off of the sofa, but as he started to get up, she grabbed his hand.
"Don't leave yet baby . . . stay and cuddle with me until I fall asleep," she whispered to him.
It was another test as her other worldly lover tended to be only interested in one thing—sex. Without fail, as soon as the wicked deed was done, he would depart with a quiet chuckle, leaving her grasping at thin air if she tried to grab him in a vain attempt to make him stay.
But now, Dani was most assuredly not grasping at thin air as Michael, she knew it had to be him now, allowed himself to be pulled back down and onto the sofa.
Stretching out, he laid next to her while hoping she would pass out soon.
Bringing one hand up, she ran it through his long hair providing her with more more evidence it was Michael and not her other lover as his hair was short and neatly trimmed.
Curious to see how he would react, Dani whispered, "Hmm, you have long hair tonight . . . kind of like Michael's."
Michael was in a near panic as his mind whirled with just how to answer her. Thankfully, she bailed him out when she added, "I think you are playing tricks on me maybe . . . trying to imitate not only Michael's voice but his hair?"
"Y-yes, I t-thought . . . I m-mean I figured you would like that."
More damning evidence this was Michael as he tended to stutter when he got nervous. A small voice in the back of Dani's alcohol addled mind was screaming for her to stop this nonsense, but the truth was she was actually having a whole lot of naughty fun stringing him along and was more than a little curious to see how far she could take things.
Ignoring the voice calling for restraint and decency, she whispered to him, "I do like it . . . but you know what mommy would really like right now, sweetie?"
"No . . . tell me."
"Some nice kisses as we cuddle."
Michael, trapped in his passionate misadventure, saw no alternative but to kiss his mom and as their lips came together he could only pray he would kiss, at least somewhat, like the hated nebulous one he was pretending to be.
He failed—miserably—as Dani noted right away the sweet soft way he was kissing her which was in utter contrast to the way her "other" lover aggressively kissed her.
Sighing, she pulled back after they exchanged a long series of sweet adoring kisses as Dani decided it was time for the ultimate test.
Bringing her hand up to his face, she whispered, "Mommy wants her little boy to eat her pussy."
Michael's heart nearly leapt in this throat; he had never eaten pussy before.
"Please baby . . . Mommy let you come all over her tits so now it's your turn to make her come."
Before waiting for him to answer, Dani aggressively pushed him downward as she spread her legs wider.
Michael, again, saw no way out as he snuggled his face down and in between his mom's legs.
Trying to imitate what he saw on a porn video he watched some time ago at a friend's house, he closed his eyes before lashing his tongue out several times, hoping he would strike pay dirt. After attacking with his tongue, he changed to showering her pussy with several sloppy kisses—again praying he was doing it right.
Dani smiled at Michael's, yes it was him, of this she was absolutely sure now, thanks to the clunky way he was trying to eat her pussy. Her other lover was an absolute master at eating pussy, causing poor Michael's inexperienced attempts at eating her out to be more than a little noticeable in comparison.
Of course, she could not let him know this so she let out an exaggerated moan before whispering, "Use your tongue only baby . . . just like Mommy loves."
Michael immediately stopped trying to kiss her down there as he pulled back. Taking a deep breath, he snaked his tongue out, stabbing blindly at her sweet tasting pussy.
Deciding he needed a little help, Dani used a firm guiding hand on the back of his head, to maneuver his frantic licking into her zone of pleasure.
"Hmm that's it baby . . . a little higher," she told him softly as his tongue probed her inner depths.
Michael adjusted the angle of his tongue as it glided a bit upwards before, quite by accident, he stumbled upon one of her sweet spots.
He felt her jerk before she let out a real moan this time. "Oh that's it hon, right there . . . go . . . go slower though."
Michael stopped his frantic lapping then, switching to a new series of long loving licks as he tongue floated over the nub of her clit, making her moan even louder.
The thought of it really being Michael, her flesh and blood son, eating her out, actually caused the excitement a drunken Dani was feeling to nearly double in strength.
Spreading her legs wider, she used the hand on the back of his head to push his face down even deeper.
Gripping his hair, she began rotating his head around as his eager young tongue assailed her clit with a fresh series of adoring licks.
An over wrought Dani was already near to coming when she reached down and began frantically finger fucking herself as she whispered breathlessly, "A little faster baby . . ."
Michael obliged her, flickering his tongue faster along the moist folds of her pussy up and down, before finding her clit again. "Oh God . . . yes . . . right there," she moaned as she began to buck her hips up and down.
Michael, frantic to make her come, whipsawed his tongue even faster against her clit before she let out one long shuddering moan of pleasure as an extraordinarily powerful climax swept her away in its forbidden arms.
Michael raised up, wanting to both flee and snuggle up against her all at once.
"That was nice, sweetie," she whispered before raising up. "But I can't keep my eyes open . . . you need to help me up to my bedroom as I really need to crash."
Michael, after slipping back on his briefs, helped her up the stairs as she leaned heavily on him. Thankfully, the both the stairwell and the upstairs hallway was dark as he half carried, half guided her up the stairs.
Upon reaching her bedroom door, he started to turn away but she grabbed his hand.
"Help me mommy over to her bed, sweetie," she whispered as she pushed the door open.
Again, he let out a sigh of relief that her bedroom was completely dark as he helped her across the room to the bed.
Upon reaching the bed, he pulled the covers back, allowing her to nearly collapse onto the bed. After getting her covered up, he started to turn away, thankful that he had apparently gotten away with his crime of forbidden passion.
But he had barely turned, when she snaked a hand out from under the covers. "Lay down with me, honey . . . hold me until I pass out . . . please."
Michael sighed; apparently his night was not done yet as he settled down next to her. In the darkness, with her real son cuddled tightly against her, Dani was now almost, hmm ninety percent sure, this was Michael, and not her other son under the covers next to her. The other one was many, many things, most of them wicked, but one thing he was not was a boy who enjoyed cuddling with his mom.
As he lay next to her a wholly mischievous thought hit Dani with such force it simply could not be denied. God . . . for him, for my usually so well behaved Michael, to take advantage of his mother like that . . . while she was passed out . . . could only mean one thing: he really, really wants me in the most wicked of ways!!
Instead of causing her any discomfort or distress knowing this simple fact actually turned Dani on . . . maybe more than she had ever been turned on before.
Snuggling her mouth up to his ear, she decided to see just how far she could push things between them. She would whisper a suggestion softly in his ear, making him think she was still wholly in the dark about his true identity.
"Honey that was such a turn on, you changing your voice to sound just like my other son . . . Michael."
Michael sighed deeply. He had been hoping she would just fall back to sleep so he could make good on his escape. "I . . . I thought you might like that," he whispered back.
"So tell me . . . maybe you can do more than just make yourself sound like him . . . maybe you can also make yourself look . . . just like him too?"
"I . . . I suppose I could," he nervously whispered back while wondering just where she was taking this line of questions.
"Good . . . because I would really like that . . . it would be a real naughty turn on so I was thinking, tomorrow, I will send him off to town, on some errands or something so we can be alone here and after he leaves you come to me . . . not just sounding like him, but looking just like him also." She twirled her fingers in his hair before adding, "Can you do that?"
"I . . . I can."
"Good . . . it's going to be a nice day tomorrow, warm and sunny so maybe we can have our fun outside. Go on a little hike or something in our private woods behind the house. Remember the realtor said all that property is ours?"
"Yes, I remember."
"Good it's a date then . . . Meet me at one . . . out back at the beginning of the path that leads into the woods . . . and remember I want you looking exactly like Michael," she told him softly in his ear before slipping off to sleep.
Finally, after she stayed quiet for a good ten minutes, Michael made good on his escape back to his own room, and before slipping off to sleep himself he said a quick prayer he would be able to get away with whatever adventure tomorrow might bring . . . just as he got away with tonight's little escapade.
Saturday afternoon
Just as Dani prophesied the afternoon was both warm and sunny. Michael spent the better part of the morning avoiding his mother as he was feeling guilty over what he did, and figuring it might be better not to push his luck, he decided he would just make up some excuse not to run his mom's errands in town for her, thus torpedoing her wicked plans.
It was just about twelve thirty when he heard her knocking on his door as he stretched out on his bed, leafing lazily through a magazine.
"Come in," he called out to her while still being determined to say no to any suggestions she might make to get him out of the house.
But as soon as she came breezing into his room, his resolve began to waver, thanks mainly to the abundance of skin she was showing off.
"Listen hon, it's a super nice day so I was going to go for a short walk out in the woods . . . you know in an effort to clear my head as your mom had way too much to drink last night, but I needed to run some errands in town and I was hoping . . . maybe if you aren't too busy . . . you could do them for me . . . please."
Making his voice sound, he hoped tired and irritable, he snapped at her, "Mom I'm tired and don't feel like going into town."
Moving across his room, she came right up to the edge of the bed, allowing his eyes to wander up and down her body. She was wearing a pair of skimpy daisy duke jean shorts paired with a snug little white crop top that came down just barely enough to cover those tremendous tits of hers.
Hitting him with her most charming smile, she reached out, twirling her fingers in his hair as she told him softly, "Please baby . . . I really wanna go on my walk and don't want the thought of the errands I am avoiding to make me feel guilty."
His eyes became momentarily stuck on her tits as he wondered if she was wearing a bra underneath her snug little crop top. This singular thought caused his resistance to crumble as he sighed at the fun and games they might have out in the woods as, once again, he pretended to be her supernatural lover.
"OK, OK, I will go," he said as he climbed up off the bed. "I just gotta take a quick shower," he mumbled before brushing past her on his way to the bathroom.
Dani smiled to herself as her plan proceeded perfectly along its wicked path.
After a quick shower, Michael headed downstairs to the kitchen where he found his mom making what looked to be like a picnic lunch . . . for two.
Before he could question her though, she was shoving a list in his hand and hustling him out the door. "Pick all these up at the grocery store and then stop on your way home and get the car washed," she told him.
"Fine, fine," he muttered as he allowed himself to be steered out the door after he grabbed the car keys.
Michael had already worked everything out in his head as he showered. It was about 12:45 pm and he was supposed to meet her at one out back at the beginning of the path heading off into the woods.
His plan was simple at this point. He would drive off, pretending to head to the store and then after parking the car just out of sight around the block, he would double back to his house. By then it should be close to one and she would be out in the far reaches of the backyard waiting for her lover who had specific instructions to "look just like Michael".
The first part of the plan proceeded without a hitch as he was able to drive off and after driving to the next block over, he parked the car and doubled back to his house.
He stealthily approached the front door of the house before quietly letting himself in. He paused once inside, listening for any sign of her. Hearing none—she must already be out back—he hurried off to his room to change as he decided meeting her while wearing the exact same clothes he left to do the errands in, might raise a red flag.
Up in his room, he changed into a tee shirt and a pair of gym shorts before hustling back downstairs.
He paused at the glass sliding door leading to the pool and then beyond that to the backyard and the woods. Speaking softly to himself he asked the million dollar quesiton, "Do I really wanna do this . . . can I really get away with this again?"
He was actually on the verge of chickening out when his mind flashed to her outfit once more and all that beautiful bare skin she was showing off.
Sighing, he decided the answer was yes to both questions as he fairly bolted out the door.
"There you are . . . finally . . . you're a little late," she chastised him as he came up to her.
"Hmm, sorry . . . it . . . it took longer than I thought."
"What did, hon?"
Figuring he needed to emphasize how he was not Michael, he said, "The transformation into looking exactly like Michael . . . it took longer than I thought it would . . . and then I waited a few minutes to make sure he had really left for good."
Walking up to him, she smiled before dropping her voice to a sexy whisper, "Well your transformation was worth waiting for as you do look exactly like my son . . . and hmm, since you look like him can I call you Michael while pretending you are him . . . it will make things so much more naughty and sexy for later . . . if I decide to seduce you that is."
"I suppose you can, I mean, if you want."
After picking up the picnic basket at her feet, she grabbed him by the hand, leading him down the path snaking into the woods. Turning around, she hit him with a fetching smile before saying softly, "If I want what? . . . To call you Michael or to seduce you?"
He paused for a minute before telling her, "Both."
"Hmm, that's what I thought," she said before turning back around.
They followed the path for a few hundred yards, with his eyes glued to that beautiful ass of hers shown off so nicely by her skimpy daisy dukes, as it meandered deeper into the woods. Finally, they spotted a small clearing off to the left of the path that would serve as a good picnic spot.
He helped her spread the blanket out on the soft meadow grass before they settled down on it for their picnic.
She had packed a couple sandwiches for him and a half a sandwich for herself, along with a fruit salad. But importantly, was the bottle of red wine she packed and the way she was sucking said wine down, causing Michael no small amount of excitement considering how his mom got a bit reckless and bold when she had too much to drink.
The whole time he was eating he had the hardest of time keeping his eyes off her chest as those gorgeous tits of hers made such an inviting target under the tight confines of her snug white crop top.
Dani was not ignorant of the not so subtle way her teenage son was letting his eyes slip down to her chest and the feeling of utter debauchery this was causing her to feel was more than a little exciting.
Finally, after they had finished their lunch she said to him. "So what do you want to do, Michael?"
What he wanted to do was fuck her brains out but, of course, he couldn't say that so instead he settled for a simple shrug of his shoulders.
"I have an idea of what we could do . . . if you are feeling a bit bold and adventurous like I am."
"I can be bold and adventurous if that's what you want."
"What I want is to play a game of sorts, Michael. A naughty game . . . if you are up for it."
"Sure what kind of game?"
"Well, I noticed you watching one of those Friday the 13th movies again the other night and it got me remembering how Jason Voorhees used to be your favorite horror character and how you used to dress up like him every Halloween for like three or four years running."



"Yeah, I know the movies are cheesy but I always liked them. The first couple anyways."
"Well your mom has a surprise for you honey because I was doing some housecleaning the other day in the downstairs closet and I found your most recent Jason costume . . . you know the one you wore to that Halloween party just last year."
"Oh yeah," he said while wondering, very curiously, just where she was taking this.
"Anyways, you know when we used to watch those Friday the 13th movies together I always wondered about something, it was a bit naughty my wondering, but never told you because you were younger."
"Well I am older now so you can tell me huh . . . what were you wondering?"
"Anyways I always just wondered what would have happened if one of Jason's pretty victims ever tried to . . . you know . . . charm Jason with their female allures . . . if he still would have went all psycho on them or . . . maybe he would have, at least, fucked them first . . . or made them suck his . . . you know."
"Well I think . . . I mean . . . if I was Jason I probably would have had a bit of fun first with my pretty victims."
"Hmm, if you were Jason . . . well, I think we should put that to the test . . . after all we are alone, in the woods and if your pretty and sexy mother would be willing to play the role of hapless victim would you be willing . . ." She hit him with her most fetching smile then before pulling the costume out from the large picnic basket. "To play the role of Jason Voorhees."
"Really . . . wow you brought my costume . . . so you really are serious?"
"I am and I am hoping you will join me in being serious too, Michael."
Reaching out, she stroked the side of his cheek softly before whispering, "I want you dress up as Jason and then chase me deeper into the woods and then . . . after catching me . . . well . . . let's just see if I can maybe use my female charms to talk you out of killing me."
It took Michael all of about half second to agree to her wild idea.
"OK so you are going to allow me, let's see about a full two minute head start as I run off into the woods . . ."
"Wait two minutes . . . I mean that's quite a head start mom . . . maybe too much. I mean . . . you like run every day and are in great shape so you can get way far away and then hide and what if I can't find you."
She smiled before pulling a pair of high heel dress sandals out of the picnic basket. "So how fast and how far do you think I will be able to run wearing these, honey?"
He laughed before saying, "Ahh you want to do the whole cliché thing of the pretty girl running in the woods from the killer while wearing high heels huh?"
"But of course," she told him with a wicked smile. "So yeah, two minutes, if anything, probably won't be enough to allow me to get very far at all . . . plus just so you will have all the advantages, the killer always does right . . ."
"Yeah, pretty much," he happily agreed as he was quickly warming to the idea of playing this game with his mother.
"I will consume another full glass of wine before we begin thus dulling my senses even more and lessening my chances of escape."
After she quickly downed her now third glass of red wine, she slipped off her tennis shoes and put her high heels on while Michael got into costume which consisted of a tanned ripped jacket, complete with fake blood splatters, and the iconic white hockey mask, of course.
Adding to the realism his mother was craving would be his weapon of choice: a sickle with a wooden handle and a curved six and half inch blade. She found the sickle in the garage, just this morning, as she was searching for a weapon for their game that would be a bit more exciting than a simple butcher's knife from the kitchen.
Michael had actually been more than a little surprised when she pulled the sickle out of the picnic basket. He figured on having to make do with the cheap plastic imitation machete that came with the costume as his weapon, but instead, thanks to the realism his mother was striving for, he was holding this very real sickle in his hand.
As Michael stood there, counting silently to one hundred and twenty, he watched his drunken mother half stumble, half run across the small meadow toward a small thicket of trees to their left.
She reached the thicket of trees, disappearing behind them, just as his silent count reached ninety six.
"Fuck it . . . ninety six is good enough," he said to himself before he went charging off after her.
He reached the thicket of trees in about a third of the time it took her and after ducking around them, he paused, searching for any signs of her. As he scanned the woods to his right, it was less dense there with scattered trees and bushes spaced randomly apart, up ahead, maybe about thirty yards or so, he just caught a glimpse of white.
"Aha . . . there she is," he exclaimed before sprinting off after her.
It didn't take long before the hapless victim was in his sights as she stumbled from one tree to the next, pausing at each one to cast a furtive glance back.
Finally, after she caught a glimpse of her pursuer-- while she was again, "resting" against a decent sized tree—she let out a little yelp before pushing herself off the tree and stumbling ahead.
She could hear him huffing and puffing as he advanced toward her at a rapid trot. Deciding she would pull out another tried and true horror movie cliché, she waited until he was getting close to her and then did what many an unfortunate female victims were so good at doing: she stumbled and fell to the ground.
And then instead of getting up, even though he was still a good fifteen or so yards away she looked on him, in "abject terror", while slowly crawling backwards on her butt.
After rambling up to her, he stood glaring down at her.
"Please . . . don't hurt me. . . Please . . ." she cried out in a panicked voice that was worthy of any grade B horror movie actress.
As they were working out the rules and outline of their upcoming game one of the things they agreed upon was Jason would say as little as possible once he caught his victim. With the rules of their game firmly in mind, Jason kept silent as he slowly advanced toward her.
Dani waited until he was just a few feet away before she finally jumped to her feet and tried to "run" away again.
He paused, letting her get a few feet head start before he dashed off after her. It took him all of maybe twenty seconds of hot pursuit before he was right behind her and reaching out, he easily snagged her arm.
Resisting the urge to giggle, Dani went limp, allowing her antagonist to easily manhandle her. Remembering how she admonished him not to hold back, he roughly half dragged, half prodded her a few feet away and over to a large tree with a thick trunk.
Even rougher still, he pushed her back against the tree before raising the sickle and as he brought it down rapidly, in a vicious chopping motion, Dani, despite knowing he would never hurt her, felt a wild chill run up her spine as the blade descended . . . before stopping mere inches from the middle of her chest.
He let it hover there as she whispered in quiet desperation, "Please . . . no . . . stop . . . I'll . . . I'll do anything you want."
Jason let the sickle slip down to the middle of her tummy before turning it around so the point of the blade would catch the lower edge of her crop top shirt.
Slowly, he began to lift it up as she held her breath.
"What . . . what is your name, honey?" she asked as tried to use the pointed edge of the sickle to lift her top upwards.
In a voice barely rising to a whisper, he replied, "Ja . . . son."
It kind of worked, although for every two inches or so he was able to raise it, it would slip back an inch or so until finally she decided he needed some help.
"Would you like to see them Jason . . . my tits . . . I'm . . . I'm not wearing a bra."
He paused, his eyes focusing on the lower edge of the tee shirt as he managed to get the crop top raised just enough to expose a nice slice of her lower boobs.
"So would you . . . you know . . . like to see them, sweetie?"
After a long pause, he slowly nodded his head yes.
"Well you . . . you don't need that," she told him softly before reaching out with one hand and cautiously pushing the blade away. "I'll lift my top up for you, Jason . . . and then you can see them . . . OK?"
He said nothing for a long moment, before finally nodding his head yes.
Dani gave him a nice smile before hooking a pair of nervous fingers under the edge of her crop top before slowly, ever so slowly, she raised it up.
ed, after getting her top raised just enough so the lower edge of it was aligned along the top of her nipples, exposing a nice slice of her large tits.
She heard him let out an audible hiss, before she decided it would be better to put things on simmer for now.
Dropping her hands, she deliberately pulled her top back down . . . much, she was sure, to his disappointment.
Leaning back against, the tree she struck what she hoped was a seductive post as she smiled at him sweetly before thrusting her chest out. Whispering, she said, "Did you like them, Jason?"
He paused, again, for a good long moment before whispering, "Beau . . . ti . . . ful."
"You can touch them if you want. I . . . won't try and stop you . . . I mean if you just put the sickle down maybe."
He looked at her for a long moment before finally slamming the sickle, pointed side first, into the trunk of the tree just above her right shoulder.
Dani, despite knowing she was in no real danger, winced as the sickle struck the tree bare inches above her shoulder.
Raising her arms up behind her head, she gripped either side of the tree trunk before thrusting her chest out and whispering, "Go ahead and touch them sweetie . . . if you want . . . just be gentle."
He stared at her for a long time, saying nothing, doing nothing, as the raw sexual tension continued to build between them.
Finally, he reached down and began to fondle her tits through the soft material of her white crop top.
Dani allowed him a few fervent seconds of this before whispering, "They would feel better if my shirt wasn't in the way . . . don't you think, Jason honey?"
He nodded his head yes as she reached down. "Well I will just lift it up for you then . . . if you don't mind."
Almost instantly this time, he shook his head yes as Dani lifted her snug crop top up to the base of her neck fully exposing her boobs.
Jason stood there staring. In the bright afternoon sun his mom's big tits looked absolutely gorgeous.
"Now it's your turn to show me something Jason . . . take off your mask because I bet you are adorably cute."
Jason shook his head no.
"Please sweetie," Dani cooed. "If . . . if you take it off, I can give you some kisses, lots and lots of nice kisses and . . . and you can kiss me back . . . wouldn't you like that?"
Jason shook his head yes then.
"Alright then," she said as she reached up and gently lifted his mask up enough to uncover his face.
"You are cute after all," she whispered before using one hand to gently guide his face closer to hers.
After their mouths slowly came together, Dani immediately took charge, arcing her tongue deep into his mouth before swirling it around to maximum effect.
They exchanged several breathless kisses before she pulled back slightly. "You can fondle my tits," she whispered to him. "If you want while we are kissing . . . here I know you are shy so let me help you."
Taking his hands into hers, she guided them to her soft breasts just as they started a fresh exchange of impassioned kisses.
Hoping she could prompt him to lose control, Dani broke off their kisses to rip off her top all the way before letting it drop to the ground next to his mask.
"You really like my boobies huh sweetie," she whispered as he stood there motionless, staring, apparently utterly memorized by their magnificent beauty.
"I bet you want to kiss them, suck on them huh, Jason . . . you can if you want . . . I will let you."
When he just stood there, again doing nothing, saying nothing, she took a small step forward toward him, causing him to quickly bend down and scoop up his weapon.
Her heart speeded up a bit as she saw the intense way he was clutching the sickle.
"C'mon hon, show me how much you like my boobies . . ." She took another small step forward, looking up at him before dropping her voice to a whisper, "Please I--"
Her plea was cut short when he unexpectedly slammed the sickle into the tree trunk just above her right shoulder. It stuck there as he abruptly grabbed her with both hands around the upper arms before propelling her backwards.
Dani hit the tree trunk with a small grunt as she looked at him feigning fear. "Please don't hurt me . . . I said you could touch them if you want."
Reaching up, Jason tore the embedded sickle out of the tree trunk, and as Dani held her breath he slowly brought it down.
Her heart thundered in her chest as he carefully and lightly scrapped the sharp edge of the sickle against first one, and then the other of her bare breasts. He then twisted it over so the sharp pointed end of the sickle rested lightly against her chest just above the precipitous rise of her tits.
Dropping the pointed end down ever so slowly, he let it dip into the deep valley between her breasts, before bringing it up to draw a smattering of crude circles all over her tits.
As the pointed end found one of her sensitive nipples and began to toy ever so carefully with it, Dani let out a gentle sigh as she reclined with her eyes shut and her tits thrusted out to maximum effect, against the tree trunk.
Jason pulled the blade back then. Her nipples were deliciously fully erect with the areolas being covered in small goose bumps. He stared at them for a long moment before dropping the sickle as he simply couldn't resist anymore.
His mouth darted forward as he began to rain down dozens of sloppy, desperate kisses over the entirely of her large breasts.
"Oh that's it baby . . . lose control," Dani breathed as she felt his mouth envelope one of her nipples before he began to suckle on it almost fiercely.
His mouth flew from one breast to the next as he reached down and began to claw at her daisy dukes.
She helped him by unbuttoning them as a prelude to having them yanked viciously down about halfway across her thighs.
He crudely was showering her neck with more chaotic kisses as she reached back herself, clawing at the front of his jeans.
"Put it in me, Jason," she gasped as he pulled out his already fully erect cock.
Dani was pushed hard up against the tree trunk as he literally slammed in cock into with such force it nearly took her breath away. Like a runway locomotive train, Jason went from zero to sixty in about three seconds flat as he hammered his cock into her over and over again as she writhed helplessly against the tree trunk.
Knowing he was young and would likely not last long, Dani instead of trying to fight his youthful quickness, only encouraged him. "That's it Jason," she cried out, "fuck me . . . harder sweetie . . . harder . . . come inside me."
That was basically all it took and after three more hard and fast thrusts of his large eight and half inch manhood, with a loud grunt Michael, aka Jason, came deep inside of his mother.
His passion spent, Michael suddenly became worried she would figure out it wasn't the nebulous one pretending to be him fucking her, but instead it was actually her real live son doing the deed.
Turning, she gathered him into her arms as he buried his face against her neck.
As he stood there, allowing himself to be embraced by her, the guilt of what he did began to gnaw at him.
Finally, after a long quiet minute as she just stood there stroking his hair while holding him tight, he murmured quietly to her, "I have something to tell you. I . . . I . . ."
He pulled slightly back, looking at her.
Christ how could he tell her!! What would she think?
As stood there, staring at her, unsure of how to tell her she came to his rescue when she whispered softly, "Shhh, honey . . . your mom already knows the truth . . . you aren't him . . . you aren't our visitor . . . the one you are so jealous over."
This quiet admission was like a hard unexpected slap in the face for Michael as he couldn't think of anything to say but a lame, "You mean . . . you knew . . . all along or just now."
"Let's go back to the clearing and I will explain once we get back and settled down on our blanket."
After she scooped up her top and put it back on, she took him by the hand, leading him back to the clearing where they had been enjoying their lunch earlier.
As soon as they got settled back down on the blanket she smiled at him softly before saying, "The answer to your earlier question is . . . all along."
"All along . . . really?"
"I knew that first night . . . not right away, at first, I mean, I thought it was him . . . just disguising his voice to sound like you but as things . . . hmm proceeded along and you began to Mmm . . ." She smiled at him before reaching out and brushing her hand against his face, "Fuck your mommy's tits so nice and hard . . . I became suspicious of the actual truth."
"You . . . you did?" he nervously asked. "How . . . I mean what did I do to give it away?"
"Well, first of all, you are noticeably bigger than he is . . . size wise down there . . . and noticeably less aggressive in the way you physically deal with me, well until this afternoon that is, and also much quicker . . . to . . . you know . . . come."
Michael's proudness of his mom telling him he was much bigger than the other one soon disappeared as she told him he was also much quicker . . . which, of course, was not good.
"But the final thing that made me know for sure was how you stayed and cuddled with me afterwards when I asked you."
"He never did?"
Dani shook her head before sighing, "No . . . never . . . he was only after one thing and that was the sex . . . I was just a sex doll to him . . . nothing more."
Michael looked down before whispering, "But you let him . . . you encouraged him, Mom . . . I saw you . . . together . . . more than once."
"You don't understand . . . I had to . . . they threatened you."
"They?"
"Both him and his mother said if I didn't play along, and in fact, encourage him, you would be hurt so I felt I had no choice."
Michael started to open his mouth, he had more questions but mainly he was probably going to complain about if she was forced why did she seem to enjoy it so much, but before he could say anything she whispered, "Please hon, you can't question things too much. Bottom line, we are their pets, their playthings if you will and have to do their bidding . . . you must understand this."
"And what is their bidding?"
"For us to amuse them."
"What does that mean exactly?"
"Nothing other than what it implies honey . . . we must, like good pets, learn out place and our place is beneath them as toys if you will . . . otherwise . . . they will hurt us."
"What if we moved . . . what if we went to the police?"
She only smiled at him, like one does at a child asking silly questions before whispering, "You don't want to move and going to the police is not an option . . . C'mon you understand that."
"Yes, so what then."
"We stay and play I guess until they are done with us and move on."
"What are they though?"
"I asked the same question and all they told me was that they are visitors to this realm and would say nothing more . . . except they don't like questions."
"Sure . . . alright but . . . but are you OK . . . with . . . you know . . . me trying to fool you into thinking I was him."



"I am more than OK with it honey . . . especially since I was the one fooling you all along making you think you had me fooled. Hmm, kind of funny if you think about it."
"So if you knew all along since last night then that means . . ."
"Yes I set things up for today and . . ." She smiled again. "And things went way past my expectations so don't worry."
Michael sighed. He wasn't worried but excited as to what the future might hold for the both of them . . . and for their visitors.
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A Mother's Second Chance: Part III
The Return Visit
Gail gripped the towel around her naked body tighter while wondering what gift they might possibly have for her. Whatever it might be, she knew, beyond a shadow of a doubt, it would be naughty.
"So what is my gift?" she asked quietly.
"Your gift Mom," William patiently explained to her, "is you have earned another challenge. Ali was very pleased by your performance tonight and is going to give you another chance to impress him."
Gail hesitated, looking at her son doubtfully before whispering, "Who is Ali?"
"Oh right, I almost forgot myself. You're still under the potion to make you forget things. Yeah, I think it would be OK to have the potion wear off like right about... now."
Gail blinked her eyes as her memories of the past eighteen or so months came rushing back to her.
"Wow," she said softly. "I really did forget what happened huh so I guess that was one wicked potion your friend gave me."
"Do you remember what we just did in the bathtub, Mommy?" Bobby asked sweetly.
"Yes... yes I do, hon, it was ahh... some bath... which brings up the question... the bath, that was my challenge right and I passed it I hope?"
William answered for them. "Yes you did and Ali is very pleased and hopes you are ready for your next challenge."
"I am, but how long do I have to wait this time. I hope not long, like before?"
"Just a few minutes this time. The fun and games will start as soon as you venture out of the bathroom but first you must take this."
He thrust a small plastic medicine cup in her hand with some sort of reddish looking liquid in it.
"What is this? Oh no, don't tell me another potion to make me forget things."
"Yes, but just enough to make you forget the past few hours, plus it will totally sober you up. Ali wants us to have a clean slate when we start playing with you again. Just like before your bath you will think it's just a mere four months after my death and you will be utterly sad and grieving and oh so lonely. After taking the potion your memory will consist of falling asleep on the sofa downstairs, coming up to take your bath, and then coming out of the bathroom with nothing but your towel wrapped around your naked body and from there things will proceed as they will."
He smiled before snapping, "Now no more questions, Mother as Ali is anxious to see if you can pass yet another challenge."
"What is my challenge exactly?" Gail asked despite what he said about no more questions.
"I can't tell you in any detail, other than once again you will be tasked with allowing us to have a bit of fun with you... make sure you burn that into your subconscious, Mom. Now drink the potion."
Gail sighed before bringing the cup to her lips, and just as she poured the sweet tasting potion into her mouth she noticed how they were both fading away before her very eyes. By the time she downed the elixir they were both gone - as were her memories of the immediate past.
After finishing her bath, Gail exited the bathroom, with just the towel wrapped around her body. Her best friend, an all-encompassing sadness that followed her everywhere since William's death, was at her side as usual, nipping at her heels.
After taking a single step inside her bedroom, she stopped.
"Jesus... what is this?" she whispered to herself as she peered about the bedroom.
Before her bath, as was her usual habit, she turned on both of the lamps sitting on the two nightstands flanking the bed.
Now they were off with the only source of light in the whole bedroom being a trio of small flickering tea light candles on the nightstand nearest to where she was standing.
Gail allowed herself a faint smile. There was only one other person in the whole world who knew she had a deep affection for candles: William. But he was gone, unless those quiet little signs she had been noticing more and more of late were an indication he really was not gone.
The signs were really nothing more than hearing a few muffled footsteps shuffling around upstairs when she knew the house was empty. Even more ominous though was the eerie feeling of being watched from time to time. Lately, in the past week that is, the feeling of being watched increased substantially, especially as she got undressed in her bedroom before going to bed at night.
Finally, just this past week in particular, she actually caught, on a couple occasions, faint whiffs of her dead son's favorite cologne. Again, this occurred especially at night, and especially in her bedroom.
And now this. Her heart skipped a beat as she took a tentative step or two into her bedroom.
Glancing about the room, she looked for any signs she wasn't alone. Finally, she spotted it. Placed on the bed was something, but in the muted light of the candles she could not quite tell what it was.
Crossing the room, she stopped before the bed.
It was a drawing. Looking at it, her knees nearly buckled. It was a simple crude crayon drawing of two stick figures--one big and one small. The small one was holding a flower out to the bigger one. Above the figure of the smaller one was a bubble coming from his mouth. The bubble, she remembered him pointing out to her so innocently those many long years ago, was what the little stick figure was saying to the bigger stick figure. "Pretty flower, for pretty, Mommy."
She remembered fondly how William had drawn this for her when he was all of maybe six or seven years old. Maybe even younger. Gail stashed it away with the rest of her keepsakes somewhere in her closet, but now it was here; sitting on the bed in all of its innocent glory.
She smiled faintly. Apparently, she was not so alone after all. Tears filled her eyes as the intense love she felt for her dead son flooded her heart.
Then she heard it, causing her heart to nearly stop. Footsteps. Small and muffled crossing the bedroom toward her. The picture slipped out of her hand, falling to the bed.
She wanted to turn around but was too stunned, or maybe scared to do so. Instead, she stood there, hardly breathing, listening as the footsteps, muffled by the rug, appeared to stop toward the foot of the bed. Gail listened intently, sure she could hear the sound of breathing by the foot of her bed.
She suddenly felt vulnerable; standing next to the only source of light in the whole bedroom her body, half naked, clad in just a towel, would be on full display for whoever was standing there in the dark, behind her.
Finally, she turned around. Her heart sank. No one was there. Still she thought she could make out the sound of soft breathing coming from just over there, a few bare feet away, near the foot of the bed.
The silence stretched out for what seemed to her an eternity before she finally spoke up.
"Who's there?" Gail asked tentatively. "Do you wish to speak to me? Show me something, anything, please a sign... if it's you William."
After a long pause with nothing happening, Gail was just about to repeat her plea when there came a whispered voice, so low she could barely hear it. "Close your eyes," it said.
The voice, childlike, was too faint for her to say with absolute certainly if it was her William's voice. But still, it sounded like it could be his voice--or maybe this was just wishful thinking.
Deciding it might be best not to overreact or overthink things at this point, Gail obeyed and closed her eyes.
After a long moment, she heard a soft thud. It sounded as if something landed on her bed, down near the foot of it.
When no other instructions came, she opened her eyes. Glancing over toward the bed, she noticed a small dark shape there but was unable to make out quite what it might be as it was just outside the pool of light thrown off by the trio of candles.
She picked up one of the flickering candles, holding it out toward the bed.
Her pulse quickened as she saw the shoes sitting there, innocently, on their sides. It took her only a quiet moment before she gasped. "Oh my God. These are the ones."
Gail bought the shoes, a pair of classy looking, silver round-toed pumps, with four inch stiletto heels, just for him, just for his birthday, mainly because whenever she wore a nice pair of sexy heels he never failed to compliment her.
The shoes forced the memories of what happened four months ago to come bubbling to the surface as tears, again, filled her eyes.
The voice was whispering again, interrupting her thoughts. It was nearer this time, innocent and so childlike, it made her heart wretch. "Sit down on the edge of the bed Mommy, and relax. You must be good and in a minute you will put the shoes on."
A small hand, soft and gentle, brushed against her forearm, "Please." The whispered voice, all full of sweetness and innocence, sounded just like William's, but when he was so much younger.
She quickly maneuvered the flickering candle over toward the voice just catching the outlines of a small indistinct figure before it melted into the shadows beyond the light.
Gail wanted to first chase the figure down, it had to be William, and then upon catching him, she would proceed to shower him with hugs and kisses while apologizing profusely for what happened the night of his accident.
But instead she sat down on the bed-- knowing to give chase would somehow ruin things as would attempting to ask questions--breathlessly waiting for whatever might happen next.
The voice, behind her this time, was whispering sweetly again in her ear. It sounded still so young and innocent.
"Close your eyes again and don't try to look at us while remembering how close we were... how we almost were going to... how much we both wanted... it"
The voice paused as she obeyed and closed her eyes. The room fell silent for a long, anxious moment before there came a small rattling noise coming from the far side of the bedroom. Without disobeying his instructions and opening her eyes, she glanced across the room toward the noise. It was coming from where the mini bar stood in the far corner.
From across the room the voice said, "I have something that will help you remember."
Gail somehow resisted the urge to open her eyes while fervently wondering, why did the voice say "look at us"? She desperately wanted to know the answer to this question, but sensed any questions she might ask, or any disobedience she might display, would result in her being left alone. This she did not want.
She heard footsteps crossing the room, and then the sound of something being placed on the nightstand, nearest next to where she sat. "Here, hold both your hands up, Mother."
This time the voice speaking was wholly different. It was an older voice, firm and darkly commanding. It reminded her of what William might sound like if he was trying to speak-- like a tough guy maybe.
She obediently held her hands up making sure to keep her eyes tightly shut. She felt a pair of glasses, smooth and cool, being trust into both hands. She quickly ascertained they were wine glasses and both were full.
"Drink first one, and then the other. Down them quickly and no peeking," the older voice commanded.
The other voice, the soft and childlike one, was whispering in her ear. "Do what William says Mommy and drink."
Gail raised her right hand first, taking two large swallows of the wine, but when she started to lower the glass, she felt a hand pushing it up again toward her lips. "Drink more," William ordered her. "Quickly and until it's gone."
Bringing the glass back to her mouth, Gail finished the rest of the wine in three large swallows.
The empty glass was taken from her, just as she felt another firm hand pushing her other hand holding the second full glass of wine up and toward her mouth.
"Again," a voice commanded her.
Gail took a deep breath and quickly polished off this second glass of wine. It left her feeling dizzy and excited all at once. Obviously, them getting her drunk was a prelude to something... but what?
The second empty glass was removed from her hand. "Remember to keep your eyes shut, Mommy." It was the young, innocent voice again.
The harsher, older voice then hissed in her ear, "Yes, to do otherwise will ruin everything and we will disappear... forever. Now you don't want that do you?"
"No... no I don't." Gail answered truthfully.
"Then obey without question, if you care to make it up to us that is."
If only to make things easier she labeled this more commanding of the voices as William and the other sweeter, softer voice as Bobby. It was not surprising really, if she took the time to think about it, her using both their names. In the past, she had often called her son Bobby when he was doing sweet and kind stuff for her, but when he misbehaved and got into trouble she would call him William.
William was speaking again. "Here put this on. Both."
She felt something land next to her on the bed with a small thud.
"You can open your eyes in a minute to get dressed, and when you are done, first go to the bar, refill your wine glass, you can sip on this one, but don't ignore it, and then go to your vanity table, put on some makeup. We want you looking all pretty for us, Mother. Do all this, without questions or I promise we will disappear. When you have finished making yourself up and have finished your wine sit there and wait for us. We will come to you."
Gail opened her eyes before turning her attention to the bed. Laid out on the bed was a white strapless bra and a pair of matching thong panties, along with a white satin robe. She smiled, someone had dug deep in her underwear drawer to find this little used, but very sexy bra and panty set.
As she got dressed quickly inside the bathroom, Gail considered the implications of it seemingly being two spirits haunting her when it was only her son who died in the house that night.
It seemed to her, based on the tone and the inflection of their voices, one of the spirits was representing the sweet, innocent side of her son--Bobby-- while the other, the more commanding one, was representing William. Unless, of course, it was only one spirit changing its voice on her to maybe trick and confuse her.
If she had not just polished off two full glasses of wine-- back to back-- leaving her thoughts a bit disjointed she might have been able to focus on such questions, but focusing now on doing anything other than what they were telling her seemed to be tempting fate.
Remembering his hurry, she quickly put on the bra and panties before slipping the robe and shoes on.
She headed back out to the bedroom, striding across the room, her high heels clicking seductively across the bare wooden floor and over to the small bar in the corner.
After pouring a full glass of wine, she sashayed over to the vanity table. As promised there were three large pillar candles flickering on the table. Settling herself down on the comfortable padded bench, she started putting on her makeup while continuously sipping on her wine.
Finally, she proceeded to pin her hair up in a bun behind her ear--just the way she knew he liked.
Having a sense of being carefully watched from the closet actually gave her a quiet thrill as she gulped down the last of her wine and then waited.
A good five minutes passed with nothing happening.
"Maybe they need some encouragement in the form of seeing their mother getting a bit more intoxicated... just like the night I was being naughty with him," Gail said just loud enough for him to hear--if he was, in fact, listening.
After making her way over to the bar again, she poured herself another glass of wine. Picking up this now fourth glass of wine, in an effort to get gloriously intoxicated so she could utterly relax and stop worrying, Gail drained nearly half the glass in two large gulps. Sitting the glass back down, she tried to relax, waiting for whatever might come next.
Another five minutes or so passed with the bedroom remained disappointedly silent. Finally, she heard the closet door creak again. Refusing to turn and look toward the source of the sound, Gail braced herself.
Standing there, in front of the bar, leaning on it for support after this last glass of wine, Gail waited. When nothing happened as the seconds stretched out into long agonizing minutes, her mind began to whirl.
Are they waiting for me to do something? Another quiet minute passed. She still sensed she was being watched, but what were they waiting for? Then it hit her.
Of course, she was expected to take off her robe. After all, what was the point of leaving out the sexy strapless bra, and the equally sexy matching lace panties if they were covered up by her robe? Providing her the robe must have been a test of sorts to see if she was smart enough, or maybe brave enough, to take it off for them.
It was probably the wine which allowed Gail to have the courage to slowly, after turning to the closet so she was facing it fully, start to untie her robe. The closet door creaked open a bit more after she got the knot holding her white satin robe undone.
Taking a deep breath, cognizant of being observed now more than ever, she leisurely stripped the robe off her body, letting it flutter unceremoniously to the floor.
She stood, in her underwear, feeling both sexy and scared all at once, peering into the dark shadows of the closet as the door was now almost fully open while being almost sure she could just make out a solitary indistinct figure standing there in the shadows of the closet.
Another whole minute passed before Gail, thinking maybe he was waiting for her to take charge, after all she was the mom, took some decisive action.
"William, I... can see you standing there, inside the closet looking at me. Come on out honey and... communicate with your mother."
Her firm declaration was met with utter silence.
Gail was starting to get scared. "W-who's there? Please tell me. Do you wish to speak to me? If it's you William, show me something, anything, p-please some... some kind of sign."
Then a voice came floating across the dimly lit bedroom. Gail let out a sigh of pent up relief as the voice, strong and masculine, but clearly William's, announced, "Walk over to your dresser and then turn, facing it. I will come to you."
Gail hesitated, not wanting to obey right away, but instead to ask questions, or maybe even to dash across the room and hug her son.
Her hesitation was met with darkness as the half dozen candles in the room all flared out at the exact same moment. The room, to her dismay, was plunged into total darkness.
Deciding she had better obey, Gail carefully made her way over to the dresser.
Again there was a long drawn out moment of silence while Gail stood there shivering, still waiting for something, anything, to happen. Finally, there was a whispered voice in her ear. "You're shivering, Mommy."
He voice was soft, soothing helping her relax, as did the fact he called her "Mommy."
He was behind her, very close, he could feel his breath tickling her neck. "Don't turn around, you wouldn't be able to see me anyways in the dark."
She heard the quiet clink of something being placed down on the top of the dresser. "Just one more. Drink it quickly... and then you should be just relaxed enough to play with us..."
"But honey I... I already had enough," she tried to protest.
"You want to see us or not? I thought you wanted me to return. I can go... if that's what you want."
"I--" She picked up the glass of wine before hesitating. "Can you explain who exactly is with you?"
"Drink your wine down quickly and I will tell you... but then no more questions for the rest of the night. Deal or not? If you say no we disappear... forever this time into the cold darkness of death without ever truly knowing your love. A simple yes or no... answer now."



She felt his hands, they were warm and soothing, go around her waist. He pressed his body up against her; it too was warm like his hands. She caught a faint whiff of cologne emanating from his body as she tried to figure out what to say.
She knew saying yes to drinking another glass of wine would make her hopelessly drunk while leaving her in a desperately vulnerable position, yet how could she say no?
"Please Mommy," he whispered quietly in her ear. His voice contained an innocent, pleading quality to it; one that melted her heart.
After murmuring her assent, she downed the full glass of wine in three large gulps.
The buzz hit her now, hard, as she usually limited herself to just a single glass or, at most, a glass and half of wine. Feeling dizzy and utterly vulnerable, she stood there swaying on her feet.
"I remember how once, a long time ago, you told me you wanted twins. Do you remember that?" he whispered in her ear.
"Yes," she whispered back.
"Well I have been granted certain powers and I have used them to give you not twins Mommy, but triplets. I have split myself into three identical beings, or entities, if you want to call us that, but remember no questions, just accept what I say to be true."
Gail was really too stunned, not to mention too fucking buzzed now, to do anything but accept what he said as being the gospel truth.
A voice, very similar, without being quite the same one as was speaking before, now was whispering in her other ear. "Of course she accepts it as being true."
A pair of hands grabbed her left hand while a second set took hold her opposite hand, holding it tight while yet another voice, again similar but yet distinct from the other two said, "You do it accept it Mother, there being three of us?"
To emphasize this point of there being three of them, Gail felt a third set of hands gently kneading her bare shoulders.
She felt both of her hands being lifted just before a pair of gentle kisses were placed on the back of each of them... while a third kiss was gently placed on her cheek. The three simultaneous kisses left no doubt: she had three horny little ghosts/entities on her hands.
As if to emphasize this point exactly, William's voice spoke up. "See three of us, Mom. There can be no doubt now."
"Yes... no doubt," Gail mumbled even though her alcohol addled mind was having a hard time grasping how William was suddenly now William plus two. Well, it was either that or she had went stark raving mad.
"Please the dark... I want to see you guys... beside I don't like the dark, honey. You know that!"
"Yes, you will have light again... Once we get you settled over at the vanity table. I imagine after all that wine you drank down so quickly you do need to sit and relax, huh?"
"I do," she whispered as she felt herself being guided by three pairs of hands across the dark bedroom toward her vanity table.
Once she got settled down on the vanity bench facing the mirror she whined again, "Please the dark, I don't like it and you promised."
The words were just out of her mouth when the three large pillar candles spaced evenly out on the vanity table all concurrently flared to life.
Gail let out a gasp. In the dim candle light she could see them now! Their images were there, reflected in the vanity's table large mirror. The six legged vanity table bench was both wide, sixteen inches, and long, sixty two inches, allowing two of her boys to sit on either side of her. The third one was behind her, standing up. All three of them were dressed identically in faded blue jeans and matching black tee shirts.
At first glance they all looked to be about the same as William did the night he died with their golden brown hair being long and wild looking--just the way she liked it.
Their complexions all glowed with youthful masculinity, while the smiles they all bore on their incredibly handsome faces spoke of untold mischief.
But it was that look of absolute playful mirth, one she knew so well, on the face of the one standing on his feet, directly behind her, telling Gail this one was the real and original William.
Gail, happily surprised she could finally see them, started to cry out. "Hey I can see you--" The words died on her lips as she turned away from the mirror to exam her "boys" closer but found they were no longer there.
"Yeah, but only in the mirror," William told her from behind.
Her wine buzz was really beginning to kick in now, as she giggled before answering, "Wow... this is so freaky."
She turned back to the mirror, staring first at the two boys flanking her. They appeared, on closer examination, to be both a bit smaller than William in both general size and weight.
Wanting to test things again, Gail turned her eyes from the mirror, looking first to her left, and then her right. There was nothing. "Yeah, really freaky," she mumbled to herself.
Deciding to focus her attention on the mirror, if only so she could see them, it would be less weird that way, Gail stared straight ahead and into the mirror with her eyes locking onto William's soft brown eyes as he continued to stand motionless behind her. They gazed at each other for a long drawn out moment as she held her breath, once again, waiting for whatever might come next.
Finally he began to speak. "Mother, this is your second chance."
He paused for a moment as his hands stroked her beautiful blonde hair. Continuing in the same matter of fact tone of voice, he said, "To deny us... any of us, as you denied me that night I died what we all so desperately want, and came so close to having will doom me and my two brothers here to an eternity in the cold darkness."
The one to her right reached over and took her hand into his before leaning in to whisper in her ear. "Will you deny us again, Mommy?"
Now the other one on her left chimed in. "Please Mommy, do not deny what all of our hearts want. Do not deny our desires again, otherwise... cold, eternal darkness awaits us."
They all fell silent then. Gail took a deep breath, she could sense them all studying her, waiting for her answer.
Finally she managed to find her tongue. "W-what is it... that... that my lovely, darling boys all desire."
Although she asked the question in all innocence, somewhere, deep down inside, she knew the answer to her question already, but still when she heard it, the shock was more than a little profound.
William, being the obvious leader of the three, spoke up again as he dropped his hands down, massaging her bare shoulders. "What we want, what we desire is simple, Mother," he whispered in her ear.
Removing one hand off of her shoulder, he used it to gently turn her face back around toward him. Planting a light kiss on her cheek, he whispered, "This is what we want."
Kissing her other cheek, he added, "And this."
The one on her left reached up, and just like his brother, used his hand to turn her face toward him. "This too is what we need."
Gail closed her eyes, it made things easier, as she felt another light kiss falling on her forehead.
A whispered voice, urgent and needy, told her, "But most of all we need this."
This time the kiss fell on her lips. It lingered, setting her heart on fire. She was too what, too drunk, too shocked, both maybe, to pull back from this kiss--or maybe she simply did not want to.
Her face was turned again, back to her left. Another kiss landed on her lips, desperate and aggressive, she could feel his pent up passion as his kiss hung there for several long seconds. She wanted to pull back, knowing she was being led down a forbidden path by their not so innocent kisses, but simply lacked the will power to resist.
She felt a tongue being pressed into her mouth. It swirled around briefly, taking her breath away before she felt her face being turned finally back toward William.
Immediately, he assaulted her lips with an overtly aggressive series of kisses, his tongue twisting and turning in her mouth--a tongue she gladly accepted. His hands gently rubbed along her bare shoulders as their kiss continued, unabated, before he finally released her after several long breathless seconds, only to hand her off to the one on the right.
This one gave her several light, airy kisses, romantic more than aggressive, but, ominously, she felt the hands on her shoulders floating down, threatening her breasts.
Just before they were reached their goal, Gail's internal defense mechanisms kicked in as she brought her own hands up knocking the threatening hands away at the last possible moment.
If she would have been alone with William only, she probably would not have resisted, but with the three of them there, she felt it necessary, for some reason, not to give in so easy.
Determined to put up some resistance, if only to see how they might react, Gail pulled her mouth away from one of the younger brother's kisses. Although they were triplets, according to William, and therefore the same age, still, she thought of the other two as his "younger brothers".
Trying to make her voice as firm as possible Gail spoke aloud, "No, you can't do that!"
William immediately snapped back with a forceful command of his own. "Hold her hands boys."
Fixing her eyes on William in the mirror, she resolved to make her voice nice and firm. She would challenge his apparent authority... only if to see what might happen. After all, as explained by William, she was the mother of all three of them.
"You two boys release me... now... Do as your mother commands."
When, instead of releasing her, she felt their grip on her hands only tighten, she knew she may be in a bit of trouble here.
"You have no control over them. Only I do... Now I don't want to hear any more of your silly protests. In fact, remain silent unless I command you to speak. Do you understand me?"
Gail's mind was whirling. William had never spoken to her like this before, never defied her as such, but then again things had changed a bit hadn't they!
Making an impulsive decision, she decided to test how serious he was about wanting to be in control.
Mustering all of her strength, Gail violently flailed her arms up and down. Catching them off guard, their grip on her hands first loosened, then gave way completely.
She jumped to her feet, using her free hands to push backwards against William as he stood behind her.
Before any of them could react, Gail was actually free and making her way across the bedroom toward the bathroom. She had no real plan at this point, and if she was to be completely honest, she equally hoped to both escape and to get caught, and considering how there was three of them, and she was wearing high heels in her mad dash to freedom, she figured her chances of actually reaching the bathroom were about... nil.
She heard William barking out orders as she stumbled across the bedroom. "Go get her. Hurry... and you go to the closet and get..."
She couldn't hear what else he said as he dropped his voice--just before the bedroom went dark.
"Damn it," Gail whispered as she stopped maybe halfway to the bathroom, caught off guard by the sheer darkness of her bedroom. Expecting to be attacked at any moment, she held her breath.
When the expected attack did not materialize, she slowly lurched forward toward the general direction of the bathroom.
Slowly, drunkenly, Gail weaved her way across the dark bedroom, being just able to make out the contours of the closed bathroom door.
She reached the door to her bathroom and paused, her hand on the doorknob. Was I really hoping they would not allow me to escape? Gail wondered to herself.
The bedroom was perfectly silent. Maybe they had actually left? She felt a twinge of regret at this thought as she stood there, hand on the door knob, waiting.
When still nothing happened she sighed, her disappointment growing at being allowed to escape from their greedy, lustful clutches.
She was just twisting the knob to open the bathroom door when the attack finally came.
Like a flimsy piece of paper caught in a powerful, swirling wind, Gail felt herself being scooped up and twirled around in a pair of strong arms.
He pressed her against his chest, as she let out a small shriek before yelling, "Hey... put me down."
Her pleas and her struggles were both ignored as she felt herself being draped over his powerful arms and easily carried across the bedroom.
Despite her intense flailing about, despite her beating her fists on his chest, despite her continued pleas to be put down, she found herself once more being pushed down into a sitting position on the bench in front of her vanity table.
A whispered voice, William's voice, he who was firmly in charge now, came out of the darkness. He was somewhere nearby and behind her. "Now that was fun wasn't it?" he said mockingly.
"Yes, loads," she murmured back as she sat there... docile as a lamb now. She had used the last vestiges of her strength in her aborted escape to freedom.
"Would you like the candles to come back to life, Mother," he asked her flatly.
Gail made another decision now. She tried fighting--and failed--so now she would try being sweet. Making her voice as soft as possible she said, "If it's not too much of a bother, honey, your mommy would really appreciate it."
"Hmm... Mommy, I like that. Now if you would do one thing for me I will gladly make the candles come to life again... Mommy."
"Anything, sweetheart," she whispered as she sensed him coming up behind her.
His hands, both warm and strong were kneading her shoulders as she let out a gentle sigh.
"That feels good," she whispered.
"You don't want me to stop?" he whispered in her ear.
"No," she said.
"And you want some light too."
"Yes" she murmured.
"OK then all you have to do is put your hands behind your back and then just relax... don't fight it."
Quietly she obeyed, tucking her hands behind her back.
Almost immediately, she felt something soft being wrapped around her wrists, and then being pulled tight.
"What is that, honey," she asked softly. "What are you doing to Mommy's hands?"
"One of your scarves from the closet. We are simply securing your hands so we don't have a repeat of what just happened. Remember I was a boy scout so, yeah, we know how to make a knot... nice and secure... so don't bother struggling."
"I won't. I plan on being very good from now on honey... for all of you."
The candles flared to life once again. Blinking her eyes, in the dim candle light, she saw all three of their reflections in the mirror.
Just like before, his two "helpers" plopped down on the bench, one on each side, while he gently nudged her forward, before squeezing in so he was sitting directly behind her on the wide vanity bench.
It started slowly, a coordinated, tender attack upon her body by all three of them at the same time. The bold leader, William, sitting behind her, dropped his hands to her shoulders, soothingly working them back and forth across them.
"The kisses we shared earlier were nice huh, Mommy," William cooed in her ear.
"Yes... yes they were sweetheart," Gail replied.
Their eyes met in the mirror. "Can we have some more?" he asked gently.
"Pretty please," the one on the left whispered, while stroking her bare arm.
"With sugar on top," the other to her right added while also stroking her bare arm.
"Yes, of course," Gail murmured.
All three of them took turns now kissing her with the one on the right being first. Slipping one arm around her waist, he drew her closer to him. Their lips met and parted in an increasingly passionate series of kisses. As they shared their kisses, she felt his other hand go to her thigh nearest to him, and begin massaging it in small circles.
Her face was twisted to her left. Immediately her lips were assaulted by an ardent sequence of kisses while his hands also went to work. One went around her waist, pulling her his way, while the other went to her tummy, rubbing it all around.
At some point, during this latest sequence of kisses, the dam burst for Gail. She could no longer control her passions. Her tongue came sliding out, slipping into her son's mouth.
He responded eagerly, pushing his own tongue into her mouth and swirling it around several times.
"My turn," the voice whispered behind her. She felt her face being turned and then an aggressive tongue was pressed into her mouth. The sheer forcefulness of this kiss sent her careening toward the edge of a vast forbidden abyss of sexual delight.
When she responded by pressing her own tongue into his mouth, she felt herself tumbling down into the abyss.
They kissed, tongues battling for a few glorious seconds before he pulled his mouth back.
Staring at her reflection in the mirror, William said, "I want you to do something for us."
"W-what do... do you want me to do," Gail nervously stammered.
"Just relax and watch, look at the mirror so you can see our hands... as they begin to pamper you."
Gail took a deep breath before focusing her eyes on the mirror.
Their hands were everywhere now, all at once. There was a pair still patiently massaging her shoulders, helping to relax her. There was a hand each, on both of her arms, moving up and down slowly, massaging them, while still yet there were two more hands on her well-toned tummy, moving around in circles.
Slowly, inexorably, Gail watched as all their hands began to converge on one central location. The hands massaging her shoulders showed the way, slipping down to cup her delicious breasts through her beautiful white strapless bra.
Two more hands, the ones that had been skating around on her tummy, rose up to follow suit. They began to knead her tits just as the remaining two hands, the ones that had been so tenderly massaging her arms up and down, joined in the fray.
Looking in the mirror, Gail saw the incredible sight of six probing, exploring, playful hands all kneading her tits. Tearing her eyes off the mirror, she looked down at her chest, witnessing the tremendously, bizarre sight of her tits being manipulated through her bra by so many unseen hands as she could clearly see the fabric of her bra being pushed in and out as the invisible hands worked their magic.
Not able to help herself, Gail struggled involuntarily against the scarf binding her wrists together. The effect caused her generous tits to jiggle inside the tight confines of her strapless bra.
Then came a whispered voice in her ear. "That's it Mommy... struggle some more, make those big tits of your jiggle and juggle... we like the way that looks."
Gail, wanting to please her adoring sons, did exactly as requested. This time, she purposefully struggled mightily against the scarf causing a more pronounced jiggle to be added to her tits.
"Look at the way Mommy's struggles make her boobies bounce, huh," one of the two twins whispered before giggling.
The kneading of her tits became more pronounced, more urgent, causing Gail to let out a loud sigh as she possessed a real weakness for having her tits played with in such a rough, yet gentle manner.
There was a brief pause as all six of the hands retreated at the same time.
Then came a whispered voice in her ear. "Watch Mommy, not in the mirror, but instead look down at your chest."
She obeyed, tilting her head down to stare at her chest and was rewarded with the surreal sight of her bra being ever so slowly peeled down from the top edge by those indistinguishable hands.
The excitement this caused her was unlike anything she ever experienced before as she continued to stare in awe while her bra was progressively tugged downward, inch by inch, before eventually allowing her generous tits to finally come spilling out of the front of the bra.
In an attempt to maybe shut out the total weirdness of what was happening, Gail closed her eyes, allowing herself to concentrate on how good those unseen hands were about to make her feel.



There was brief lull, she could hear their ragged breathing, could feel their eyes staring at her tits before it was soon broken with a whispered compliment. "God, Mommy has such beautiful boobies... doesn't she?"
"Yes, they are nice and big," came another whisper.
Still another. "I bet they would be fun to play with."
Then came a third sweet request. "Can we play with your boobies now, Mommy? Please... all three of us."
She only hesitated briefly before whispering, "Of course all three of you guys can, sweetheart."
It was a free for all after she agreed with all six hands fondling, stroking, squeezing Gail's tits to their heart's content.
"Let's get her nice and warmed up," William said as he found the weak spot on her neck and started to kiss it tenderly just the way she liked while the other two dropped their hands from her breasts.
Gail let out a small whimper as she felt the twin peaks of her breasts being suckled on by a pair of hungry mouths while the tender assault on her neck continued.
After an inordinate amount of time, the kissing and suckling fest finally wound down. "Pull the bench back and get her on her knees guys," William barked at his two brothers.
After the bench was yanked backwards, Gail found herself being prodded and pushed down onto her knees.
From somewhere a dark sash was produced and quickly wrapped around her head before being adjusted to cover her eyes. Once this task was completed one of them quickly undid the scarf from around her wrists.
Her hands were grabbed and then lifted up before she felt something warm and slick being squirted on them.
She felt each of her well-oiled hands then being forcefully wrapped around a pair of large, thick, and utterly hard cocks.
"Stroke me. Make me come, Mommy," one of the younger brothers whispered.
"Yeah me too," William chimed in. "But with me you are going to use that lovely mouth of yours."
Gail tried to shake her head no, tried to turn away but when one, or maybe two of them, snaked their hands around her head she was finally forced to accept William's hardness inside her mouth.
"Now make us all come at once, Mommy," one of them barked at her harshly.
"Yes, all at once," another snapped.
Gail, in no position to deny their base desires, acquiesced. Slowly she began to stroke the two big hard cocks in each of her hands just as she began to suck William off.
"Oh that's it, Mommy," one of them groaned.
"Yeah, that feels so good."
Gail, losing herself completely to the dark side now, joined in as she whispered, "Yeah Mommy is going to make all three of her babies come."
She started to stroke their cocks then with greater urgency as her mouth swallowed William's cock whole.
"That's it suck on it Mommy," William groaned as her experienced mouth flew up and down the shaft of his incredibly large cock.
"Come on suck mine too, Mommy."
"Me too," the other whined. "I want mine sucked also."
Gail let William's cock slip out of her mouth, wondering if he would protest, but as she felt one of them slip a hand around the back of head, turning her, he stayed silent.
Moving over to this other cock, she wrapped a hand around it as she took it into her willing mouth.
Things quickly spun into a frenzied madness of cock sucking and dick stroking then as Gail felt her face being turned this way and that way, and then back again, as she did her very best to suck and stroke all three of them to orgasm.
One of them cried out then as she bobbed up and down on his smaller, but still decently sized cock. "God, I'm going to come," he groaned.
"Don't come in her mouth Bobby," William barked. "Pull out and come on her face like in the movies. You too Will," he snapped at the other.
Gail had watched just enough porn to know what was expected of her. Pulling back, she turned her face upwards before dropping her hands to her sides.
She imagined the three hard cocks all pointed at her, pointed at her face that is, while being stroked by each of their eager young hands.
"Come on babies, come for Mommy. Please sweethearts," she begged while waiting for her baptism of their sticky white cum to be squirted on her face.
It didn't take long as mere seconds later, of course she had no idea which one, let loose. In quick succession, all three of her boys, like a line of firecrackers going off one after the other, squirted their loads out.
Gail felt first her left cheek being splattered with hot sticky cum and then, just bare seconds later, her right cheek was given the same treatment. And then, she imagined this had to be William, the alpha male of the three, her lips and nose was coated with a tremendous geyser of cum.
Bobby, in his sweet innocent childlike voice then announced the obvious as he gleefully stated, "Look guys, Mommy's face is all covered with our baby batter."
It was when all three of them began to giggle that she went off. Bouncing up to her feet, she ripped the sash away from her head.
"There is nothing funny about this," she snapped back... to no one. Glancing around she appeared to be utterly alone. She whipped her head around, looking into the mirror, and when she only saw her reflection she surmised they were once again playing games with her.
"Whatever," she muttered angrily under her breath. Marching to the bathroom, expecting to be stopped at any moment, Gail was actually surprised when she was able to enter the bathroom and lock the door. She got an even greater shock when the light came on when she flipped the switch.
Looking at herself in the mirror now she hardly recognized the cum stained face that stared back at her. It was almost as if the whole thing had been some kind of wild and wicked dream.
Sighing, she began to clean herself up.
She had just finished cleaning off her face when she heard a small swishing sound coming from the floor near the door.
Turning, she saw the swishing sound was produced by a piece of paper being slid under the door.
After picking the piece of paper up, she immediately recognized the neat hand written letter to be from William.
Mother:
That was a good start, you pleasing all three of us at once but Ali wants to see more. Exactly he wants to see you seduce the youngest and the most innocent of the three of me... The one you call Bobby.
Now Bobby will have no memory of what just occurred. Trust me as it will make things better for the both of you. You will have a day to prepare for him. Tomorrow follow your normal routine. You will be alone during the day but sometime around your bedtime he will make himself known to you. Improvise things as they happen while keeping in mind Ali expects you to seduce the youngest, and most naïve and innocent of your three loving sons, in such a soft loving manner it will leave you both breathless... but IF you fail to seduce Bobby, you can expect us to disappear--forever--into the cold underworld where Ali will keep us forever.
If you are successful in seducing Bobby I will be in contact again with yet another challenge. Oh and just so you know, sweet little Bobby will have a very, very BIG surprise for his mommy to enjoy. And one last hint-- very important, at first, comfort him with words only, before letting him go back to his bedroom, trusting he will return as Ali doesn't care for a "rushed" seduction. And then after he returns give him some more words of comfort only before pushing him out the door-- yet again-- as it will be the third time he returns which will be the lucky charm for the both of you where you shall receive your "big" surprise.
William
She was not sure why but the name Ali rang a bell somewhere deep inside her subconscious just before all her memories came flooding home. Ali-shad-bar was the demon from the underworld, the puppet master if you will, controlling William... and by default-- her.
Gail sighed as, yet again, she would have to do the demon's naughty bidding.
After a long boring day, waiting for her youngest to make his appearance, Gail was more than ready as she was just starting to get undressed in preparation of going to bed when there came a soft knocking on her door.
Over the last hour or so, she consumed no less than two full glasses of wine, knowing it would help give her the courage to seduce her youngest son.
"Mom are you awake?"
"Come in, sweetie," she called out to him again as she hurriedly buttoned up her blouse.
As he came shuffling into the room, he was dressed in a pair of shorts and a tee shirt, and was wearing a seriously sad expression on his adorably cute face.
"What is wrong Bobby," she immediately asked.
"They are making fun of me again," he whined.
Gail noted how short and small in stature he was as he was probably only about five five, or even maybe five four, and couldn't have weighed more than a hundred forty pounds. His face was splattered with an abundance of freckles, and his hair was short and neat, adding to his overall young and innocent appearance which, she imagined, William and Ali configured purposefully... just for her.
If that was the case, it worked as the overall image of adorable cuteness and naïve innocence radiated from Bobby in waves.
"Who? Let me guess... those shit ass older brothers of yours?" she asked. "Do I need to go speak to them?"
"No, you can't. I am eighteen, not eight, Mom. They will just make fun of me worse if they knew I came to you... besides they aren't here. They are out for the night so you can't speak to them anyways... even later. Please."
"Fine then. I will keep this our secret but... here... let's sit down on your mom's bed and you can tell her exactly what happened."
After they sat down next to each other on the edge of her bed he told her, "Well, it's really embarrassing, Mom."
"Too embarrassing to tell your mother, honey. Come on now..." She ran her fingers through his short, neatly cut hair before dropping her voice to a quiet whisper, "You have always confided in me... no matter what."
"I know I have," he sighed.
"So what... you don't trust me anymore?"
"No I trust you."
"Then tell me. I promise I can make it better... no matter how embarrassing you think it is."
He sighed again before starting to talk quietly.
"We were playing truth or dare about a week ago and..."
"Oh God I played that as a teenager. I used to love that game," Gail said truthfully. "So who was all playing? Just you and your brothers."
"No. Melissa was playing too. We were playing at her house actually."
"Melissa?"
"That's like one of William's girlfriends or something."
"Oh... OK. Go on."
"Anyways they have a pool out in the backyard and on my turn they dared me to jump in."
"This was last week? Honey it was freezing last week. My God its October you can't be jumping into pools on a dare. The water must have been freezing."
"It was," he said sheepishly.
"OK so what happened next? Don't tell me... you jumped in naked."
He looked away before whispering, "It was part of the dare... but I talked them into letting me keep just my underwear on anyways."
Gail shook her head before muttering, "Those boys... always messing with you."
"It gets worse," Bobby whispered as he fidgeted on the bed.
"Tell me... let me make it better."
He sighed loudly before continuing. "OK so on my next dare they... they made me pull down my briefs and show everyone my... you know."
"Jesus, honey and you did it?"
"I had to Mom," he whined. "Complying with all dares is part of our rules."
"Fine. Then what happened after you showed them."
"They all made fun of me because... because of my size." He looked up at her, his eyes full of sadness as he whispered, "My small size."
"Honey. One question. You showed them right after you got out of the cold water?"
"Yes."
"Well that explains a good bit of it then. I mean don't you know men are affected, adversely I mean, down there from the effects of cold water?"
"They are," he said brightening just a bit.
"Yep... its scientific fact..." She smiled at him sweetly as it just came to her how she could use this to seduce him. "Since you probably think I am just saying that to make you feel better I think you should let me prove it to you."
"How?"
"Well, why don't you go downstairs to the den and make a nice fire and I'll be down in a minute and if you will let me, I'll prove it to you that you probably aren't as small as you think... you know... down there under normal circumstances."
Bobby mumbled his OK before heading off downstairs.
Gail disappeared inside the closet to change, her mind whirling as to just how she was going to use this to fulfill her mission of seducing Bobby.
A few minutes later she entered the warm glowing atmosphere of the cozy den. A blazing fire was alight in the fireplace as she made her way straight over to Bobby. She had changed out of her clothes and was now wearing a white satin robe over one of her more sexy bra and panty combos.
Bobby was sitting on the loveseat, facing the fire, staring into it with a blanket wrapped around him. Settling down next to him, she slipped under the blanket, wrapping an arm around him.
"Mom how are--" he started to ask before she quietly cut him off. "Shhh, honey, just let your mommy bear cuddle her little baby cub for a quiet minute before she makes him feel better about his size."
Sighing, Bobby laid his head on her shoulder as they snuggled under the blanket.
After a long minute or two, Gail brought her mouth to his ear whispering, "Are you nice and warm, honey?"
"Yes," he quietly replied.
"Well then maybe you should let your mommy bear see how things look down there for her baby cub when he isn't freezing cold like he was during that stupid game of truth or dare."
As she turned to him, pulling the blanket back, he immediately sat up in a near panic. "Mom you... you can't be serious... you want me to show you my..."
Firmly pushing him back, she told him, "That's exactly what I want but instead of you showing me I will find out for myself so sit back, close your eyes and relax."
"But... but you can't--" he started to protest before she cut him off.
Speaking harshly, she snapped at him, "Do as Mother says Bobby!"
Softening her voice just a bit, she added, "Now you obviously wanted my help or you wouldn't have come to my bedroom in the middle of the night so now you are going to let me help you... in whatever way I see fit and that's final."
"Yes, Mommy," he mumbled as he settled back and closed his eyes.
"Now lift up a bit so I can get these off of you," she admonished him.
Gail hooked a pair of fingers under both his gym shorts before pulling them down and dropping them on the floor. Deciding her first look should be sort of "quick and clinical" like, she wasted no time in peeking inside the simple white cotton briefs he was wearing.
After a brief glimpse revealed his cock was as flaccid as a wet noodle, she quickly readjusted his underwear back in place.
"See I told you... I'm small," he told her in a quiet, pathetically desperate voice.
"Well, I can't lie baby, you are... for now... but I think that's just because number one you're nervous, and number two because you lack... hmm, visual stimulation."
"Visual stimulation?"
"Honey, generally a man needs some kind of visual stimulation to reach his full potential so..."
Staring at him, she slowly rose to her feet. "Maybe this will help." Smiling, she carefully stripped off her robe.
Bobby stared up at his mom. She was a vision of pure beauty standing there in her absolutely gorgeous lilac purple bra and panty set.
She could feel his eyes focusing on her bra and knew she knocked it out of the park with her choice of what to put on under her robe. Somehow, she knew purple was his favorite color, just as she knew sweet, innocent young Bobby had a bit of a bra fetish.
"Now that I have provided some visual stimulation let me see about getting you a bit more relaxed."
Turning, she crossed the small den to the corner where the bar was located. After pondering things for just a moment, she chose one of her favorite red wines and poured them both a glass.
Both glasses in hand, she crossed the room back to him, noting with delight, how he continued to stare, furtively anyways, at her chest.
"Here, drink this down and quickly hon as it will help relax you."
Bobby obeyed gulping his glass of wine down as did Gail.
"There feeling a bit more relaxed hon," she whispered.
"Yes," he replied with a noticeable less tension in his voice.
"Well now that I have provided you with some visual stimulation, which, I hope you like..." She paused, giving him a chance to compliment her, but when instead he shyly looked away she reached out to him.
Using one hand, she turned his face back toward her. "So do you like the bra your mommy picked out... just for you? It's new, you know, and no one has ever seen me in it before. I have been sort of saving it for a special occasion. I mean, I hope you like it."
"Oh God, Mommy I do... I mean, it looks super pretty on you."
"Thank you, baby," she told him while running her fingers lightly through his hair.
"Now let's see if it has had any effect... down there. Now come on and stand up, sweetie, right here in front of your mommy."
Bobby slowly climbed to his feet before positioning himself directly in front of her.
Moving deliberately, Gail scooted forward to the edge of the loveseat before carefully reaching out and hooking a pair of fingers under the waistband of his briefs. Wanting to be surprised, she purposefully averting her eyes as she ever so slowly began to tug them down.
After getting his underwear pulled down just enough to where should would be able to get a good look at him, Gail finally allowed herself a quick glance at what she hoped to be a bigger state of affairs down there.
Gail let out a small gasp as her eyes fell upon her sweet innocent son's huge cock. It jutted out from him, like some kind of hard twitching monster. "Oh... oh my God, honey," she whispered as her voice nearly caught in her throat. "You are so big."
Giggling, Gail whispered, "Hmm, I guess some little boy really liked their mommy's new purple bra huh?"
She stifled another giggle as her eyes became fixated on his large pole; guessing she figured it must be a good nine inches... at least.
"You are giggling, just like they were, because I'm still small huh," he said to her in a voice tinged with hurt anger. Turning from her, he quickly stuffed his cock back inside his briefs before he started to leave.
Reaching out, she snagged him by the arm. "Turn around and look at me honey," she told him softly.
He hesitated briefly before obeying.
Staring at him seriously, she whispered, "Honey, you are not small... not at all."
"I'm not really?" he whispered back softly.
Gail knew now, without a doubt, this was the BIG surprise William referenced in his short note to her.
"No, you are not," as she said.
Finally, remembering how she was supposed to only "comfort" him with words before letting him leave, she stood up.
"Trust mommy sweetheart, you are, by no means, small down there and if it appeared small after getting out of the water it was only because, like I said, you were affected by the cold."
Gail scooped up her robe and after putting it back on she added, "So there... now that I have put your mind at ease you should probably go back to your room now as your mom is tired and ready for bed."
She half pushed, half prodded him out of the den and up the stairs as he murmured a quiet "OK."
Allowing himself to be led up the stairs, Gail sensed her proclamation about being tired and wanting to go to bed probably hurt him some, but she dared not ignore the hint in William's letter to comfort him with words only, at first anyways, leaving her with the desperate hope he would return to her sometime before the night was over.



Sighing, she slipped inside her bedroom after giving him a quick goodnight peck on the cheek in the hallway.
The minutes slowly ticked by as Gail sat there, sitting on the bench in front of her vanity mirror, waiting while sipping on another glass of wine.
Finally, after what seemed to be forever, but in reality might have only been like, maybe, ten minutes, there was a soft knocking on her door.
She smiled before calling out to him, "Come in."
Bobby slowly entered her room before crossing over to her.
As he timidly approached her from behind, her eyes flickered up to the mirror as she hazarded a quick glance-- down there.
Unfortunately, her quick glance availed her nothing as he had put on another pair of loose fitting gym shorts.
"What is it sweetie," she asked kindly.
"Mommy... it hurts."
Repressing a smile, she had a pretty good idea of what was hurting, she replied, "Where does it hurt, honey... wait, let me guess... it hurts down there."
After a brief hesitation he whispered back, "Yes... very badly."
Thinking of just how she should handle things, Gail hesitated for a long moment before finally answering, "Well sweetie if you want your mommy to take the pain away you have to do something for her."
"What?"
"You have to promise to be real truthful with her."
"I will," he answered nervously as he stood there shuffling his feet.
"Good... then first question. When you tried to go to sleep in your bed were you still all big and hard like?"
He hesitated for a long minute before replying, "Yes."
"So why didn't you ahh... relieve yourself like boys often do while alone in bed at night..." Reaching out, she took his hand and squeezed it hard before dropping her voice to a low whisper, "Now be real honest with your mom... remember you promised.
"I wanted to but just couldn't."
"Why?"
"Because... because I would have been thinking about... you."
"So?"
"So that would be wrong... wouldn't it... thinking about you while doing... that?"
Gail had no real data to back up what she was about to say, but knowing how it would sound to him she said it "as if" she knew for sure. "Hmm, I think wrong is too strong of a word. You know, honestly, it's a proven fact that a lot of boys fantasize about their mom's while masturbating."
"They do?" He was fidgeting worse than ever now. "Isn't that wrong?"
"Wrong... no. Maybe naughty is a better word. The problem is the guilt involved I think so..."
She stood up, taking him by the hand she led him toward the door. "But if your mom gives you permission to think about her while, you know, you are doing it then the guilt should not be an issue."
Once they reached the door he turned to her. "Really you... you are OK with it and give me permission?"
"I do, sweetie so go ahead and do it and I'm sure the pain will go away."
He nodded before departing the room and slouching off down the hallway to his room... or actually William's old bedroom.
Gail sighed before settling back down on the bench in front of her vanity mirror. Twice he has come to her, twice she has comforted him with words only, just as she had been instructed to do so in William's letter to her.
Picking up her glass of wine, it was still half full, she drained it quickly knowing the next time he came to her, seeking comfort she would be expected to give him more than words.
Luckily, an anxious Gail didn't have to wait long when, after roughly another ten minutes or so passed, there was yet another soft knocking on her door.
"Come in Bobby," she called out to him after slipping her robe off.
Once more, head down, looking more downcast than ever, he came sheepishly trudging into her room.
He paused a few feet behind the vanity bench where she was sitting. Their eyes met briefly in the mirror before he looked down, saying nothing.
Finally, after a few long moments of silence, she spoke up. "Let me guess... it... it didn't work?"
He shook his head no.
"Why not," she asked patiently. "I gave you permission."
He shrugged his shoulders while looking up at her with such a sad forlorn look on his face it literally broke her heart.
"Did you even try?"
"I did but... I don't know... it... I mean I just couldn't... even though you said I could."
"I guess you would still feel too guilty huh, sweetie?"
"Yes and... and now it hurts worse than ever and I can't sleep and... and..." Looking down his voice trailed off to nothing.
She stood up before coming over to him. Reaching out, she stroked his pitiful looking face softly before whispering, "Do you remember when you were younger what mommy used to do when you had a pains that were really bothering you?"
Of course, they had no real history together making Gail intensely excited to see how he would respond, but no matter how he responded the resourceful Gail knew exactly where she was taking things from here.
"You used to let me sit in your lap and would give me kisses until the pain went away."
"That's right," Gail exclaimed as if that had really happened between them. Regardless, true or not, it played perfectly into the scenario she was planning.
Taking him by the hand, she led him over to the vanity bench before sitting down.
Patting her lap, she gestured for him to come sit. After he got settled nicely in her lap, facing the mirror, she gently twisted his face towards her.
"Now let's see if your mommy's kisses still have a bit of magic left in them to take your pain away."
Their mouths slowly came together as they exchanged a good half dozen small, delicate kisses. Pulling back, she whispered, "You know, Mommy has missed this... showering her sweet little Bobby with kisses."
"Me too," he whispered back before their mouths came together again. This time the kisses were more serious and impassioned as Gail pressed her lips firmly against his just prior to letting her tongue out.
As her tongue danced inside his sweet, innocent mouth she felt him at first stiffen slightly before he relaxed and opened his mouth wider for her.
Swirling her tongue around inside of his mouth, Gail felt him beginning to squirm in her lap.
Breaking the kiss off, she whispered, "Is mommy's kisses helping, sweetie?"
Looking down as he clung to her, he shook his head sadly no before he whispered, "It's still hurting... down there, Mommy."
Gently prodding him off her lap, she told him, "Stand up honey so mommy can see what is happening down there and then maybe she can figure out what to do."
Gail hooked a pair of nervous fingers under both the waistband of his gym shorts and his underwear before she slowly began to yank them down.
She purposefully closed her eyes, wanting to be surprised at what she might see once she got his shorts and underwear down.
Finally, after taking a deep breath, she opened her eyes, ready to be surprised, but instead of looking at him directly she looked into the mirror.
Oh my God was her first frenzied thought followed by it must have been a trick of the mirror as Bobby looked, if anything, even bigger than when she saw him downstairs earlier.
After taking another deep breath she looked at his jutting monster directly.
Jesus I think my earlier estimate of nine inches might have been too conservative, she mused to herself before finally concluding he really must be sporting a tool that was north of ten inches long.
She sighed, knowing giving the smallish and so adorably cute Bobby such an outsized cock was more of Ali's, and maybe even William's, trickery.
After taking a deep breath, Gail whispered to him, "I think I know why you are hurting down there baby."
"Why?" he responded naively.
"It's just because you are so big and hard down there, sweetie."
"I am," he again responded in that same sweet innocent voice that was the mirror opposite of that very serious erection he was sporting.
Reaching up, she gently stroked the side of his face with one finger. "When you were little and hurting Mommy used to give you nice kisses on your boo boos, like if you fell and skinned your knee I would kiss you there, or if you banged your elbow on something and hurt it I would kiss you there... making it all better. You remember that?"
She dropped her eyes to that hard twitching monster then as forbidden desire to take that huge thing in her mouth filled her very soul.
"I do."
"Do... do you want to try that then... having your mommy give you some kisses... down there where it hurts, baby."
"Could you... pretty please, Mommy," he eagerly responded.
After twisting herself around on the vanity bench so she was facing him, Gail moved her mouth down to that hard twitching behemoth.
Closing her eyes, she began spraying a soft array of light airy kisses all up and down his massive shaft before she let her tongue slip out. Moving slowly, she licked and kissed her way up and down his entire shaft, making him let out an increasingly louder series of soft moans.
She pulled back slightly before looking up at him, "You like that baby... mommy kissing you down there."
"O-oh God y-yes... please... please don't stop," he responded in a voice that quaked with youthful desire.
"I won't until the job is finished, sweetie and mommy has taken the pain away... completely."
"Promise."
"Promise baby," she said as she grabbed the bottle of coconut oil off the vanity table.
"Now close your eyes and relax as Mommy is going try something that might make you feel even better."
He obeyed, closing his eyes as she dumped a generous amount of the slippery oil onto the palm of her hand.
Taking his cock in her right hand, she began to slowly work it up and down the immense shaft before lowering her mouth to it once more.
Working in tandem, the soft attentions of both her hand and her mouth on his hard cock soon had Bobby squirming as he stood there.
Reaching down, she used her left hand to cup his testicles as she brought her mouth up to the very tip of his cock. Opening wide, she closed her eyes, swallowing as much as the monster as she could before letting it slide back out.
She spent the next few seconds slurping, rather sloppily, on his massive tool before she started to get the sense by the way he was moaning louder than ever he was about to come.
Pulling back, she looked up at him. "Mommy has a real nice idea of maybe a way she can finally take the pain away once and for all, Bobby."
"How?" he answered anxiously.
"Well since it was your mommy's pretty purple bra that got you so big and hard in the first place I was thinking..." She grabbed the coconut oil once again before dumping some in both hands as she excitedly told him her idea.
"Do you know what titty fucking is baby?"
He looked at her for a long moment before whispering, "I don't know nothing about the sexy stuff, Mommy?"
Much by design, I'm sure, Gail mused quietly to herself as she used both her hands to spread the oil around on her chest, just above her bra.
"No worries, Mommy will show you... just do what she says."
"OK."
Gail scooted herself up to the very edge of the bench before maneuvering around so she was facing him.
"Now take a small step or two forward baby, and snuggle that big cock of yours a bit closer so it is kind of like resting between your mommy's boobies."
Bobby happily did as she instructed as Gail pushed her chest out, pressing her boobs against his hardness.
Gail smiled to herself as she noted the look of pure innocent rapture on his adorable face as he snuggled that big hard monster against her bra.
"Now just stay still sweetie and let your mommy do all the work," she whispered to him.
Using one hand she pressed his cock up against the implicit softness of one of the cups on her pretty purple bra before she slowly started to jiggle her chest up and down, making him moan softly as the soft bra cups skated across the sensitive underside of his penis.
Smiling at him, she used her hand to guide his cock back and forth between the cups of her bra. Bobby started to moan louder as he simply loved the way his mom's bra felt against his raging erection.
"You like that baby... you like your mommy rubbing her boobies all over your huge cock?"
"Oh God yes," he nearly panted as she now used her hand to guide his cock up and in between her tits.
After squeezing her tits together, she began to slowly bounce up and down allowing his well-oiled cock, trapped between the soft cups of her bra, to slide up and down.
Bobby was supposed to stay still but he simply couldn't help himself as he began to pump his hips up and down.
Noting how he was starting to lose control, Gail feed more fuel to the fire. "That's it baby... fuck mommy's boobies, honey. Go on... fuck em as hard as you want."
Bobby grabbed his mom's shoulders for support before pumping his massive pole up and down in between her tits several times as Gail used her hands to squeeze them together once more.
"Oh God Mommy... I am..."
"That's it baby... come all over your mom's pretty bra," Gail pleaded with him.
Bobby managed to last a few precious seconds longer before letting out a small yelp. Gail glanced down just in time to witness the head of his cock shoot out a virtual geyser of cum, coating her chest and bra.
Bobby pulled back, giving her a smirk before he spoke to her--in William's voice. "Ali shall be pleased... as I just was."
"Wait, William is that you?"
Switching back to Bobby's innocent voice he said, "They are all me, Mommy."
Reaching down, he scooped his underwear up off the floor as he said, in William's confident voice, "You have earned yourself another test mother, but this one will be a bit more challenging and maybe even a bit dangerous. Are you up for it?"
"And if I say no what then?" she asked.
"Then Ali will punish me, severely, and you will never see me again."
"Well then my answer is yes of course."
"But be warned, this next test, as I said, might prove to be a bit dangerous. I can't tell you why or any details but just know if you say or do the wrong thing..."
His voice trailed off then before he shrugged his shoulders.
"Well I will not try to do or say the wrong thing then, William," she told him showing more confidence than she felt.
William, while practically smirking the whole time, went on to explain what her test would entail.
After hearing his brief, but concise, outline she was left -- breathless.
William had given her specific instructions to follow. The first was to dress nice... as if she might be going out with her girlfriends for a night on the town.
Once dressed she was to drive to the nearest local bar, which was roughly five miles away and once she reached the parking lot, she would park the car, go inside the bar, where she would have a couple of glasses of wine before coming back out to the parking lot.
Once she was back out in her car, she was to gulp down the contents of yet another one of Ali's magical and very powerful potions.
What would happen exactly next he refused to say other than the potion would, once again, wipe out her memory of recent past events, taking her back to the point where she was still deeply grieving the loss of her son. He also added, with some emphasis, how she would need to use her innate womanly charms to quell the danger she would be faced with and if she did so, bravely, in the end, she would be OK.
When Gail pressed her son for more details he only smiled before whispering, "I can't tell you any details but just remember, subconsciously anyways, to use that sexy mommy persona you have developed so well over the years to your full advantage... more I am not allowed to say."
Roughly ten minutes later, after getting dressed "nice" in a pair of tight faded Levi's and a snug white blouse she grabbed her purse and keys and headed downstairs.
The night air was cool as she jumped behind the wheel of her car and heading off to the bar.
The premise of this new test was simple: after arriving at home from the bar she would be confronted with what William called "a rather unpleasant and possibly dangerous surprise".
Gail pulled into the parking lot of the Village Tavern Bar and Grill before circling around to an open space in the back. Inside the dimly lit bar, she followed Will's instructions to the tee, polishing off two glasses of wine before heading back out to her car.
Once out in the car she was supposed to drink another one of Ali's magical "forgetting" potions and although Gail wanted to believe there was no way she could forget what had been happening to her recently, she knew from experience not to doubt Ali's potions.
As told to her by William, in her mind, it would be roughly six months after his death and at the urging of her friends a still despondent Gail would finally agree to go out for drinks with them. William ensured her Ali's potion was powerful enough to make her fully believe the part about having met her friends at the bar, and it being six months after his death.
Sighing, she pulled the small vial out of her purse. "Yet another one of Ali's magic potions for you Gail," she muttered quietly to herself before dumping the contents into her mouth.
The effects were immediate as Gail was, yet again, plunged back into a world where her son was dead and gone and it was roughly a mere six months later.
Once again, her best friend, deep seated grief, was at her side as she attempted to retrieve the keys to her car from her purse.
She finally found them before thinking better of driving home as the effects of the two glasses of wine she gulped down inside the bar were making themselves known.
Fishing her phone out of her purse, she called an Uber.
Gail let herself into the dark house before heading off upstairs to her bedroom, but when she walked into her room she was greeted with a nasty surprise.
The bedroom was dark, but not so dark she couldn't see the silhouette of a dark figure hovering over by her dresser.
Gail let out a loud gasp before crying out, "Hey what are you doing in my house... in my bedroom?"
The intruder whipped around just as she reached over and flicked on the light switch next to the bedroom door. Immediately, the bedroom was bathed in the soft light from the twin set of small table lamps on the nightstands flanking either side of her bed.
Dressed in black jeans and a matching black sweatshirt, his ensemble also included a dark ski mask covering his face, the intruder seemed to effortlessly glide across the bedroom, and in a mere blink of an eye was next to her, waving a knife in her face, before she could even react.
Gail's gaze immediately focused on the menacing looking switchblade knife as something hit her with a sharp pang of sorrow: the knife looked much like the switchblade knife she gave William as a present on his seventeenth birthday.
Screwing her courage up, Gail tried to push him away as she barked at him, "Get out of my bedroom and out of my house before I call the police."
His reaction to her insolence was both immediate and rough as he slammed his lean, powerful body into her, pushing her up against the bedroom wall right next to the open door.
Reaching over, he flicked the light off, reducing the bedroom into near darkness once more.
Gail whimpered as she felt the cold steel of the knife being pressed up to her neck. He fairly ripped her purse out of her hand before reaching inside and grabbing her phone.
"I have money in their too... just take that and leave please," she whimpered as she cowered against the door.
Not responding to her pleas, he violently flung her phone out of the bedroom in the general direction of the stairs.
Gail winced as she heard the phone hit the wall above the stairs with a loud bang before she heard it thudding down the stairs. Most likely, considering how hard he threw it, she would need a new phone.



He then slammed the door shut with a loud bang causing Gail to let out another small whimper as she began to suspect she might not be getting out of this so easy.
Grabbing her roughly by the arm, he dragged over toward her vanity table.
"What do you want? I told you I have money in my purse and I have a few pieces of nice jewelry over there."
As he pushed her back against her vanity table she pointed over to where he jewelry box sat on top of her dresser.
After a long pause, he shook his head no.
"But the jewelry, like... like I said it's nice and should be worth lots of money so..."
Again, he shook his head no.
"If you don't want money and stuff... what do... do you want?" Gail asked in a voice tinged with more than a little fear.
Her question received no response as he just stood there, continuing to stare at her.
Her eyes flickered over to the door as she began to gauge her chances of making a break for it but, as if he had been reading her mind, he easily lifted her up and off of her feet, as if she was as light as a feather, before plopping her hard down on the vanity table.
He turned to look at the door before looking back at her and shaking his head no. Bringing the knife to her throat, he let it stay there for a second or two as Gail held her breath.
Turning quickly, he moved with amazingly quickness across her bedroom and over to her large, bulky dresser.
She watched as he leaned over before grabbing the heavy dresser and in an amazing display of strength, he easily picked up the dresser. Even more astounding was how he carried the thing, seemingly effortlessly, across her bedroom before sitting it down directly in front of her bedroom door, blocking it completely.
Gail shuddered as she recalled how it took both of the delivery men who dropped off the new dresser from the furniture store quite an effort to manhandle the bulky dresser in place... and here he was moving the thing, apparently with little effort, all by himself.
Any thoughts of escaping quickly vanished from Gail's mind, knowing there was no way she was moving that dresser by herself in order to flee from her bedroom. Moreover, considering how strong and fast he was any thoughts of resisting and or escaping seemed futile at best.
He returned to her once more before abruptly grabbing her arm and pulling her off the table.
He half pushed, half prodded her across the bedroom to the small mini bar in the corner. Reaching down and under the bar, he pulled out a bottle of champagne and a glass.
She watched, growing more and more apprehensive as he filled the glass full of champagne before pushing it toward her.
He made a gesture indicting she needed to drink it. Knowing how champagne, among other things, dulled her senses, Gail hesitated.
Any hesitation she might have been feeling, quickly ended though when he produced the knife once more, holding it close to her throat.
Taking a deep breath, Gail picked up the full glass of champagne and gulped it down. Quickly he refilled the glass and again gestured for her to drink.
Warmed up by the first glass, the second one went down, if anything, even easier and as soon as she had finished it, just like before, he easily picked her up before lifting her up and onto the bar top.
"Please... what do you want?" Gail whispered as he simply stood there staring at her.
After a long drawn out moment of silence he finally whispered, in a voice barely loud enough to be called a whisper, a single word that made her heart race, "Pretty."
Reaching up with his hand holding the knife, he slowly scrapped the pointed end of the knife across her cheek as he whispered, no louder this time, "Very pretty."
Gail held her breath as the knife slipped down to her throat, pausing there for a brief moment before dropping ever further down to her blouse.
For another long drawn out moment, he held the knife there, letting it hover mere inches above the top button of her blouse before-- ever so slowly-- he let it slip down, slicing through the first button.
"Please..." Gail whispered before he shook his head no while holding his finger to his mouth in a shushing gesture.
Taking the hint she needed to be quiet, Gail closed her eyes as she held her breath.
The knife slipped down, toying playfully with both the second and third buttons before slicing them open.
Gail let out a shaky breath as he made short shrift of the few remaining buttons on her now ruined blouse.
She relaxed, just a bit anyways, when he set the knife down on the bar top. Moving slowly, using both hands, he gently slipped the blouse off of her before dropping it to the floor.
He stood there, staring openly then at her elegant dark navy blue bra with its delicate scrolling of lace flowers adorning the upper half of the cups.
Gail now understand, as if she hadn't before, without a doubt, where this was heading as he grabbed both of her hands before pulling her down and onto her feet.
As soon as she was standing, he guided her hands down to the front of her jeans before making a small gesture, indicating she needed to take them off.
Knowing any hesitation would only lead to him picking up the knife again, Gail, after removing the dressy black sandals with two inch heels she was wearing, stripped off her jeans before tossing them onto the floor next to her blouse.
He just stood there staring at her in her matching dark blue bra and panty combo set before he finally grabbed her roughly around the upper arm, half propelling her, half dragging her across the bedroom and toward her closet.
Upon reaching the closet, he whispered softly once more, "Shoes."
Yanking open the door, he pushed her inside.
"Shoes... you want me put on shoes... but they are back there," she said pointing to where her shoes lay on the floor next to her discarded jeans and blouse.
He shook his head no.
"You want me to put on a different pair?" she asked quietly.
Immediately, he shook his head yes.
"But... I have... I mean lots of shoes... in my closet."
Leaning forward he whispered in her ear, "His favorite."
Gail was confused. "His favorite? Who... who do you mean?"
He pulled back before whispering a single word that made her shiver, "William's."
"But he is..."
Before she could finish, he quickly brought his finger to her mouth, indicating she needed to be quiet, before he pushed her rudely inside the closet and slammed the door shut behind her with an audible bang.
Once inside the closet, a thoroughly flustered Gail reached over to the wall next to the closet door, fumbling in the dark for a minute before she stumbled across the light switch.
The light coming on helped calm her nerves, a little anyways as she considered how this unknown intruder knew she had a son.
Whispering aloud to herself, Gail murmured, "And how the hell does he know William had a favorite pair of shoes among the half dozen or so I own?"
As she stood there for a long moment, pondering these questions without coming up with any plausible answers, Gail sighed before turning to the side of the closet where she kept her nicer dress shoes neatly lined up.
Nervously, she slipped on William's favorite: the silver toed pumps with four inch stiletto heels.
She took her time putting on the shoes, and although she expected him to start banging on the door, indicating she needed to hurry up, everything remained deathly silent.
Finally, after getting them on, Gail slowly approached the closet door. Leaning over, she lowered her ear to the door, listening for a long moment. She heard nothing, sensed nothing as she straightened up.
She started to reach for the door, but then stopped. Pulling her hand back, she became suddenly afraid of what was going to happen once she entered the bedroom.
Doubtlessly, she would cut quite the sight dressed in nothing more than her racy bra and panties, along with the sexy high heels.
"I wonder if he is going to be rough or gentle with me?" she whispered to herself.
The mere speaking of this chilling thought sent shivers of dread running up and down her spine before turning to something else... anticipation.
Gail had not been properly fucked in a long time and somehow, maybe it was the wine she drank at the bar earlier, now combined with the champagne, but she was not completely scared of being taken advantage of by this stranger.
The simple fact was Gail did have a bit of an unspoken fetish about being "raped" by a handsome stranger. Of course, she had no idea if her stranger was handsome or not but still...
Her wistful thinking was interrupted when the door, she wasn't even touching it, began to slowly creak open.
Gail stood still as the door slowly swung open, fully expecting him to be waiting on the other side impatiently.
But no one was there. Peering about the bedroom, she noted how both the lamps on her nightstands were now turned on, allowing her to observe how the bedroom appeared utterly empty.
Maybe he got cold feet and left, she thought before her eyes darted to the door. The dresser was still there so he couldn't have left... unless he went out the window.
Glancing over at the window, the curtains covering it looked undisturbed and unless he brought a ladder with him, leaving it outside and propped up against the house, jumping from the window, at this height, would be a risky endeavor.
Furthermore, the bedroom window was old, as was the house, and whenever it was opened it made a loud groaning/squeaking noise that she surely would have heard even from the closet.
Just to be sure, she hurried across the bedroom, as best she could anyways with her high heels on and in her not so sober condition, and checked the window. Nope, the latch was still in place indicating it had not been touched.
Turning from the window, she tried to wrap her head around just where the hell her intruder was when she came to the only logical conclusion: he must have been hiding in the bathroom.
Slowly, she approached the bathroom.
"Hello... are... are you in here," she called out.
After entering the bathroom, she tried turning on the light, and was rewarded when one of the four bulbs arrayed above the mirror flickered on. She tried the other light switch, the one that would turn on the overhead light, but for whatever reason the light didn't come on. Sighing, she glanced at the shower. The curtain was drawn shut. Maybe he was behind it... waiting to scare her.
"Are you in there?" she called out tentatively as she slowly approached the shower.
When she received no response she carefully pulled back the shower curtain. Empty.
She was just turning around when the bathroom door slammed violently shut at the exact same time the solitary light went out.
Gail let out a little yelp as the bathroom was plunged into abject darkness. She took a quick minute to calm her nerves before carefully making her way across the bathroom toward the door.
The door wouldn't open, no matter how she twisted and turned on the knob.
"Shit... what is happening," she whispered to herself as she took a step back to analyze things.
First the closet door opened by itself, then her intruder disappeared, seemingly into thin air, and then the lights in the bathroom become all screwy and now... the bathroom door was shut tight to the point where it won't open.
This is some crazy weird shit, Gail mused to herself as she stood there in the bathroom, in the dark, with her nerves being tested to their breaking point.
Giggling, she told the empty bathroom, "Good thing I'm kind of drunk or I might actually be scared."
Finally, as she stood there quietly, waiting for something to happen, just like the closet door, the bathroom door slowly began to swing open.
Gail stood absolutely still, holding her breath again, just knowing some sort of surprise would be waiting for her.
She was right. As the bathroom door swung fully open she observed her bedroom was aglow in soft, flickering candle light. Even more surprisingly was the way the candles were positioned on the floor, perfectly spaced in parallel manner as to form a twisting and turning path of sorts meandering all around her spacious bedroom before ending, as best as she could tell, at her vanity table, where there was a trio of pillar candles flickering.
Fortifying her nerves, once again, Gail started slowly down the path and after stumbling forward a few steps she spied something resting in the middle of the path. Bending over, she saw it was a small champagne flute full of what she assumed to be wine.
After bringing it up to her nose and taking a large sniff, she determined it was wine after all.
Holding the glass aloft, it was maybe half full, Gail was unsure of what to do while knowing exactly what she was supposed to do: drink it.
The longer she stood there, holding the glass of wine in her hand the more indecisive she became. Surely, she did not need any more to drink but yet... obviously the intruder--it had to be him--put forth some effort in laying out the bedroom in such a manner as to make his intent obvious.
Did she dare disobey?
Glancing up, she noted how her heavy dresser was still in place across the door so leaving was still not an option.
Before she could consider anything further, the candles, starting with the three pillar candles on the vanity table, and then the ones on the floor nearest the vanity at the end of the path, began to wink out, one by one.
Somehow Gail knew being left/trapped in the dark was not an option she wanted to explore. She also sensed the candles going out was nothing short of an express warning she better be a good girl and drink her wine.
Taking a deep breath, she stared up the path. The candles were going out still at a nice steady pace allowing the inky darkness to march towards her at an alarming pace.
Deciding this was her best option, Gail tilted the glass back, draining it quickly.
Immediately, the candles all flared back to life as things devolved from being somewhat surreal to downright weird.
Gail nervously continued across her bedroom, following the path of candles and after another few feet she came across yet another candle and another half full glass of wine.
Knowing what she must do, and with little hesitation this time, Gail bent over, scooping up the glass of wine before drinking it down swiftly.
Just short of the vanity table was yet a third glass of wine perched next to a flickering candle. Gail, feeling she had no choice, gulped this glass down also.
Finally, she was at the end of the path. Looking around, her eyes flashed about for any sign of him, there was none, before they fell on the vanity table.
She smiled before whispering, "Of course," as she spotted the small hair pins she used to pin her gorgeous mane of long blond hair up. She would generally pin her hair up only when she was either in the tub, and didn't want to get it wet, was doing a through deep cleaning of the house and didn't want it to be in the way, or when William would give her a nice neck and shoulder massage, as he often did on Friday or Saturday nights when they were alone, again so her hair would not be in the way.
Sitting down at the vanity table, she spent the next few minutes pinning her hair up before touching up her makeup.
After this was done she sat there waiting anxiously for whatever might happen next.
Gail let out a small gasp as the trio of pillar candles, along with the candles on the lighted path leading to her vanity table, all went out at the exact same time, causing the bedroom to fall into an inky blackness.
She dared not breathe as she heard the soft rustle of footsteps approaching from behind her in the dark. She sensed his looming presence, heard his heavy breathing before she felt his hands go to her shoulders.
There was a long drawn out moment of silence as the tension rose to almost unbearable levels before Gail felt his hands start to softly knead her neck and shoulders before sliding down and off, and onto her arms. They rubbed up and down her bare arms several times before jumping over to her tummy.
Desperately wanting some light, the darkness felt almost suffocating, Gail let out a shaky breath as his hands slowly crept north.
They were just under the soft rise of her breasts when her internal defenses kicked in, and without really thinking of the possible consequences of what she was doing, she deftly pushed his hands away.
His reaction was both immediate and aggressive as she felt herself being yanked, unkindly, to her feet before being spun around. She was both too drunk and too dazed by this sudden display of aggression to put up any sort of a fight.
"Please I don't like the dark," Gail whined softly.
"Then do something for me and you shall have light."
Expecting the worst, Gail asked nervously, "W-what do you want me to do?"
His answer surprised her. "Strut around the bedroom... showing off... for me... like you used to for him."
Her heart thumped in her chest. Was this another reference to William? Numbly she whispered, "Him... you mean William?"
"Yes," he quietly answered in a soft voice that was growing slightly more familiar every time he spoke. His voice, in fact, reminded her of William's voice... but then again this may have been nothing more than a wishful flight of fancy brought on by the extremely stressful situation she now found herself in.
"But how can I... I strut around in the dark?" she asked quietly.
"You can't, of course, close your eyes and wait here."
Obeying, she closed her eyes before sensing he had moved away from her.
He was back a minute or two later. "You can open your eyes now."
Looking around, she noted a brightly flickering pillar candle, one each, on both of her nightstands flanking the bed, one on the dresser, one on the small bar over in the corner, and finally one she could spy through the open bathroom door, sitting on the bathroom counter.
"Now go... put on a show for me and strut like the sexy mommy you know you are," he whispered. "I want you to go to each candle, one by one, and blow them out before coming back to me. Make the candle in the bathroom the last and the one at the bar the first."
Gail took a deep breath before doing exactly as she was told. Making sure to put a little extra swish in her step, she strutted to the bar over in the corner, and after pausing briefly, she blew out the candle.
Turning, she pranced across the bedroom and while passing in front of him, she made sure to put a bit of extra sway in her ass. Yeah, if she was going to do this, she was going to do it up right.
She stopped at the nightstand on the right side of her bed first and after leaning over, and sticking her ass out, maybe a bit more than necessary, Gail blew this candle out.
Sashaying around the bed, she flounced her way over to the other nightstand where, once again, she stuck her ass out in a most inviting manner while blowing out the candle.
Turning her back to him as she gamboled over to the dresser, she really was beginning to warm up to showing off for him-- it must have been the wine making her this carefree in such a obviously dangerous and stressful situation-- she put some extra wiggle in her ass.
After blowing out the candle there, she turned heading toward the final one in the bathroom. Gail could literally feel his eyes crawling all over her body as he sat there, gripping the knife while tracking her as she paraded back and forth across the spacious bedroom.
As she approached the last flickering candle inside the bathroom, she was worried about making it back across the dark bedroom to him, but she need not have worried.
As soon as she blew out this final candle, he flicked his flashlight on, shining it across the bedroom and directly at her.



Gail noted how the small beam of light seemed to be focused on one particular area of her body: namely her tits.
In a mood to please her captor, the thoroughly drunken Gail make sure to put some extra spice in her step as she crossed the room toward him, making her nicely sized tits bounce up and down under the tight confines of her sexy blue bra.
As she approached him he continued to aim the beam of the flashlight directly on her chest, giving her an inkling about what he liked best about her body.
After stopping directly before him-- he just sat there-- playing the small beam of light up and down her body as she curiously wondered just what he planned on doing next.
After taking a moment to light the candles on the vanity table, he circled around her as she faced the vanity table's mirror and the flickering candles.
Snuggling up behind her, he brought his mouth up before breathing in her ear, "Hmm, so beautiful."
There was another moment of silence before he whispered, "Relax as I prepare you."
Prepare me for what? Gail nearly screamed before deciding it might be best to just stay silent.
She soon found out as he produced a dark rag, or maybe it was one of her scarves from the closet, and after wrapping it around her head and then securing it around her eyes, her vision was totally cut off.
Next, somewhere in the darkness that was now totally her new world, she heard an ominous rattling noise, it sounded like something metallic, before feeling the cold steel of a pair of handcuffs, being clamped around her wrists.
Gail's heart raced, blindfolded and handcuffed she was utterly helpless to her strange captor.
She sensed him moving around behind her before he pressed his body up against her.
His hands went to her shoulders, kneading them softly, as she felt his breath tickling her ear... and then his tongue. His tongue being swirled around in her ear made her shiver as did the kisses all along her neck that quickly followed.
Next, she found his hands dropping down to her waist before circling around to the front.
She let out another shaky breath when his hands began to slowly advance north toward her beckoning bra clad hills.
"Nice," he whispered into her ear as his hands tenderly cupped her generous breasts for a brief second or two through the pretty blue bra before--Oh God-- his one hand slipped down, and inside her panties.
She felt her pussy being invaded by a pair of probing fingers, one after the other, just as he turned her face toward him. Crushing his mouth against hers, he kissed her aggressively while working his index finger in and out of her wet hole.
Despite her best efforts not to, Gail found herself starting to get more than a little excited by the proceedings. Being utterly helpless it seemed only served to ratchet up her excitement.
"Please... you are making me weak," she whispered when he finally pulled back from swirling his tongue in her open mouth. "I need to sit down."
"Sit... face the mirror," he told her softly as Gail maneuvered around the vanity bench before plopping down on it.
Risking a question, Gail asked him quietly, "Why do you need to put a blindfold on me... I mean you still have your mask on."
"Exactly and since your beauty has become irresistible to my desperate heart I must remove my mask so I can do this..."
The first kiss fell on her neck as he slipped his arms around her waist, drawing her in close to him. The initial kiss then turned into a second and a third kiss, also on her neck, before it became a deluge when he twisted her face around and began to shower her lips with a plethora of wild, desperate kisses.
As he pressed his lower body against her, she felt against her backside what must have been an extraordinary large boner making its happy presence known.
Finally, after another flurry of passionate kisses, he pulled back some.
"It's time," he quietly announced as he undid her makeshift blindfold from around her head. "And I want you to witness, along with me, their great unveiling."
"Great... great unveiling?" a dazed and confused Gail whispered. "What's being unveiled?"
"Just watch... in the mirror," he whispered.
Directly after her blindfold was removed Gail quickly looked up, hoping to catch a glimpse of her captor's face, but he had already re-adjusted the ski mask over his face.
Her attention was quickly drawn down though when she felt the sharp edge of the knife resting against her tummy.
Holding her breath, she watched in the mirror as the knife slowly rose upwards until it was resting flush against the center gore of her bra.
He lightly skimmed the knife for a few seconds over both the cups of her bra before bringing it back to the middle and carefully slipping it under the gore.
Gail, still holding her breath, watched as he carefully sawed through the center of her bra, utterly ruining it.
He seemed to take a long moment staring at her chest. The cups of her bra, despite it being sliced open, still clung precariously to her breasts keeping them mainly hidden from his hungry gaze.
She let out a shaky breath as she watched him reach past her, setting the knife down on the vanity table.
Gently, he hooked a pair of fingers under her bra straps and slowly, carefully he pulled them across her shoulders and then down. As her ruined bra fluttered gently to the floor, her lovely, moderately sized tits were finally revealed to him in all their fleshy glory.
She heard him let out a deep sigh before he whispered in her ear, "God, Mommy you have such a gorgeous set of tits."
He said nothing else for a long moment as he just stood there, hands softly kneading her shoulders, staring at her tits in the mirror.
As she watched him gazing reverently at her breasts, it finally hit her then as she recalled a distinct memory of a conversation with... someone-- she can't remember exactly who-- but snatches of it were now coming back to her.
Something about someone telling her to "subconsciously remember to use her sexy mommy persona she developed so well over the years to her full advantage... otherwise she might be in danger".
Deciding this was sound advice, Gail asked him softly, "You called me Mommy... does that mean I remind you of her, sweetie."
"You do..."
"So your mommy was pretty like me and had a nice set of tits... like me too."
"Yes and sometimes... she would let me..." He paused, looking shyly down.
Going all in on her decision to follow the advice of using her "sexy mommy persona", Gail whispered to him. "Sometimes she would what baby... tell your new mommy."
His head snapped up almost immediately after her pronouncement of being his "new mommy", making Gail feel she had knocked it out of the park... maybe.
"Really... you... you want to be my new mom?"
"Of course, sweetie," Gail quickly replied. "So what would your other mommy let you do, baby?"
He looked away shyly again before whispering, "Sometimes she would let me, you know, touch them."
"Touch them... you mean her boobies, sweetheart?"
"Yes."
"And I'm guessing you want to touch your new mommy's boobies also huh... because you can if you want. Mommy doesn't mind."
She heard him let out an audible sigh before his hands slowly came around and under her breasts. Gently, he cupped both of them in his hands before jiggling them up and down playfully.
As he continued to tenderly knead her tits, he brought his mouth to her ear. "Sometimes she would kiss me as I was playing with her boobies."
She slowly turned toward him, "I could kiss you to hon... but you'll have to take your mask off."
"I know," he replied before quickly scooping up the makeshift blindfold again.
Gail thought of protesting, but let it go as he once again secured the rag around her head, cutting off her vision.
A second later his hand was gently turning her face toward him, and this time when they kissed Gail did not hesitate in kissing him back.
As they exchanged kiss after breathless kiss he used his thumbs to gently toy with her sensitive nipples--just as she loved-- until they were fully erect.
Gail let out an audible sigh when she felt one of his hands slip down, across her belly, and then inside her panties. She let out a small hiss as his finger easily slipped inside her wet pussy.
"God you are so wet," he whispered to her before adding quietly, "So I guess you find the idea of being my mommy just as much as a turn on as I do."
"Does the thought of me being your mommy really turn you on, sweetie?"
"It does... you wanna see what you letting me play with your nice boobies did to me... down there."
"Yes baby... mommy would like that very much. Show her, sweetie."
After a long moment's hesitation, Gail's heart began to flutter as she sensed him moving up very close to her... just before she heard the distinct sound of a zipper being undone.
Her heart raced ever more as she heard the soft rustling sound of his jeans being removed before hitting the floor next to her. Reaching down, he undid the blindfold covering her eyes.
Again, Gail's eyes immediately flitted up, hoping to finally catch a glimpse of her mysterious assailant, but, disappointedly, she was again too late as he just was pulling the ski mask back down.
Sighing, she dropped her vision downwards and was greeted with a most stimulating sight. He was standing directly before her, giving her a direct view of the large tent pole poking out from under his dark navy blue boxers.
A pang of intense guilt hit her then as more often than not, dark navy blue boxers had been William's underwear of choice.
Trying to clear her head of that painful memory, Gail looked up, smiling before whispering, "Hmm, I guess you were kind of turned on by playing with mommy's boobies huh, sweetie?"
"Sometimes, if I asked really nicely, my mommy would... put it in her mouth for me."
"She would," Gail replied in a voice that was barely loud enough to qualify as a whisper.
"Can you do that for me also, Mommy... please... pretty please?"
Gail's mind was reeling with competing thoughts. If she said no would he get the knife out and just make her do it? On the other hand, would it not be better if she just pleased him of her own free will before it came to that?
If to emphasize that point, he began begging again. "Please mommy put it in your mouth."
Reaching down, he tenderly stroked the side of her face before whispering, "Pretty please... let me put it in your mouth, Mommy."
Gail sighed. He was choosing not to force himself on her at this point and this, maybe, touched her deeply as did the way he was so sweetly begging her.
"Please... Let me put it in," he whined once more.
Finally, she made her decision. "Take off your mask, mommy wants to see her little boy's face, and then she will let you put it in her mouth."
"I will but you have to... have to let me put it in first and then you have to promise to, you know, suck on it really nicely."
"OK... Mommy promises."
Reaching down, he slowly pulled down and off his boxers, allowing his large cock to come bounding out like some kind of swollen hard monster.
Gail stared at it. Maybe it was the angle of it being so close but he looked absolutely huge. Again, an unbidden thought hit her somewhere deep in her subconscious, huge, just like William.
He inched forward, his hardness jabbing at her still closed mouth. "Open your mouth, Mommy... come on you promised."
After taking a deep breath, Gail opened her mouth allowing his hardness to slip inside.
Gail turned her eyes upwards as she began to slowly bob her head up and down on his thick, hard cock. He let out a small groan and after she took his hardness in as deep as she could, nearly gagging, she gently pulled back until his cock slipped out of her mouth.
"Please honey, you promised. Mommy kept her promise... now take off your mask for me. I want to see you as I bet you are so adorably cute."
"Let me put it in your mouth again and as you are sucking it, real nice this time, I will take off the mask, but you have to promise to keep sucking on it even after I have taken my mask off. Promise me..."
She looked up at him before whispering, "Yes I promise, honey."
The promise made, the deal struck, Gail sighed before moving her mouth forward and opening wide.
He wants me to suck on it nice... I will show him nice, Gail thought to herself as she began to slurp greedily on his cock.
As she bobbed her mouth up and down on his hardness, slow at first before picking up speed, she turned her eyes upwards.
Her heart speeded up as he slowly reached up and removed the mask.
She blinked her eyes rapidly, willing them to see something else, but the image remained and would, of this she was sure, be embedded forever in her memories.
She was staring up at an exact likeness of her son, of William. Except somewhere deep down inside, she knew this was no doppelganger, that this was her son... come back to haunt her.
It was the only way everything could be explained, the only way he could know so much about her and him. The only way her feelings of closeness toward him, of never really seriously thinking he would hurt her, could be explained.
Gail tried to pull back, tried to get his large cock filling her mouth out, but he quickly reached down, aggressively holding her head in place while harshly whispering, "You promised Mommy to keep sucking on it and mommies never break their promises... especially to their little boys."
Trapped by her promise, pressured to perform by his words, Gail stop fighting and began sucking on his cock again... vigorously.
Her head flew up and down the shaft as an utter feeling of dream likeness overtook her. Here she was, hands cuffed securely behind her back, on her knees, in the middle of the night, in the middle of her bedroom floor, sucking on her son's huge cock. And oh yeah, her son was a ghost... let's not forget that little inconvenient fact.
What happened next was a wild incredible blur of sexual depravity.
First, after allowing her to suck greedily on his cock for another long minute or so, he suddenly yanked his cock out of her mouth.
"I need you... now, Mommy," he whispered harshly before reaching down and picking her up.
"Please William stop... we have to talk about this!!"
Ignoring her plea to talk, he reached down before savagely ripping the panties off of her.
Again she tried to protest as he half carried, half manhandled his naked mother over to the vanity table.
"William stop... you can't do this," she whined.
He first plopped himself down on the bench and then, as if she was as light as a feather, he lifted her up, under her arms.
Gail was too shocked to fight what was happening other than with a few more cries for him to, "Please stop."
He ignored her protests as he carefully lowered her downward.
Her eyes looked up, they were facing the vanity's mirror, watching as he slowly continued to lower her downward.
In a tiny voice, coming out in a mere whisper, she continued to whine, "Please... please stop baby... you... you can't do this..."
"You can't... do... thi--"
Her latest protest was cut short when she felt the first gentle tickling of the head of his cock, just piercing her, as he lowered her downward and onto his hard manhood as it jutted upwards.
Then her whole world was turned upside down as he suddenly propelled his hips upward while using his firm grip around her sides to propel her downward... at the exact same time.
His huge cock being buried so suddenly, and so deeply, inside of her caused Gail to let out a loud whimper.
"Oh God," she just had time to whisper before he went from zero to sixty in fucking his mommy in no time flat.
Using her powerful arms, he propelled her up and down, slamming her down onto his cock before pulling her up again, only to slam her down once more. He did this in quick succession a good dozen times as her whimpers turned into one long anguished moan.
The utterly helpless Gail opened her eyes then, watching in the mirror as he propelled her up and down, over and over again, watching as her sizable breasts bounced joyfully up and down from the impact of the hard fucking he was giving her.
Gail, never, ever, had been fucked like this before with such fierce passion that it nearly took her breath away. She found her breath coming in short pants, even as he slowed down a bit.
"Oh God, William... what are you doing to me," she gasped as he slowed down his runaway passion for her, allowing her to finally speak.
"I am going to make you come so hard," he breathed in her ear before beginning to shower her neck with passionate kisses.
He found the exact spot on her neck, the one that turned her into jelly, attacking it with reckless abandon as he gradually began to fuck her harder.
Gail could no longer contain herself as her true feelings finally bubbled to the surface. "Oh God baby... that's it... you are fucking mommy so good... fuck her harder... make me come."
William obliged her as he started to rock upwards and into her with a greater urgency.
She twisted her mouth around and as they exchanged several fiery kisses the passionate storm of forbidden pleasure finally reached its crescendo.
Using his firm grip, this time around her hips, he propelled his mother up and down, burying his cock deep with each mighty thrust while making her whimper with forbidden pleasure.
"Watch yourself come, Mommy," he whispered urgently in her ear.
Her eyes flew open as she stared back at herself in the mirror. She was on the edge of a mighty climax and as he slammed his cock up and inside of her a good half dozen times in quick succession, making her tits bounce up and down ever more joyfully as she came... hard.
Gail was not shy in letting the world know this little fact as she wailed to the heavens, loudly, "Oh God baby... mommy is... commming."
William, mere seconds, grunted loudly before releasing a huge load of cum deep inside of her.
He smiled at her smugly, as he quickly undid the tightly knotted scarf binding her hands together.
"William I--"
He cut her off with a soft kiss before scooping her up and carrying her over to her bed.
"William please..."
"Shhh, Mommy and listen."
After getting her over to the bed, he pulled the covers back before gently setting her down and arranging the covers over her.
Gail, drunk and tired, and still somewhat dazed, allowed him to basically tuck her under the covers of her bed.
Leaning down, he whispered in her ear, "You will only remember this as a vivid dream, Mom."
"But I--"
Again, he cut her off with a kiss before pulling back. "Just a dream, Mom... say it."
She hesitated before whispering, "Yes just a dream, baby."
"That is how you shall remember this night... with me coming inside of you... it was just a dream... until... you know otherwise sometime in the near future.
She wanted to ask what that meant but was simply too tired, too exhausted, all the wine she drank had finally caught up with her. Her eyes fluttered shut as he kissed her on the cheek, one last time, but not before muttering under her breath, "Yes, until I know otherwise."
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Happy Birthday, Daddy
As his thirty sixth birthday party dragged on Everett's discontent grew. It was a discontent fueled by simple jealousy. His jealousy was first set in motion by the abundant attention his still lovely wife was receiving, and most certainly encouraging, by the sexy blue and white stripped string bikini she was wearing.
Outrageously flirting with several of the older male guests at the birthday party, his birthday party, a party she insisted on throwing for him, made it a no brainer Everett would be overcome with jealousy—just as she intended.
He was not sure what her end game was as he sat in a patio chair—sulking-- in a far corner of the pool area. He was not quite upset enough-- as of yet anyways--to make a scene, but then again the night was still young.
His wife was an incurable flirt and showoff and after being married to her for nearly a decade he knew, or should have known, she was not about to change.
At the age forty six, Brandi was a cougar extraordinaire with a nice nearly wrinkle free face, (thanks Botox), and nice mane of bleached blond hair, (thanks Andre at the beauty salon), matched with a bubbly and spirited personality that seemed to be the life of any party.
As for her body, Brandi had the money, Everett was quite wealthy, and the time, she did not work, again Everett was rich, to concentrate on staying in shape.
She ate right, did yoga four times a week, hit the gym another four times a week, and just recently rejuvenated an already fantastic figure with a breast lift giving her already nice tits an uplifted and more youthful appearance.
His wife, standing over at the edge of the pool, was talking to a man and appeared to be flirting something awful. If he remembered correctly, the man's name was Phil Knolls and lived somewhere close by, maybe just down the street and was the father of one of his daughter's friends.
No matter who he was, Everett was doing a slow burn watching the way the man was making her laugh while casually reaching out and touching her arm.
He was about to go over there and put an end to his wife's flirting when his adorable daughter, the eighteen year ebony beauty from his first failed marriage, came skipping up to him. Worse still, she had a "boy" in tow, who, just like her, might have been all of eighteen years old.
"Hi, Daddy this is Billy," she told him with a bright smile.
She was, just like her stepmother, apparently in a mood to show off as she was wearing a snug cropped tank top matched with a casual looking short purple skirt.
The cropped tank top looked especially delicious on her daughter as it showed off her flat tummy and her nice, firm tits to such a nice degree that Everett had to force his eyes off of his young daughter's chest.
Sitting back down, Everett mumbled to himself, "Jesus, first her, and now you with the showing off."
Rochelle stood there beaming at him. "What did you say Daddy?"
"Nothing, I mean, are you guys having a good time?" he half grumbled. Did she really think he would be happy with her bringing over a boy to meet him?
Rochelle had always been his little girl, his beautiful dark princess, and quite frankly it pissed him off that she was so openly seeking the attention of males . . . other than himself. Despite knowing the day was coming, she couldn't stay his little girl forever, still, seeing it unfold before his very eyes, on his birthday of all days, was a bit much to handle.
His first marriage to Tamika, the first African American homecoming queen at the predominately white high school he attended, had been a miserable failure—to put it mildly. They married too young, both were only nineteen, with Rochelle being born almost immediately. Finally, after a not so great half dozen years, they called it quits.
Everett lost sight of his wife as his daughter began to speak because-- as usual-- his beautiful young daughter demanded all of his attention. "Billy is a friend of mine from the gym. He wants to take me out next weekend to a concert. Can I go, huh? Please, Daddy."
"I don't know. Go ask your mother," he said distractedly. Basically, his distraction came from the fact at the very moment his daughter asked for his permission to go out with this boy was the exact same time Everett noticed, inadvertently he told himself, how his young daughter was obviously not wearing a bra under her snug little white tank top as a pair of rather delightful looking nipples were practically poking their way through the tight material of her top.
"She said ask you."
With a supreme effort, Everett managed to tear his eyes off his daughter's chest just in time to notice she was frowning at him, just like she always did whenever she did not—immediately-- get her way. This time, instead of melting his heart like it usually did, it only served to irritate him.
"Well, I will talk to her and we will discuss it tomorrow."
"Fine. Let's go, Billy. My dad is being grumpy."
Resisting the urge to make an ugly retort that could only make things worse Everett said nothing. Directing his attention back to where his wife had last been before he got distracted, Everett saw she was no longer there.
"Hey where did you mother go?" he called after his daughter.
"I just seen her heading inside with Mr. Knolls."
Standing up, Everett craned his neck as he turned around toward the house. Sure enough there was his wife leading Mr. Knolls—by the fucking hand—into the house.
Everett, his jealous imagination working overtime, jumped to his feet assuming the worse. He quickly crossed the pool area dodging several of his guests while brushing off their birthday wishes. Yeah, like a thirty sixth birthday was something to celebrate.
As soon as he entered the house through the patio door he spotted his wife in the kitchen. Mr. Knolls was nowhere in sight. His anger began to fade quickly as he stood and stared at his wife.
She was bent over with the refrigerator door open, rummaging around in one of the lower drawers. With her back to him her beautiful ass was on full display. Wide, but still lean, it was a thing of near perfection. As he stood there gawking at it so prominently on display in her thong bikini bottom his anger quickly turned to raw desire.
His wife had been withholding sex from him for nearly the past month saying sweetly, "Just wait till your birthday hon as I promise the waiting will make things so much better."
"Mom, Daddy is staring at your ass." Rochelle sang out from across the kitchen.
Now both his wife and daughter were staring at him with bemused smiles.
"Rochelle, Jesus I need to put a bell on you or something. I didn't hear you come in."
"Here that hon, your daddy wants to put a bell on you. He must think you are a pussy cat or something."
Everett noticed how his wife emphasized the word "pussy" and how Rochelle was smirking at him which was a sure sign she was about to say something clever.
The sharp witted Rochelle, never one lacking in the comeback department, quickly retorted, "Please no bells, Daddy as I like to sneak around so I can see things maybe I shouldn't. It's fun. But you can still think of my pussy if you want . . . Oops I mean think of me as a pussy . . . cat that is."
Everett turned about four shades of red. The truth was he had been thinking of his daughter with less than pure thoughts, thanks to him 'just happening" to notice her braless tits under her snug tank top.
Wanting to change the subject and fast, Everett snapped, "Well unless you want to see me yelling at your mother I suggest you leave . . . now."
"Fine," Rochelle snapped as she resisted the urge to ask why he was going to yell at her mom. Deciding it would be better anyways to ask her mom as Brandi, despite being only her "stepmother", was usually very open and honest with her stepdaughter.
They actually enjoyed a very good relationship and, without fail, Brandi treated Rochelle as her very own daughter, and Rochelle, in turn, after a period of adjustment to her new mother, likewise treated Brandi as if she was her real mother.
"Now before you go spouting off too much honey, Mr. Knolls is just around the corner in the bathroom. I brought him in the house for that and nothing else."
She crossed the kitchen before stopping in front of him.
His eyes easily fell to his wife's super nice set of tits before finding her face again.
"I didn't think that you were doing anything wrong," he answered defensively.
"Then why are you upset?"
"It's just," he dropped his voice, "I saw him flirting with you out by the pool and then you lead him in here by the hand. I--" Everett cut himself off abruptly. Mr. Knolls had just rounded the corner and entered the kitchen approaching him with an extended hand.
"Oh hi, its Everett right? Will Knolls . . . I am Katie's father."
"Hi, how you doing?" Everett mumbled anxious to get back to his conversation with his wife. Mr. Knolls, sensing as much, headed toward the patio door after extending a quick birthday greeting to him.
Alone once again, Everett turned back to his wife. "Anyways, I just was upset by the way he was making you laugh so easily and then you leading in here by the hand."
"I was just being friendly, hon, you know me . . . ever the warm and friendly hostess."
"Yeah, yeah," he mumbled embarrassed by his overreaction.
"OK, so look, maybe I am being a bit extra friendly to some of the older male guests but I have a reason."
When she said nothing more only giving him a coy smile he was forced to ask.
"OK, why?"
"Just to make you jealous. A bit of jealousy is good for a marriage I think. It lets someone know you still care . . . besides you fuck me really good when you are jealous honey. Fuck me like you got something to prove."
"Yeah, well, you know me so well."
"Yes I do. Enough anyways to know it's just not me you are jealous over. In fact, I think our darling little daughter may be making you at least twice as jealous as I am . . . I mean what with all those boys that keep talking to her . . . especially that one handsome young stud she brought to meet you."
"Yeah, guilty as charged. It bothers me. Does that make me a bad father?"
"No, not bad. Typical maybe. Anyways I have a feeling you are not enjoying your birthday party so much."
"I do have a bit of a headache so maybe we could think about wrapping it up soon."
"Well if that's what you want then why don't you go upstairs, take some aspirin, and lay down and then later," she paused, patting him on the cheek before a sly smile came over her face, "Your mommy will be up to give her baby boy some much needed attention."
His cock, reacting akin to Palov's dog, began to get instantly hard as soon as his wife mentioned the word "mommy" to him.
Everett and his wife, just within the last year or so, in an attempt to spice up their sex life, started to play naughty role playing games in the bedroom. Everett's favorite game, by far, was when Brandi pretended to be his mommy.
She fit the role, if not perfectly pretty nicely as she was a good ten years older than him so it was not so unrealistic.
Twenty minutes later, Everett slipped off into a quiet sleep as he stretched out on their bed while Brandi went about the business of politely wrapping up the party and sending the guests home.
After finally getting everyone home and throwing on a white tank top over her bikini top, she was just cleaning up in the kitchen when Rochelle walked into the kitchen.
Getting right to the point she said, "So why was Daddy mad at you?"
"He was not really mad, just a bit jealous I think."
"Over the way you were flirting with everyone?" Rochelle asked. Pulling up a stool to the kitchen counter, she plopped down on it hoping her mom would tell her something interesting.
"Hey, I was not flirting with . . . everyone. I mean, I left the younger boys alone so they could chase after you."
"No one was chasing after me, Mom," Rochelle quietly murmured.
"Really . . . well their loss because such a beautiful and charming young lady as yourself Rochelle would be worth the chase I think."
"Aww, Mom you are laying it on thick. I am charming maybe, but beautiful . . . hardly."
Brandi crossed the kitchen to her daughter. Pulling up a stool next to Rochelle, she sat down.
"So what is NOT beautiful about you baby. Surely not your hair as it's gorgeous." Brandi reached out and ran her fingers through her daughter's long, dark, hair.
It dropped well past her shoulders, just down to her breasts, and was really quite gorgeous.
"Hmm, surely not that dazzling smile of yours with those perfectly even white teeth. All that money your daddy spent for you as a teenager on braces so you could have perfect teeth certainly paid off. I mean really honey you have a smile that never fails to melt our hearts baby, me and your dad both."
"Thank you, but don't stop there, go on. What else?" Rochelle said with a giggle.
"Well, let me see, you have pretty eyes baby girl, dark and mysterious. And then they are those cute little dimpled cheeks of yours. Hmm, sweet as pumpkin pie they are."
"And," Rochelle whispered warming to her mom's over the top compliments.
"What else, let me see, hmm, your beautiful dark complexion is nothing short of flawless."
And it was as Rochelle had a medium skin tone resembling a delicious light chocolate—not too dark, not too light, but just a perfect blend she inherited from her mixed parentage.
"Then there is that near perfect youthful body of yours as it too is flawless." Brandi took her daughter's hands in hers prompting her to stand up.
Rochelle stood up glowing in the limelight of her mom's praise. "Just look at that body of yours! Hmm, shown off so nicely in your cute little outfit that your Mom bought you. It's no wonder the boys were all flocking around you."
Rochelle was small, five-three, but with a comely figure featuring a pair of mouthwatering 34C tits, flat abs, and muscular thighs. Rochelle accompanied her mother to the gym at least twice and week, and like her, stuck to a strict diet making sure to eat right. The results showed.
"OK enough," Rochelle said sitting back down. "Seriously, what was Dad upset about? I mean he seemed grumpy for most of the afternoon."
"If I tell you, you must promise it will just be between us, honey."
"Yes, of course. I know how to keep secrets."
"Well actually I don't think he was none too happy with either of us. Me . . . because my usual flirty personality was probably getting on his nerves and you, sweetie, running around in that sexy little outfit of yours was probably also getting on his nervous some."
"So he was upset seeing my new outfit."
"I think he was just, more or less, upset about all the attention your new outfit got you. Your father is not used to sharing you honey. You have to understand that."
"Oh."
It was all Rochelle could think to say with this new information catching her totally off guard.
"Maybe you should go talk to him and maybe try to be extra sweet to him. After all, it's still his birthday."
"OK, I will go talk to him," she told her mom as she started to get up.
"Hey, before you go, I need to tell you something else so sit back down."
After Rochelle sat back down her mom looked at her seriously before saying, "I need to remind you how I not only bought you that cute little outfit you are wearing today that you wanted so bad . . . using my own money, but I also bought you those two new bras you were dying to have . . . and your favorite perfume, the real expensive one, and let's not forget how I gave you my credit card and let you buy those jeans and blouse you wanted, and finally, how it was me that gave you permission to invite a bunch of your friends to your dad's party . . . including boys."
"Yeah, I know Mom and I thanked you."
"You also made a promise to me. You promised to not be so stubborn and do whatever you mom told you for the rest of the summer. Do you remember that promise, Rochelle?"
"OK, OK, I am doing what you told me. I said I'm going upstairs to talk to him right now."
"And you will continue to do whatever I tell you right?"
"Yes, Mother," Rochelle quickly replied. Her mother was the sweetest woman in the world-- until she didn't get her way and then it was watch out.
"And when you talk to him remember you need to be extra sweet honey, with sugar on top . . . especially tonight when we both need to get back in his good graces. I will be up later to see how things are going."
Heading upstairs, Rochelle decided it might be best to change out of her offending outfit since it was a source of obvious irritation to him.
A few minutes later, after changing into a singularly unattractive flannel nightshirt, Rochelle was knocking on his door.
"Come in!" he snapped as he laid, stretched out on the bed, working on a mixed drink of Jack and Coke from the small mini bar stuck in one corner of their spacious bedroom.
"Hi Daddy," Rochelle said cheerily as she came bounding into the room, determined to do exactly as she promised her mother.
"Hi Daddy" would be about as far as she would get. Everett immediately, fueled by the three beers he had at the party, plus the Jack and Coke he was sipping on, went on the attack. "Where is your sexy little outfit you were flaunting at my party earlier, Rochelle? You know the one that had all the boys chasing after you."
"Da-" She started to response, but he cut her off without a moment's hesitation.
"You know there was a time, not so long ago, whenever you bought anything new you made it a point to show me first. I guess that time has passed considering how you mom informed me she bought that outfit for you almost two weeks ago?"
Rochelle wanted to defend herself in some way, but was so caught off guard by his verbal tirade she was too stunned to speak. Instead, she moved closer to the bed meaning to maybe grab his hand and apologize.
"Yeah, come closer . . . closer still," he told her while waving his hand for her to come to the edge of the bed.
She said nothing as he leaned toward her and took a big whiff. "Just as I thought. The new perfume you bought is not for me either. I can barely smell it on you now, but earlier . . . yeah when you dragged that boy over to meet me you fairly reeked of it and just like with your new outfit there was a time when I would have been the one you showed off a new perfume to by giving me a nice hug and kiss just so I could be close enough to smell you."
"Dad, really aren't you--"
Then disaster struck as her phone beeped; she was holding it in her hand. While it was a mistake even bringing it into the bedroom in the first place, she compounded her mistake by stopping what she was going to say to look at her phone.
Now he really went off. "Typical, you damn kids can't go anywhere without dragging your phones with you. So fucking afraid you going to miss a life or death message. Go on . . . go back to your room so you can message back your friends and then stare at your phone in rapturous wonder waiting for the next message to come in."
When she hesitated he barked, "Go on, and get out. If you can't talk to me without carrying that fucking thing around in your hand I don't want talk to you at all."
Brandi, alerted things were not going well after hearing her husband yell, rushed upstairs to find her daughter escaping from the bedroom with tears in her eyes.
She glanced in the room to find Everett over at the bar making himself another drink. Deciding it would be better to get the story from her, rather than her half-drunk husband, she hurried down the hall to Rochelle's bedroom.
She found Rochelle sitting on the edge of her bed sulking. Sitting down next to her, Brandi asked softly, "What happened sweetie?"




"He is really pissed."
"Why?"
"I don't know really. He would not let me even speak."
"Hmm . . . I think I know one reason maybe," Brandi said poking at the sleeve of her daughter's ratty flannel nightshirt.
"Because of this. I put this on because it's . . . you know--"
"Doesn't matter why honey. The damn thing is ugly," Brandi interjected, "unlike your pretty outfit you had on earlier."
"Yeah, I changed before I talked to him. I mean I thought you said he was upset about me wearing that so . . ." Rochelle looked at her mother more confused than ever.
"Look . . . like me explain something to you again my dear. Maybe you didn't understand it the first time I told you. Your dad was not upset about your sexy outfit. In fact, he loved how it looked on you."
"How do you know?"
"Simple . . . I asked him and he told me. But what he didn't love was all the attention it was getting you, and even more how you seemed to save it especially for his party . . . but not for him."
"Oh, yeah, he sort of mentioned that. He said I didn't show him first . . . like I used to whenever I bought anything new," Rochelle said quietly beginning to maybe understand why he was so upset.
"So now when he finally sees you alone, and you want to pay him some attention, instead of wearing something nice, something pretty, you come in this ratty old nightshirt."
"So what should I have worn, Mom? Should I have left my new outfit on?"
"Well, that would have been better than what you have on now, but still it would not be a surprise. It's his birthday and I am sure he would like you to surprise him by wearing something new he has never seen before . . . you know something nice maybe. Let me see . . . do you have anything new you could show off to him that is both pretty and maybe a little sexy and nice."
"No, not really. The newest things I bought were those jeans and a blouse when you gave me your credit card but I wore them . . . just for him . . . when he took me to lunch the other day."
"Is that all you have new?" Brandi asked with a knowing smile on her face.
"Yeah, I think so . . . well, except for those two new bras and the panties you bought me, but, I mean I can't show them off . . . to him."
A perfectly delicious and most evil idea was starting to form in Brandi's mind. She wondered though if she could get her daughter to play along. Deciding to see what might happen, Brandi went ahead and acted upon her idea.
"And why not?"
"Oh like he is going to be really impressed."
Rochelle jumped to her feet, moving over to her dresser, she yanked open the bottom drawer. Pulling out her two new bras, they still had the tags on them, she brought them back over to her mother. Dropping them on the bed she said, "What am I going to say? 'Look Daddy your little girl bought two new sexy bras, aren't you impressed'?"
"First of all, young lady that is not the way you would show them off to him by just dropping them on the bed in front of him. You need to be a bit mysterious hon . . . men like mystery. Now this is what you need to do . . ."
Brandi spent the next few minutes outlining a bold plan for the both of them—together-- to get back into his good graces and give him a happy birthday after all. It took a bit of convincing on Brandi's part to get her daughter to agree, but in the end, after gravely reminding her of her solemn promise to do whatever her mother told her all summer, Rochelle, not wanting to incur the wrath of her mother also, meekly agreed.
Everett set the empty glass down. It was his second Jack and Coke and he was now feeling little pain. Plopping back down on the bed, he closed his eyes and was just starting to relax when he heard a light tapping on the door.
He opened his eyes in time to see his wife pop her head inside the room. "Sweetie, can we come in."
"I would rather be alone," he snapped. "I mean, haven't you two caused enough grief for me today already?" Everett's anger at his daughter had the dual effect of bringing back his anger toward his wife for her flirtatious ways during the party.
Ignoring his request to be alone, Brandi pushed open the door and entered the room with Rochelle in tow. "Yes, we have darling, especially your pretty young daughter . . . and me, of course, and that is why we want to spent the rest of the evening making it up to you. Isn't that right, honey?"
"Yes, please Daddy, it's still your birthday and me and mommy still have some birthday presents for you."
Everett was about to snap again when he paused. They were up to something. He could tell because both of them were looking especially gorgeous having obviously taken the time to put on makeup and do their hair up nicely. Rochelle wearing makeup was especially a dead giveaway as she only wore it on special occasions.
Then there was the elegant matching white satin robes they were both wearing. It was a Christmas present from him to the both of them last year and other than that Christmas Eve when they had both tried their robes on, it was the first time he seen them wear their robes together since then.
His anger never stood a chance as he gazed at his wife and daughter both looking so gorgeous in their matching robes.
"Fine, fine, you can stay but I am still, you know, angry with the both of you," he responded trying his best to still sound upset.
"Well let's see if you can stay angry at both your mommy and your little girl after you unwrap your birthday presents from them, little boy."
Rochelle looked at first her mother, and then her father, in confusion. She was about to ask what her mother was talking about when Brandi, noticing the confused look on her daughter's face, made a bold decision.
"Let me explain, sweetheart."
She sat Rochelle down on the bed, then settled down next to her shooting her husband a look that said "silence".
Everett ignored the look and started to speak, "Honey, I don't think she needs to hear--"
Brandi glared at her husband. If he wasn't going to play along with her naughty plan it would totally collapse. She would make one attempt to get him to go along and if not . . . well it would be his loss.
Making her voice as harsh as possible, Brandi snapped at him, "Look, little boy, don't ever interrupt Mommy when she is talking. Do you understand?"
Everett at first was stunned at the severity of his wife's tone. She reserved this tone only for when she was feeling extra frisky and they were in the midst of playing their "Mommy and her little boy" sex games. Could she actually want Rochelle to see this, or was this just a prelude for later when they were alone.
Before he could formulate a response, Rochelle started to giggle, being amused at the sharp tone of voice her mother used on her father, and at the way she called him "little boy".
Brandi now wheeled on her daughter deciding to go all in on her risqué gambit. "I don't know what you are giggling about little girl. Your daddy knows better than to cross his mommy . . . especially when she is trying to make his birthday extra special."
Rochelle, amused to no end at her mother's harsh tone, promptly looked down mumbling a quiet, "Sorry Mommy".
Curious to find out how far his wife was planning on taking things, Everett decided to also play along. "I am sorry too, Mommy."
"Very good. Now you both need to understand just who is in charge tonight and obey me without question."
Brandi turned back to Rochelle, and taking her hands gently, she told her, "Now Rochelle, sweetheart, listen closely. Your daddy has abandonment issues. First, his mother left him at a young age, and then his first wife, your mother, also abandoned him and you both. Didn't you ever wonder why your daddy married someone like me who is so much older than him?"
"I don't know, I just thought he married you because you were so pretty and so nice."
Brandi paused, flattered at her daughter's praise before continuing to lay the groundwork for her wicked little plan. "You have to understand Rochelle maybe that is why your daddy was so upset seeing you flirting with those boys in your sexy little outfit this afternoon. He thinks maybe you are going to up and run off and abandon him too."
Rochelle looked at her mother and begin to protest. "I would never--"
"Don't tell me sweetie, tell him."
Rochelle turned to her daddy. "Daddy, you are my hero and that is forever and I will never abandon you."
"Thank you sweetie," Everett answered quietly although deep down in his heart he knew she would leave . . . eventually.
"I think your daddy needs more than words to convince him, Rochelle. I think this might be a good time for you to allow him to unwrap the birthday present you got him."
Brandi stood up, taking both of their hands and leading them over to the comfortable padded chaise nestled in a corner next to the mini bar.
"Now you sit here, honey and prepare yourself because I am pretty sure you are really going to like what your daughter got you for your birthday."
Everett moved to the edge of the chaise as Brandi directed Rochelle to move around so she was standing directly in front of him.
Looking over Rochelle's shoulder as she stood behind her, Brandi told her husband, "Go ahead and unwrap your present darling."
"But where is it. I mean she doesn't have anything."
"What I got you is hiding under my robe, Daddy," Rochelle quietly told him.
When Everett didn't respond as he tried to process the implications of what his daughter just told him, Brandi stepped up to the rescue. Leaning forward, she whispered, just loud enough for her husband to hear also, "Maybe mommy should unwrap your present for him, sweetie."
Rochelle smiled faintly before whispering to her daddy, "Would that be OK, Daddy . . . mommy unwrapping your present for you?"
"Of course that would be fine . . ."
Everett's heart began to race as he watched his wife reach around and untie the knot holding his daughter's robe shut, and after getting the tie on the robe unknotted, Brandi slowly slipped the satin robe off of her daughter's body.
What Rochelle was wearing under her robe was simply breathtaking: it was a stunning white lace bra with matching thong panties that made Everett's cock come instantly alive. Indeed, the pretty white bra stood out in shimmering beauty against his daughter's dark glowing skin making a perfectly gorgeous contrast.
Brandi leaned forward, whispering in her daughter's ear. Rochelle turned back to look at her mother who nodded her head. Turning back to her father, Rochelle, making her voice as sweet and innocent as possible, whispered, "Do you like my new bra, Daddy? You are the first to see how it looks on me."
Tilting her head to one side seductively, she whispered again. "Please Daddy tell me this makes up for me not showing my new outfit off to you first."
"It does baby. You know, I think I like your new bra even better than that sexy little outfit you were wearing at my party earlier. I mean, you look so utterly beautiful in it that I feel I must look away before my eyes get burned by your awesome beauty."
It was the truth—all except the looking away part. As for that, Everett simply couldn't help himself. He was staring directly at his daughter's chest; directly at those youthful tits of hers so proudly showed off in her new bra. Maybe because he was more than a little drunk, he did little to disguise the fact he was staring at his daughter's tits.
Rochelle noticed the way her daddy's gaze was so intently focused on her chest, and liked the feeling of sexiness it gave her. Although she was generally shy about showing off, except on special occasions like today at her daddy's birthday party, tonight the combination of wanting to get back in his good graces and the couple small sips of wine her mother shared with her downstairs when they were talking conspired to weave a magical, forbidden spell over her heart.
Brandi, noting also how intently her husband was staring at their daughter's tits, decided to stir the pot a bit. "You know honey, your mother can just tell by the way your daddy is staring at your new bra that he really likes it."
"Good. So can I ahh . . . maybe put my robe back on now, Mom?" Reality was beginning to settle inside young Rochelle's heart, scaring her a bit as her innate shyness was starting to assert itself.
"Why sweetie?"
Turning to her mom, Rochelle answered coyly, "Just coz I am shy."
Brandi flickered her eyes at her husband. This was a nonverbal cue to him stating she wanted him to intercede here. They had been married long enough where Everett easily picked up on the majority of his wife's unspoken cues.
Feigning anger, he snapped at Rochelle, "Yeah, right, shy my ass. You weren't so shy little girl running around my party earlier out by the pool in your skimpy little outfit for the whole world to see, but now, alone in your Mommy and Daddy's bedroom, two people you should trust above all others, all of a sudden you're little Ms. Shy!"
"Well earlier I was with my friends. I mean all my girlfriends were wearing bikinis so . . . my outfit didn't really stand out so I guess, I mean, I felt more comfortable."
Now it was Brandi's turn to snap at her daughter. Somehow without any prior discussion, Brandi and Everett decided to play the bad cop/good cop routine on their daughter-- with a twist. The twist was simple as there was no "good cop" in this routine, only "bad cop" and "really bad cop" which was a fact the innocent young Rochelle was about to find out.
"Oh I see!" Brandi yelled stepping back as she leaned over and picked up Rochelle's robe from the floor. "You can only show off around your friends huh, but not for your mom and dad. Go ahead put your damn robe back on."
Brandi angrily shoved the satin robe back in her daughter's hands as she stood glaring at her.
"Mom, why are you so mad?" Rochelle responded in confusion as she started to slip the robe back on.
"Oh I don't know honey. Maybe it's because we spent all that time at the mall shopping for new bras for you and now instead of being proud to show your nicest one off to me and your daddy you want to play like you are so shy."
Rochelle paused. "I am shy and innocent. You guys know that. I mean you never let me do anything."
"Yes I suppose we are overprotective of you sweetie," Brandi said softening her voice, "but that is only because we love you so much."
"I know you do, but it's just that . . ." Rochelle paused again after getting the robe wrapped back around her body.
"Go on baby tell us . . . it's just that what?" Brandi said placing her hands on Rochelle's shoulders.
"It's just that no one has ever seen me in my underwear before . . . I mean not since I got older anyway, and it just seems a little naughty is all . . . to, you know, show off like that."
"That's understandable sweetheart . . . Isn't it hon?" Brandi said glancing at her husband as her hands slipped down and off of Rochelle's shoulders.
Everett nodded his head in agreement as he stared at his wife's hands, sliding up and down his daughter's bare arms, while wondering if they might wander elsewhere . . . like to her chest.
"You are shy, of course, and that is part of what makes you so very attractive, but don't you trust us sweetie, me and your daddy?" Brandi's hands were slowly slipping over toward the front of her daughter's robe.
"Yes, of course," Rochelle said before looking down just as her mother started to undo her robe again.
"And since we are such a close family baby, the three of us." Brandi was tugging at the robe's knot as Rochelle's hands came fluttering up in an attempt to stop them.
Brandi again gave her husband a nonverbal cue, flickering her eyes at him and then down to Rochelle's hands.
Everett reached out, snatching his daughter's hands into his, holding them tight. "Like your mother was saying pumpkin, we are a close family so nothing really naughty can ever happen between us as long as it's done with tenderness and love."
"I guess," Rochelle said feeling the knot come undone and her robe beginning to slip down and off her shoulders.
"Besides, baby girl, it would be a shame to keep such a pretty bra covered up, especially since you did buy it, maybe subconsciously huh, with your daddy in mind."
"I . . . I was hoping he would like it maybe," Rochelle said as she fell back to following the original plan outlined by her mother earlier when they were alone in her bedroom.
Brandi finished removing the robe and this time tossed it across the bed and out of reach. "Now let's talk about just how sweet and innocent you are little girl.
Picking up on the gambit Everett added, "Yes, I am wondering about that myself. Even though me and your mother don't let you date maybe you sneak out with boys behind our backs."
"No, no, never," Rochelle cried. It was the truth.
Brandi smiled. This was definitely heading in the right direction. Now, if only she could keep the momentum going just maybe she would finally be able to give her husband his ultimate dream—and the most perfect birthday present of all time.
"So you have never been kissed? Never had a boy punch his eager tongue in your mouth and swirl it around?" Brandi asked.
"Never had a boy's roaming hands try to feel you up?" Everett interjected before Rochelle could even answer her mother's question.
"Or a girl's," Brandi added with a knowing snicker.
Rochelle shook her head as she shifted back and forth on her feet nervously between her parents. This part of the plan her mother had definitely not outlined back in her bedroom.
"So it means those beautiful little tits of yours are pure and untouched . . . like freshly fallen snow in a remote backcountry." Brandi declared sweetly before adding, "Now don't lie to us."
"Yes, Mommy they have never been touched . . . I swear." Rochelle's mind was whirling from the way things seemed to be going so far off script.
The way her mother outlined things earlier in her bedroom was about how she should make a somewhat dramatic demonstration of showing off her new bra to her daddy, letting him be the first to see it-- as a sort of make-up gesture for the whole incident on keeping her new outfit she wore earlier a secret.
Then she was to follow up with a bit of innocent flirting and/or teasing like she always did whenever she had something new and pretty to show off to him.
Brandi assured Rochelle her father would be thrilled in the courage it would take allowing herself to be seen in her new bra, and then all would be forgiven.
But now this! Yeah, this was growing much more serious by the minute, and by both their tone and attitude with her, and the deep probing questions, she could only wonder where it was ultimately heading.
The better question was: did she even possess the courage to put an end to it? A maybe even better question might have been: did she even want to put an end to it because, truthfully, Rochelle was finding a quiet thrill in the ongoing drama being played out.
As she stood there between them, she felt their questioning stares. Did they believe her? Was they upset because they thought she had been sneaking around behind their back with boys.
Deciding she needed to again defend her honor she turned to her mother first. "Mom, how could I sneak around? I mean you guys are so overprotective of me that I never have a chance to go out and be naughty."
Turning back to her father she added, "Daddy, you believe me right? That I am still a good girl."
Everett only smiled and said nothing, content to let his wife continue to lead things.
Brandi reached out with her hand and gently used it to turn her daughter's face around toward her. Speaking slowly, choosing her words carefully, Brandi made what she hoped would be the decisive move.
"Honey, did you ever consider we had a good reason to be so overprotective of our little girl?" After running her fingers through her dark hair, Brandi reached around and took her daughter's hands turning her fully toward her.



In a soft sweet whisper, Brandi went for broke. "Maybe me and your daddy were just saving you, saving that beautiful virgin body of yours, all for ourselves."
Brandi took a step forward pressing her body up against her daughter. Rochelle, still reeling from the implications of what her mother just whispered to her, now felt her father's looming presence behind her.
Carefully, he began kneading her neck and shoulders, sending shivers up and down her spine as whispered in her ear. "Honey we both love you so much and that's why your mother said that."
"Yes, I know," Rochelle answered quietly and then, wanting to shift the attention away from her, she said, "Hey when are you going to give daddy your present, Mom?"
"I think maybe would be a good time huh." Turning her attention to her husband Brandi said, "My present for you little boy is under my robe also, but maybe you would rather have your daughter unwrap it for you."
"Yes that would be nice I think."
Rochelle hesitated. She was not sure what to do. Somehow, she sensed taking her mother's robe off at this juncture might set her upon a forbidden path of which there might be no escape. She was both afraid to obey her mother while being equally nervous about not doing what she was told.
Brandi sensing her daughter's indecision, decided to give her a bit of help.
After Brandi guided Rochelle over to the bed, she sat her down before giving her husband and sly smile and steering her daughter's hands to the front of her robe.
Pleading softly, Brandi told her, "Now c'mon on sweetie and do this for your daddy as don't you think he deserves to see what I got him for his birthday?"
The pleading in her mom's voice quelled the last of any doubts Rochelle might have had.
Everett was sitting over on the lone bar stool across the bedroom from them, sipping a fresh drink, while enjoying where his wicked wife was taking things.
After undoing the knotted tie holding her mom's robe shut, Rochelle carefully stripped it off of her body revealing a white bra and panty set. The bra was particularly alluring as the white cups had black trim around them with the trim being adorned with small gold studs. The matching panties provided very little coverage in the back as Brandi turned this way and that way, offering them both a chance to admire her sexy new bra and panties.
Brandi glanced over at her husband and could tell by the hungry look on his face he liked his present, but wanting confirmation she elicited the opinion of her daughter.
Brandi smiled at her daughter as she took a step closer. "You think he likes his birthday present, baby?"
"Yes, "Rochelle replied feeling a flutter of butterflies in her stomach as her mom drew nearer. The butterflies were maybe caused by the fact she seemed to be having an incredibly hard time taking her eyes off her mom's super nice body.
The butterflies really started hopping around as Brandi reached out and gently touched Rochelle's face. "What about your baby, do you like your mother's present for your daddy. I mean do you like the way it shows off what a nice big pair of boobies your mommy has huh?"
"It really does," Rochelle replied a bit embarrassed as she was speculating how her mom had maybe caught her staring at her tits.
Brandi, sensing the time was right to move in for the kill, used a gentle hand on her daughter's cheek to direct her attention back toward her before taking another small step forward. "Do you wanna touch them honey. Maybe you are curious huh?"
"Mom, I'm . . . I'm not like that! I like boys . . . mostly."
"Oh don't be so dramatic sweetheart. I wasn't suggesting you were a lesbian. I just thought you might be a little curious is all. You know a lot of young teen age girls are just curious about other women, especially older women and that's just . . . you know . . . normal."
"You mean curious when it comes to the sexy stuff?" Rochelle asked.
"Yes. I know I was when I was your age. Fortunately, I had an older roommate at college who helped me explore my curiosity . . . just like I want to help you explore yours."
Brandi reached out and took Rochelle's hands guiding them toward her chest as she whispered, "C'mon honey, let mommy help you explore."
Rochelle was about to say OK when suddenly she remembered her daddy was in the room. She turned to him. He was staring at the two of them . . . much like a cat stares at a mouse before pouncing.
"But what about Daddy?" she whispered as she tried to pull her hands away.
Brandi gripped her daughter's hands tighter. "Forget about him. Concentrate on Mommy . . . OK? Trust me, he will be just fine over there watching us. It will be like a birthday present for him and something special for us. Go on . . . please baby . . . be brave for me."
Rochelle gave in completely then to her mother's soft pleas, allowing her hands to be guided northward until they bumped up against her tits.
"Go on sweetie, feel them. I know you want to. I can see it in your eyes."
Like sticking a toe in the water to test how warm it is, Rochelle, using both hands, gave each of her mom's tits a gentle squeeze through the soft bra cups causing Brandi to whisper, "Hmm, that's it baby, nice and gentle. Go on squeeze them some more."
Liking the way they felt; liking the way her mother was pleading with her, Rochelle started to fondle her mom's tits more aggressively.
Everett downed the last of his whiskey and coke before sitting the glass down hard on the bar counter. He didn't know how things had gotten this far, but he was not complaining as watching his beautiful young daughter run her hands all over his wife's tits through that super sexy bra of hers was quite the turn on.
Finally, Rochelle paused in fondling her mom's tits before giving her a pensive look. Dropping her voice to a quiet whisper she said, "Mom are you sure this is OK . . . what I am doing?"
"Let's ask your father," Brandi said. "Honey, can you come over here. Your daughter wants to ask you something."
Everett quickly crossed the room to them. "So you wanted to ask me something, Rochelle honey?"
"So is it OK . . . isn't it kind of naughty me touching her like this?"
Everett glanced at Brandi. She had a mischievous smile on her face indicating he should answer the question in such a way as to encourage his daughter to do . . . more.
Everett took his daughter by the hands, guiding her down to the bed so they were both sitting side by side. Looking at her seriously, he said, "Well, honey it's definitely not wrong as long as you are doing it with love and it sure looks like your mother loves you touching her breasts. What about you . . . do you like touching them? You said they are nice."
Rochelle hesitated slightly before answering. "Yes, I do like touching them. It's kind of fun, but still its naughty and you guys said I should never be naughty."
Brandi interjected now ready to take control of the situation once more. "Honey, we said don't be naughty with other people . . . like your friends. We are your parents so it's OK to be naughty with us sometimes."
"I guess," Rochelle replied softly finding it hard to argue with their logic.
"Besides," Brandi said cheerily as she plopped down on the bed on the other side of Rochelle, "It's your daddy's birthday, remember. And it's OK to be naughty on birthdays"
"It is?" Rochelle asked before turning to him.
"Sure honey and now that I am sitting here . . . so close . . . maybe you can play with your mommy's boobies some more. Before I was really too far away to see very much the first time."
Flanked on either side by her very naughty, and very demanding parents, Rochelle knew resistance would be futile so she gave in. Completely.
As her hands came into contact with her mom's tits once more her daddy leaned toward her whispering, "That's it baby, now play with them all nice like . . . for me."
OK, Daddy," Rochelle answered quietly as she began to firmly knead her mom's tits this time not holding back at all. Brandi leaned back on the bed, thrusting her chest out, confident her daughter would no longer need her hands to push things along.
She was right. Rochelle fondled her mom's tits through the bra liking the way they bounced and jiggled under her firm touch. Brandi looked over at Everett; he was quite noticeably squirming on the bed. He obviously was hard down there and would need to be included in the fun and games, probably sooner rather than later.
Reaching up, Brandi removed her daughter's hands from her boobs before whispering, "Honey, while I think your daddy is really enjoying watching his daughter play with his Mommy's boobies we need to include him in our fun and games. After all it is some little boy's birthday."
"Yes, I agree," Rochelle said giggling once more over her mom calling her father a "little boy".
"Very good then. I think we should start by some young lady sharing some very nice birthday kisses with her daddy."
Rochelle turned to her father, and gave him a timid kiss or two on the cheek before Brandi used her hand on the back of her daughter's head to steer her lips toward his.
"Go on baby, don't be shy . . . give your daddy a nice kiss on his lips . . . I mean it is his birthday and he deserves to be treated extra special tonight right?"
"Right, Mommy," Rochelle responded quietly before leaning in and giving her daddy a soft kiss . . . directly on the lips.
After this initial kiss, Rochelle tried to pull back but Brandi, using a firm hand on the back of her head, prevented her from doing so. "That was nice baby," she whispered to her daughter, "but don't quit now as I'm sure your daddy would like some more kisses."
Trapped by both her mom's words, and her steady hand on the back of her head, Rochelle gave her daddy several more light kisses.
Father and daughter exchanged several kisses, their lips smacking lightly together once, and then twice, before Everett took the plunge and carefully slipped his tongue into her mouth, swirling it around quickly.
The innocent Rochelle was taken by surprise by his bold action. Pulling back she cried out, "Daddy is kissing me weird, Mommy. He is using his tongue."
Rochelle knew what he was doing but decided, quite impulsively, to play at being naïve since her mother and father seemed to enjoy thinking of her being so very sweet and innocent and naïve when it came to the sexy stuff.
"Oh no baby, that is the French way of kissing. Don't get scared. You will get used to it and I bet end up liking it."
"OK," Rochelle said happily as she had totally fooled her mom into thinking she was really that naïve about the sexy stuff.
Their lips came together again, and this time when he snaked his tongue into her mouth Rochelle eagerly accepted it.
"Good girl," Brandi whispered in her ear stroking her dark hair. "Now kiss your daddy back like that."
Rochelle tentatively slipped her tongue into her daddy's mouth, liking the way it felt. After Everett jabbed his tongue back in her mouth several times they parted, but not before they shared one final breathless kiss.
Finally, it was Brandi's turn to be jealous. Turning Rochelle toward her she said in an urgent whisper, "Kiss your mommy like that baby. She is feeling a bit neglected."
Rochelle had no time to even consider an answer as Brandi aggressively smashed her mouth against her daughter's. They engaged in a series of hot kisses, tongues snaking in and out of each other's mouths, before Everett interceded and turned Rochelle back his way. It was his turn again.
Rochelle's head was left spinning from the three way kissing fest that seemed to go on forever before both Brandi and Everett pulled back from their daughter.
"So honey are you ready?" her mother asked sweetly.
"Ready for what?" Rochelle replied in a small voice. She was both scared and excited all at once. This was going faster and further than she could have ever imagined.
"To be felt up for the first time. I think you should let your father have the honor being its birthday. Would that be OK with you sweetie?"
When Rochelle didn't answer right away Brandi turned on the charm. "Oh please baby, say yes, as that would be a real nice birthday present for your daddy . . . don't you think?"
Rochelle turned to her daddy. "Do you think that would be a nice present, Daddy?" she sweetly asked.
"That would be one of the best birthday presents ever little girl," Everett replied as he stared longingly at his daughter's chest.
Rochelle looked down bashfully before playing the shy card again. "Yeah, but I'm still a little insecure about showing off my boobies . . . even to my parents."
"Hmm, that's OK baby . . . as I think your daddy would be very much OK feeling up those nice virgin boobies of yours up through your sexy bra."
Sighing, Rochelle closed her eyes and leaned back against her mother ready to be felt up for the first time . . . by her daddy. It seemed like such a wicked fantasy; a wicked fantasy that she could not escape; a wicked fantasy she was not trying very hard to escape.
Brandi carefully guided Everett's hands up and onto Rochelle's tits. He fondled them tenderly as Rochelle let out a gentle sigh.
Brandi wrapped her arms around her daughter's mid-section nice and tight as she leaned over and whispered to Everett, "Do they feel nice little boy?"
"They do, Mommy." Everett croaked in a voice hoarse with forbidden desire as he begin to knead his daughter's tits purposefully through her pretty bra.
"I bet they are nice and firm," she replied before lowering her mouth to Rochelle's ear. "Is it OK if Mommy feels them too honey?"
"It's OK, Mommy," Rochelle replied as she begin to squirm at the mere thought of being felt up by both her parents at the same time.
Brandi slipped her hands up cupping her daughter's tits gently while Everett tenderly squeezed them through her bra.
"Oh God, what are you guys doing to me?" Rochelle moaned as she felt her nipples stiffen.
"Hmm, just having some fun, sweetie . . . now relax," Brandi whispered as she lowered her mouth to Rochelle's neck and began to shower it with kisses just as Everett joined in bringing his mouth to hers.
Father and daughter kissed again—this time with wanton lust-- as Brandi found the weak spot on her daughter's neck. She proceeded to attack it with reckless abandon, turning poor Rochelle into mere putty in their hands.
The two sets of hands all over her tits, fondling them ever so gently, her daddy's tongue stabbing in her mouth, her mother's tongue lapping ever so lightly at her neck, alternating between rough kisses and tender nibbles, had Rochelle whining with pleasure.
After Brandi pulled back, Everett, sensing what his wife wanted, also drew back. Both father and daughter then, knowing exactly who was in charge, turned to their "mommy" with two pairs of expectant eyes, ready to do her wicked bidding.
"It's time," Brandi announced.
"For what?" Rochelle asked.
"For the great unveiling of your young virgin tits and my new and improved tits. Your daddy . . . and my little boy is dying to see them both I bet."
"I am very much so," Everett replied.
"Good then go get the vanity bench and bring it over here, next to the bed, so you can have a ringside seat. Hurry up now."
Brandi was an expert in the art of teasing and she was about to create her ultimate masterpiece. After getting the vanity bench in place a few feet away from the bed Brandi, using her sternest voice, barked, "Now sit down and tuck them dirty little hands of yours under your butt little boy and don't let me dare see you move them."
Deciding to see just how hot she could get her husband before he exploded, Brandi pushed on with her wicked plan, but then something totally unexpected happened.
"Mommy why does he have to sit on his hands?"
"So he doesn't do anything naughty while he watches us sweetie."
"But little boys don't always mind. Ahh, maybe we should do something more than have him just sit on his hands. I mean you are going to be paying lots of attention to me right?
"Of course, sweetie."
"And what if, while you are distracted, he does something naughty?"
"You know I never thought of that. He can be a bad boy sometimes. What do you think we should do to make sure his hands stay in place?"
"OK, I have an idea but don't get mad Mommy if I tell you."
"Tell me. Come on I promise Mommy will keep her temper."
"Well I was snooping in your room once, a while ago, and found something."
"What?" Brandi said trying to keep her growing excitement in check although she had a fairly good idea of just what little Ms. Snooper found.
"In the bottom drawer of your nightstand under some of your old nightgowns I found a couple pairs of handcuffs and some . . . other weird stuff."
"Oh you did huh? And you are thinking maybe we should handcuff your daddy to ensure he behaves like his mommy told him to."
"Yes," Rochelle replied looking over at her daddy with a sly grin on her face.
Daughter like mother, Everett thought with a sigh as Brandi was especially fond of playing bondage games.
"I think that is a good idea so why don't you be a little angel and go grab the handcuffs out of the drawer. They are still there where you found them."
When she was halfway over to the nightstand drawer Brandi called out after her daughter, "Oh and honey, why don't you bring that other weird stuff you discovered while you're at it."
A minute later, Everett was sitting on the vanity bench with his hands securely cuffed behind his back, thanks to his young daughter, watching as his wife settled down in the middle of their king sized bed facing their daughter. The "weird stuff" Rochelle had been referring to was spread out on the bed between them.
The weird stuff, which was actually Brandi's collection of sex toys, consisted of a purple double dong, a vibrating wand with a white handle and large purple head, and a small vibrating butt plug. Mixed in among the toys were a pair of a dark sashes that could serve either as a blindfolds or as additional restraints and a large flesh colored strap on dildo.
"What is all this stuff?" Rochelle asked sweetly doing her best to act totally naïve once again. While having no real experience with any of the toys, Rochelle did have a basic understanding of what this stuff actually was and how it was used, but decided-- for her parents sake-- she would pretend to be utterly clueless.
Everett's cock was already throbbing in anticipation of what he was getting ready to witness. Knowing his wife, he knew it was going to be hot.
"All this stuff baby, is just your mother's toys."
"Really, can we play with them, Mommy?" Rochelle asked innocently.
"Tell you what. Don't give me a hard time in taking off your bra so we can show off those lovely tits of yours to your daddy and I will let you explore the wonders of Mommy's toys with her."
"I would like to, but I am just really shy, Mommy. No one has ever seen my bare breasts before."
"Oh I know baby, and really, it would be an honor, a real honor, if your Mommy and Daddy where the first to see them don't you think?"
"I guess," Rochelle said doubtfully playing her role of the innocent to the best of her ability and loving it.
"Hey, I have an idea. You know no one has ever seen your Mommy's boobies either."
"Wait, that's not true. I mean Daddy has seen them a bunch of times."
"Not since I had them done just recently baby he hasn't. I have been saving them as a . . . birthday present. So why don't we show them off together and you won't feel so alone. You let me take off your bra and I will let you take off mine at the same time." Stroking her face tenderly, Brandi added, "Now how does that sound baby girl?"
"OK," Rochelle replied softly after glancing over at her daddy. He had moved to the very edge of the vanity bench doubtlessly to get a better view.



They raised up on their knees facing each other and after exchanging a series of hot kisses, Brandi guided Rochelle's hands to the back of her sexy bra. Quickly she brought her own hands around to the back of Rochelle's bra.
"OK, undo your mommy's bra and take it off and I will do the same," Brandi whispered.
Their bras came unhooked at roughly the same time before each of them slowly slipped them off of each other. They both turned, in sync, and with wicked smiles, stared at Everett.
Bringing her mouth to her daughter's ear, Brandi whispered, "Ask your daddy if he likes them sweetie."
Rochelle decided to add a bit of spice to things as she said to him softly, "Do you like your innocent young daughter's virgin boobies, Daddy?"
"Oh God yes, baby, they are beautiful." Indeed, Rochelle's nicely sized 34C breasts were the work of a creator in a good mood that day.
"What about mine, little boy. Do you like your Mommy's new and improved boobies?"
"Yes, Mommy," Everett immediately answered deciding he should send the doctor who performed this masterful uplift on his wife a thank you note. Her boobs, which had just started to show signs of sagging, were now perfectly uplifted and quite delicious looking.
Brandi leaned in close to her daughter and after they exchanged a pair of nice kisses, she whispered something in Rochelle's ear making her giggle out loud.
Everett heard his daughter whisper, "OK, Mommy," and then they pressed their boobs together and started rubbing them around in soft semi- circles.
Brandi, having the bigger, rounder boobs seemed to be dominating Rochelle's smaller breasts with their dark nipples as she was slowly using her breasts to push her daughter onto her back causing Rochelle to giggle with childlike glee.
Rochelle ended up prone on the bed with her mom smashing her boobies down against her chest. Moving up, Brandi used her tits to massage her daughter's face for several glorious moments with Rochelle's only response being to close her eyes and enjoy the nice facial booby massage.
Opening her eyes, Rochelle found her mom's tits mere inches from her quivering lips. Closing her eyes once more, she opened her mouth wide preparing to do what was expected of her.
Everett had thought watching his wife and daughter rub their tits together, he loved the contrast between Brandi larger white tits and his daughter's smaller ebony ones, was just about the hottest thing he ever witnessed, but now watching his young daughter sucking vigorously on her mommy's boobies was easily surpassing the titty rubbing.
Brandi moaned loudly as Rochelle's tongue circled her nipple before she took it into her mouth deeply. Brandi let Rochelle's eager young mouth nibble on her tits for some time before she dropped down with her own hungry mouth and attacked her daughter's lovely dark twin mounds.
Rochelle arched her back allowing her mother to feast upon her virgin tits. Her moans were growing increasingly desperate as Brandi's slipped a hand down toward her panties.
Brandi raised up and whispered, "Can Mommy play with that sweet little pussy of yours honey?"
Rochelle looked up at her mother with wide eyed innocence nodding her head yes as she slowly spread her legs, allowing her mother to slip one hand inside her panties.
"Oh . . . My . . . God!" Brandi exclaimed as one finger carefully dipped inside Rochelle. Turning to Everett with cunning smile, she whispered loudly, "Jesus, she has a tight little cunt and Christ she is so wet."
Brandi wriggled her finger inside of Rochelle just a bit before bringing her thumb up, using it to stroke her daughter's clit. Rochelle let out a low moan as her mommy continued to caress her clit.
"Oh look at you squirm you the poor thing. I Mommy making you all hot?"
"Mmm, yes, Mommy."
"Good. Now Mommy has a surprise for you." Picking up the nearby dark sash, she smiled at her.
"And in order for it to be really nice surprise you can't see it. So I have to put this on you."
Rochelle complied; it was much too late for protesting. Allowing her mom to fit the dark sash carefully around her head, cutting off her vision completely, Rochelle could only wonder what her surprise might be. She suspected her mother might be getting ready to use one of her toys on her—or so she hoped.
Brandi gave her husband a wink before she picked up the vibrating wand. Looking directly at him she announced, "Now little boy you really are going to be squirming as you watch your Mommy play with your daughter."
After carefully getting herself into the right position, Brandi flicked the wand on to its lowest setting. It hummed to life as she lowered her mouth to Rochelle's ear.
"Spread your legs wide baby so I can give you your secret present."
Rochelle, her heart pounding in anticipation, spread her legs just as she heard a low humming noise start up. The approaching hum of the vibrating wand only served to increase her growing excitement.
Showering Rochelle's lips with the lightest of kisses, Brandi gently brushed the large pulsating head against her daughter's nipples. Rochelle let out a moan just as Brandi slipped her tongue into her mouth.
The women kissed, tongues battling in a wicked embrace, as the wand, after attacking Rochelle's nipples and making them fully erect, slid down and in between her legs. Brandi watched with amusement as Rochelle's whole body jerked when the wand, guided expertly by her mom's experienced hand, found its mark right away.
Rotating the wand in a circular motion, Brandi increased the speed another notch while lowering her mouth to her daughter's tits.
Everett groaned audibly. He was so fucking hard it was almost painful. He watched as his wife sucked on his daughter boobs—savagely it appeared—as she worked the wand all over Rochelle's tight little cunt.
"Oh God Mommy . . . that feels so good!" Rochelle was panting like a dog and near to coming, Everett suspected, but if he knew his wife—at all—he deduced Brandi would not let her come so quickly.
He was right. Brandi leaned back after pulling her mouth away and watched her daughter squirming all over the bed. She turned up the wand even higher, as she pushed it firmly up against her clit for only a few seconds, but still it was enough to send convulsions throughout poor Rochelle's entire body.
Knowing she was so very near, Brandi yanked the vibrator away leaving Rochelle hanging on the edge.
"Mommy I was . . . I was almost there," she whined.
"I know you were baby." Brandi said as she removed the sash from around her daughter's eyes.
"So why did you stop?" Rochelle said sitting up. Her voice with tinged with disappointment.
Everett, noting the angst in her daughter's voice in having her prize snatched away at the very last moment, was amused. Teasing was something his wife was highly adept at and loved doing . . . as his daughter was in the process of finding out.
"Well, if you must know." Brandi paused before looking over at Everett. "I was thinking of your daddy, baby girl. I mean look at him . . . all alone over there watching us play. He looks a bit lonely, huh."
"Yes. He does look lonely, Mommy. Should we do something about it?"
"I think so, but only because it's his birthday, and no one should be lonely on their birthday. I guess we should go over there and give him some attention."
Brandi hopped off the bed and extended her hand to Rochelle, and after taking her mom's hand allowed herself to be led over to her father. They both sat down, crowding next to him on the vanity bench which was just long enough to accommodate the three of them with the girls on either side of him.
Having both of them so close, clad only in their panties turned up the heat on Everett even more. His cock was painfully hard by this point and he could only pray his wife was done with teasing him, but, knowing her . . . probably not.
Everett was right as the teasing now switched to a verbal playful banter. "Did you like watching Mommy make me almost come Daddy?" Rochelle asked her father sweetly.
"Yes, I did baby."
"And you liked watching us suck on each other's boobies too I bet?"
Everett swallowed hard and nodded his head. Oh yeah, the teasing was not yet over.
Brandi, noticing how her daughter's eyes kept flickering to the noticeable bulge inside her husband's jeans, decided to see just how far she could push things between them.
"Honey, I think you are noticing . . . ahh, that rather large bulge inside your poor daddy's jeans huh?"
Rochelle turned to her mother and nodded her head yes.
"Are you curious about it? I suppose you have never seen a man's penis before?"
Rochelle shook her head no.
"Well here, give me your hand. Maybe it's time Mommy taught you a thing or two about a man's body."
Brandi reached across Everett and took her daughter's hand. As she gave her husband a shrewd smile, slowly she guided Rochelle's nervous hand to his crotch. Pushing it up against the large bulge in his jeans, she smiled when Rochelle let out a noticeable gasp as her hand came in contact with his hardness.
"Here . . . let's move your hand around a bit hon. Do some exploring. I bet your daddy would like that."
Rochelle allowed her mother to guide her hand up and down Everett's hardness, liking the way it felt, but more importantly, liking the way it made him squirm and struggle against the handcuffs. It gave her a feeling of immense power.
Turning to her Mommy, Rochelle said quietly, "Mommy can I ask you something?
"Sure baby?"
"I don't want Daddy to hear. I'm embarrassed."
"Well just whisper it my ear, sweetie."
After Rochelle made her quiet confession to her mom, Brandi pulled back before telling her, "Oh sweetie that was nothing to be embarrassed about. You are just curious as any sweet, innocent, young girl might be about such things."
Brandi made extra sure to emphasize the words sweet, innocent, and young when she spoke, knowing it would only increase her husband's excitement.
For the past year they had been kicking around the idea of having a threesome, with the third member of the party being a very young girl, eighteen or nineteen at the most. Per her husband's deepest desire the girl should also be both sweet and innocent, preferably a virgin and wholly naïve about sex.
For the sake of variety, Everett expressed a desire for the young lady to be of a nonwhite ethnicity, preferably African American. In other words, Everett wanted someone totally the opposite of his wife—in both looks and sexual experience.
"Well, go ahead and ask him sweetheart," Brandi encouraged Rochelle.
Rochelle only smiled shyly and said quietly, "You ask him Mommy."
"OK." Turning to Everett she said, "Honey, your daughter wants to see your cock. She has never seen one before and is more than a little curious I think. Would it be OK if we got it out for her?"
Everett barely could find the words. This was such an impossible dream, but finally he managed to croak out a barely audible, "Yes."
Brandi ordered Everett to stand up and after removing his belt, Brandi hooked a pair of fingers around the waistband of his jeans and gave them a nice solid yank. They ended up on the floor around his ankles as Rochelle stood gazing at the large tent pole inside of her father's navy blue boxers.
Brandi got up and moved around so she was standing behind him, before she slowly pulled his boxers down. Released, Everett's cock sprung forward causing Rochelle to first gasp, and then giggle with girlish delight.
"So what do you think honey?" Brandi whispered as she peaked around her husband.
"It's so big Mommy?" Rochelle exclaimed.
"Hmm, I think he is just a shade over six and half inches . . . a decent size alright."
"Can I . . . can I touch it."
"Sure baby. Here, let Mommy help you."
Darting quickly around Everett, Brandi sat down on the vanity bench next to her daughter. Taking her hand she guided it slowly to his hard twitching cock.
"Nice huh," Brandi purred as she pushed her daughter's hand against her husband's hardness. "Go on . . . run your fingers . . . lightly, very lightly, along the underside of it and see what happens."
Rochelle did as her mother instructed and gently brushed her fingers slowly along the entire underside of her daddy's cock. She watched it twitch and grow even harder as her mother stood up and crossed the room.
Halfway across the room Brandi turned toward them saying, "Go on baby girl and keep playing with your daddy's cock while I get something. I will be just a quick minute."
Brushing her fingers along the underside of his cock once more, this time a bit more deliberately, Rochelle looked up at her daddy and whispered sweetly, "Do you like that Daddy. Am I being a good little girl?"
Everett let out a low moan before whispering back, "Oh God yes baby. You are being so good."
Returning from the bathroom, Brandi brought a small bottle of lube with her.
By now the ever curious Rochelle was experimenting by running her fingers at different speeds along his underside before discovering he seemed to be most sensitive-- just under the bulbous head of his cock.
Using just her index finger, she brushed it up and down, slowly, and then faster, under the head of his cock, making it twitch like crazy.
"I think you found his most sensitive spot, baby. Hmm, I always knew you were a quick learner. Here put some of this on your hands and I will show you a neat little trick."
After sitting down next to her, Brandi squirted a generous amount of the strawberry flavored lube on Rochelle hands. "Now wrap your hand around that nice cock of his, hon. Grip it tightly but not too tight," Brandi instructed her daughter.
Doing as her mother asked, Rochelle wrapped her hand around the lower part of her daddy's shaft. "Now what Mommy?"
"Begin moving your hand up and down hon."
Doing as instructed, Rochelle watched curiously as her daddy's knees began to wobble as she stroked his hard cock up and down.
"Go on baby, move your hand faster . . . Hmm that's it . . . faster now . . . go on baby. You are doing so good."
Brandi slipped off the vanity bench and unto her knees so she could be at eye level with the action. "Now reach under and cup his balls and jiggle them softly in your hands. Here it will be easier if you get down on your knees next to me."
Rochelle too slipped off the bench and positioned herself on her knees in front of her daddy. Brandi took her daughter's hand and pushed it over to his testicles. "Now cup them like I said . . . but keep stroking that big hard cock of his."
Brandi leaned forward whispering further instructions in her daughter's ear as she let go of Rochelle's hand.
"Does that feel good Daddy?" Rochelle whispered to him. "You like your baby girl playing with your cock."
Everett had lost the power of speech. Mumbling incoherently, he tipped his head back and closed his eyes.
"Let's have some real fun baby girl. Here try this."
Beside the lube, Brandi sneaked a large pink feather, along with a black duster out of the bathroom. She now pushed the feather in her daughter's hand while she wielded the duster.
Together they attacked Everett's aching cock. Rochelle used the feather to tickle the underside of his cock, making him moan loudly as his struggles against the handcuffs only made her giggle . . . as did his further whining.
Rochelle looked on with girlish delight, pausing in her own teasing, to watch her mother using the feather duster to fiendishly stroke all along her daddy's long hard shaft before dropping it down to lightly tickle his balls.
"Oh Jesus, you guys are killing me," Everett whimpered as he tried to step back from the delicious way they were both torturing him. This resulted in a firm rebuke from his mommy in the form of a hard slap on his ass.
"Hold still your silly little boy and take it. Your daughter is having fun you know . . . and so is your mommy and if you dare try and step back again I will really give you something to whimper about."
Everett willed himself to stay in place as his delicious sweet torture continued. They switched toys after a minute with Rochelle humming pleasantly while dancing the duster up and down his hardness. Apparently, she was really enjoying teasing him.
"God, Mommy his cock is really beginning to twitch," she exclaimed before reaching up and brushing her free hand against it. "Jesus and it's so hard!"
'Yes, well baby, I think your poor daddy has had about enough of our playful teasing," Brandi said as she took the feather duster out of her daughter's hand and stood up.
"What are we going to do now, Mommy?" Rochelle asked eagerly while staring at her daddy's hard cock. A deep, desperate desire was growing in the pit of her stomach; one that she prayed her mother had a cure for as she continued to gaze at his manhood.
"Well after all this teasing your poor daddy has endured from his mommy and his baby girl don't you think we should do something . . . especially you little girl . . . to make him happy."
"You know I would do anything to make Daddy happy," Rochelle responded happily as she smiled up at him.
"Really, well how about this . . ."
Brandi leaned over and whispered in Rochelle's ear. What she heard, at first, caused Rochelle to break out in giggles, before pulling away and staring at her mother with an astonished look on her face.
"Really, Mommy you want me to put it in my mouth! Well, I guess I can try, but I really won't know what to do."
"Just listen to me and I will guide you honey. Now here, move that pretty little mouth of yours a bit closer."
After grabbing the lube, Brandi bent down on her knees between them.
"Let me apply a bit of Mommy's lube to your daddy's cock so it tastes good for you honey. You like strawberry flavor right?"
"Mommy, you know I love strawberries."
"Yes, of course I do and maybe that's why I bought this flavored lube in the first place . . . just for this special occasion. Anyways, here, let's work together. I will apply the lube and you be a good girl and rub it in all around real nice."
Rochelle nodded her head as she watched her mom slather his cock with the strawberry lube. It was now her turn. Using both hands, she worked the flavored lube all up and down his hardness.
"Now are ready baby?" Brandi said her voice breaking with excitement.
Rochelle nodded her head yes as she moved her mouth to within mere inches of her daddy's cock while her mother stroked her hair. Leaning forward, Brandi said just loud enough for Everett to hear, "Now use your tongue to tease him a bit. Pretend your daddy's cock is a sweet tasting Popsicle that you just wanna lick and lick again and again."
"OK, Mommy."
Rochelle leaned forward delicately flicking her tongue out and around the head of his cock. "Hmm, it does tastes good."
Rochelle continued to twirl her tongue around the head of his cock before letting it slip underneath as she remembered how sensitive he was down there.
"Flutter your tongue back and forth a bit . . . real fast then slow baby."
Following her mom's instructions, she flickered her tongue rapidly along the underside of his cock, before slowing down, and then gradually picking up speed again. Finally, as her daddy let out a loud moan, Rochelle opened her mouth wide, closed her eyes, and begin to slowly suck his cock into her young mouth.
"Oh, you are doing so good baby girl," Brandi whispered as she reached under and cupped his testicles while she tangled her hand deep inside her daughter's hair in anticipation of what was to come next.
Rochelle after getting nearly half of his cock in her mouth, needed to catch her breath. Letting his cock slip out of her mouth, she turned to her mother hoping she would not be in trouble.
Instead of being in trouble, Brandi received a warm smile from her mom as she whispered, "Ask him if he likes what you are doing baby."



Turning her face up to her daddy, she batted her eyes at him before whispering sweetly, "Do you like your little girl sucking on your big cock, Daddy? Am I doing a good job?"
"Oh God baby, you are . . . now please don't stop. Put it in your mouth again hon . . . more this time. Please baby girl."
"Go on, you heard your daddy, he wants you to take more of it this time . . . so be a good girl and do what he says."
"But I can't take it all Mommy."
"Well, why not sweetie?"
Looking at his cock thoughtfully she whispered, "It's just too big."
"Oh honey, go ahead and try. For us . . . I think you can do it. Come on . . . don't be so easy to give up."
"OK, I'll try," Rochelle answered quietly before taking a deep breath and closing her eyes.
She once again licked at the head of his cock, swirling her tongue around it making him shiver before she opened her mouth wide. Determined to get it all in her mouth this time, Rochelle started to suck his cock into her mouth with a firm resolve.
Brandi happily watched as-- inch by inch-- Rochelle made her husband's cock disappear inside her mouth. Offering her some soft encouragement, Brandi whispered, "Now suck on it good. Pretend it's the strawberry Popsicle again. Just a bit more hon. Come on, you can do it."
Properly encouraged, Rochelle sucked her daddy's cock deeper into her mouth with a wicked purpose. Moving her mouth back down, Rochelle let his cock slide out to where her lips were just resting on it before quickly taking it back into her willing mouth.
Gaining confidence, Rochelle's mouth went up and down several times, faster and then slower; flickering her tongue out, she licked at the underside of his cock before swallowing as much as she could possibly take.
She could actually feel the tip of his cock tickling the back of her throat when her mom clapped her hands excitedly, "Oh God, look at our baby."
Brandi reached up, touching Everett's lightly on the cheek. "She took it all, honey. Isn't she just the best little girl ever!"
With her mouth flying up and down the shaft of his cock, Everett could only mumble incoherently as he was being simply overcome with an intense need for release.
His head lolled back as he shut his eyes and his knees begin to tremble. Brandi recognized all the signs of an impending mighty eruption. Feeling positively wicked, Brandi took charge of things in a hurry.
Pulling gently on her daughter's hair, she whispered, "Quickly hon, take it out of your mouth. Lean back and close your eyes as I think your daddy has a pleasant surprise for his baby girl."
Rochelle, of course, obeyed. Brandi, her hand already lubed up, gripped her husband's cock tightly and began stroking it swiftly with a skilled hand.
"Go on little boy come for Mommy please . . . that's it baby . . ." Brandi's hand glided up and down his hard shaft as she added the coup de grace cupping his balls in her other hand while jiggling them lightly . . . just the way he loved.
Everett closed his eyes and grunted as his cock exploded. Opening his eyes he looked down to see a generous portion of white sticky cum dripping off his daughter's cheeks, nose, and lips.
Rochelle had a look of utter surprise on her face while Brandi held her hand over her mouth trying not to giggle. "Our daughter's first facial . . . courtesy of her Daddy . . . how sweet."
"Mommy, what . . ." Rochelle reached up gingerly touching the warm cum. "Oh my God, it's all over my face--"
"Yes, sweetie. Go into the bathroom and I'll meet you in there in a minute. I just gotta release your daddy from his awful bondage."
After helping Rochelle get cleaned up in the bathroom where they took an extra-long time-- so her husband would have some additional time to recover before round two-- they returned to the bedroom to find Everett relaxing under a sheet on the bed. He assumed the night's wicked activities were done. He could not have been more wrong.
Leading her daughter over to the bed, Brandi announced, "Well honey you did such a good job with Daddy with that wicked little mouth of yours do you think you can now take care of Mommy?"
Rochelle feeling playful, grabbed the handcuffs laying on the bed before twirling them around in her hand as she said, "I don't know, are you going to be handcuffed and helpless just like Daddy was when I take care of you?"
Everett had to suppress a laugh. If only she knew! Brandi never played the part of the victim. She was always—always—the dominant one.
But surprisingly, his wife simply turned and placed her hands behind her back as she told her daughter, "Sure hon, you want your mommy helpless, go ahead and slap the cuffs on her."
Raising up on his elbow, Everett looked keenly on at this strange turn of events. Now this could be interesting.
Taking the handcuffs, Rochelle moved around behind her mother, and was just reaching to attach the cuffs around one of her wrists when, quite suddenly, in one fluid motion, Brandi whipped around and snatched the handcuffs out of her surprised daughter's hands.
Just as quick, she forcefully whipped Rochelle around, securing the handcuffs around her wrists in a mere matter of seconds. Everett watched the action, feeling his cock twitch just enough from seeing both of their boobies bounce around as the action unfolded to know he was far from being done for the night.
"Ha, tricked you little girl. You thought your Mommy would be that easy to capture. Not hardly."
"Mommy I . . . please release me. Come on . . . I--"
"Shhh . . . I shall release you soon enough my pretty little daughter . . . but first . . ."
Brandi took her handcuffed daughter by the arm, leading her over to the vanity bench. "Just as soon as you make me come by eating my pussy . . . something I am sure you daddy would not mind watching at all."
Everett straightened up in bed. Leaning back against the headboard he got comfortable as his wife beamed at him.
After reaching the bench, Brandi turned Rochelle around and savagely kissed her before pushing her down into a sitting position on the bench. Barely having time to recover from her mother's wicked kiss, Rochelle found her mom shoving those nice 34 DD tits in her face.
"Now worship your Mommy's tits little girl!" Brandi urgently demanded as she snarled one hand deep in her daughter's hair.
Rochelle started slow. She was still a bit bewildered by the sudden and unexpected way her mother turned the tables on her. Brandi used her hand on the back of her daughter's head to guide her mouth all around her chest while she whispered a bit of loving encouragement to her captive daughter.
Showering her mother's large boobies with a series of light delicate kisses, Rochelle found her desire only seemed to have increased by having her hands secured behind her back leaving her so utterly helpless. Giving in to her lustful cravings, she attacked her mother's ripe nipples with a furor that rocked her back on her heels.
Everett felt his cock jerk to life as he watched his daughter, driven to heights of passion she never knew existed by being forced into the role of helpless victim, attack her mother's tits with such reckless fury.
Brandi may have been the one free, but it was evident by the way she was begging-- yes begging!—for her daughter to keep sucking on her tits she was the one imprisoned by her daughter's eager young mouth.
"Oh God yes, keep sucking on them sweetie . . . please . . . you are doing so good."
Rochelle discovered her mother possessed a weakness— those very large and sensitive nipples. Working her tongue all over them, flickering it this way and that way, she soon reduced her mommy to begging for more, and the more she begged, the more powerful Rochelle felt.
Intermingling playful nibbles, tender kisses, and most especially, some deep forceful sucking, Rochelle soon reduced her mother to a state of near panic.
Reaching out, she grabbed Rochelle by the arm yanking her off the bench. "Get on your knees little girl now!" Brandi barked at her daughter.
Brandi gave her husband a little wave and a smile indicating he should come help. She did not have to ask twice as Everett eagerly jumped off the bed and joined his wife and daughter.
Squatting down next to her, Everett whispered to his daughter, "Daddy is here baby and is going to give you some advice on how to eat mommy's pussy, OK?"
"OK, Daddy," Rochelle said quietly.
Brandi plopped down on the bench spreading her legs wide as she grabbed Rochelle by the hair and buried her face between her legs.
"Kiss Mommy's pussy, baby, all over, use your lips and tongue nice and slow," Everett whispered in her ear.
Rochelle closed her eyes as the sweet aroma of her mom's pussy surrounded her. Tentatively, she slipped her tongue out of her mouth tasting the wetness. Following her father's instructions, she showered her mother's pussy with dozens of tender kisses as she pretended her mommy's pussy lips were a real pair of lips.
The inexperienced Rochelle was learning quickly what her Mommy liked. Flickering her tongue out and swirling it all around, caused her mom to let out a series of increasingly desperate moans.
"Oh baby that is good. Right there."
"Give it some nice little licks all over. Flicker your tongue in and out lightly, hon," Everett whispered to his daughter.
Again, Rochelle obeyed. She flicked her tongue out whipping it over, under, sideways, and then down making her mother moan all the more.
"Honey . . . sweetheart, be a good little boy and go grab your mommy's favorite toy," Brandi told her husband.
After Everett hurried over to the bed and grabbed the vibrating wand, he brought it back to his "mommy".
Brandi was under control again as Rochelle was taking a short break, ordered by her mom.
"Now I want you to use the toy on Mommy . . . just like she taught you little boy," Brandi told her husband.
"Yes, Mommy," Everett immediately snapped as he flicked the wand on to its lowest setting.
Working in perfect unison, Everett and his daughter assailed Brandi's wet pussy with Rochelle kissing and licking it as if her very life depended on it, before her daddy touched her shoulder.
Rochelle reluctantly raised up; it was her daddy's turn.
Everett applied the humming wand to his wife's clit before inserting his index finger deep inside her pussy. Brandi moaned loudly as she wriggled all around the vanity bench and was just nearing a tremendous orgasm when he pulled back allowing his daughter to take over.
Quickly lowering her face, Rochelle twisted her tongue out, assaulting her mommy's pussy with a new series of licks and kisses before she gave her clit a tongue lashing making her moan louder than ever.
Just as she was about to tip over the edge Everett, watching carefully, pulled his daughter back. Turning up the vibrator to the highest setting, a loud hum filled the quiet room.
Pushing the pulsating head directly against Brandi's clit, Everett went to work as Rochelle whispered her encouragement. "Come on Mommy, come for us. I want to see it . . . pretty please, come, Mommy."
Leaning forward she brought her mouth up to her mom's breasts and began sucking on the nearest one as Everett flickered the wand all around his wife's clit.
It was all too much as her daughter sucking on her tits, coupled with her husband expertly wielding the wand on its max setting, sent Brandi flying over the edge.
"Oh God . . . Don't stop babies . . . Mommy is coming . . ." She began to shake uncontrollably as her words ended in one long moan. The impending climax rocked her world, causing her to shake and moan so loud Rochelle almost started giggling.
Sitting back up after she recovered, Brandi first released her daughter from the handcuffs and then smiled as she observed how her husband was nearly hard again.
"Are you ready baby for Mommy and Daddy to give their little girl her first real orgasm? You did so good for us we owe you."
"I'm ready," Rochelle said as Brandi reached out and begin pulling her daughter's panties off.
Sitting Rochelle down on the vanity bench between them, they exchanged kisses with her as Rochelle spread her legs allowing full access to her virgin cunt.
Everett reached down between her legs rubbing her pussy gently as Brandi tenderly fondled Rochelle's boobs while they exchanged a wild series of impassioned kisses. She was soon squirming all over the vanity bench from her mom and dad's warm attentions.
"I think she is nice and warmed up so let's take her over to the bed," Brandi told her husband, "Where we can make love to her properly. Go ahead and carry her over."
Everett, amped up with excitement, scooped up his daughter in his arms, easily carrying her the short distance over to the bed.
Brandi trailed alongside, whispering, "Do you want Daddy and Mommy to take turns making love to you?"
Rochelle, not trusting herself to speak, nodded her head yes.
Reaching the bed, Everett gently placed her down in the middle after Brandi pulled back the covers. After covering her daughter with a sheet, she hustled around the bedroom preparing the atmosphere while Everett disappeared inside the bathroom to freshen up a bit.
Brandi lit several large pillar candles on both the nightstands flanking the bed and then turned out all the lights, before joining her naked daughter under the sheets.
When Everett emerged from the bathroom a few minutes later he found his wife and daughter waiting for him as they cuddled on the bed.
"Oh good, you're back. Here sit on the edge of the bed and watch. We have something to show you don't we, sweetheart."
"Yes, Mommy," Rochelle answered quietly.
Everett sighed as once again he would be taking on the role of voyeur. He watched as his wife and daughter started to make out passionately before Brandi dropped down, showering Rochelle's chest and mid-section with a series of wild kisses.
Reaching over Brandi grabbed the purple double dong off the nightstand. "I think you are curious about this one little girl aren't you?"
Rochelle reached out and stroked one end of it curiously. "Yes, Mommy. It . . . it looks like a dildo but it has two heads?"
"That is the idea exactly baby. Here let me show you how it works. Here you take one end and . . ."
Everett gazed with untold desire at his wife and daughter. Both had one end of the purple monster buried in their snatch boxes. They were facing each other, legs spread wide, holding hands, bucking their hips forward in unison. Both of their moans were becoming increasingly intense as they worked the toy in and out.
Lifting her head up, Brandi waved to Everett. "Come on over and play with your daughter. I want her on the edge before you take her."
After ripping off his boxers, Everett rolled across the bed, positioning himself next to his daughter. Using his hand, he carefully turned her face toward him.
"You like Mommy's toy baby?"
"Y-yes Daddy, it feels so good," she whispered between moans.
"Good, I'm glad you like it now give me a kiss."
As their mouths came together, tongues pushing against each other, he reached down with one hand and cupped one of her delicate dark mounds. Finding her nipple, he stroked it gently until it was stiff.
Brandi pulled her end of the double dong out and got to her knees. Leaning forward she attacked Rochelle's boobs with her mouth as Everett's hand slipped down between his daughter's legs.
All the attention was now focused on Rochelle's lovely dark body that glowed with such beauty under the soft candle light. Brandi got back on her knees and was eagerly working one end of the double dong in and out of Rochelle's pussy as her husband dropped his mouth down to suckle some more on her tits.
Using her fingers to stroke her daughter's exposed clit above the dong, Brandi was bringing her to the edge as evidenced by Rochelle's loud moans of pure ecstasy.
"Jesus honey, hurry your daughter needs that hard cock of yours inside of her . . . now!!"
Brandi maneuvered Rochelle onto her back before lying down next to her. Stroking the side of her face she whispered sweetly to her, "Are you ready for your daddy now, hon?"
"Yes, please I want him so bad," Rochelle whispered as she watched her daddy position himself over her. Her attention was focused squarely on his hard cock as she wondered what the real thing would feel like as it invaded her.
Rochelle closed her eyes as her mom sprinkled her face with tender kisses.
"I love you so much sweetie . . . so so much," Everett whispered as he climbed on top of her.
When his cock finally pierced her virginity Rochelle let out a loud moan before it was cut off by her mother covering her mouth with dozens of kisses.
Rocking into his daughter nice and gentle, Everett made sweet love to his baby girl. Slowly pushing into her, over and over again, he was careful not to lose control.
Brandi, after a desperate minute or two, began to sense how difficult it was for her husband to keep up such a slow pace and decided a change was needed. Whispering to them, she said, "Let's trade places. I want to see her on top riding her daddy's big cock and that way she can control the action."
As Rochelle climbed on top of her daddy Brandi told her, "You might like this better with you being on top so you can control the pace and go as slow or as fast as you want baby."
Holding up his stiff penis with one hand, Brandi used her other hand to guide her daughter into place.
Rochelle let out a soft grunt as her father entered her again. Their hands found each other as she begin to bounce slowly up and down on her daddy.
Moving behind her daughter, Brandi, after discreetly reaching over and grabbing the small vibrating butt plug and dropping it on the bed next to them, slipped her hands around Rochelle's waist helping her bounce up and down.
Rochelle's head was back, her mouth open as she surrendered to her carnal urges. Rocking up and down faster now, allowing her daddy's hardness deeper inside of her, Rochelle was nearing her first orgasm when Brandi reached down and after slathering it with some lube, picked up the butt plug.
Waiting until Rochelle raised up she quickly pushed the plug up and inside her daughter's anal cavity without warning as she flicked the speed on medium.
Rochelle let out a loud gasp as the plug pushed inside her butt. Her gasp was one of both surprise and pleasure as the plug's vibrations swept over her.
"Come for us baby," her mother whispered stroking her hair as Everett gripped his daughter's hands tighter and thrusted his hips upward driving his cock deeper inside her.
The butt plug was the final piece as her daddy thrusted upwards hard once more pushing Rochelle over the edge. Her body began to shake as her head lolled back just as she collapsed in a heap next to her daddy.
Still trembling, she wrapped her arms around him as she snuggled up next to him.
The evening was not quite done though as now Rochelle had a ringside seat as her daddy attack her mother.
Desperate for release, Everett aggressively pushed his wife down onto her hands and knees before violently shoving his cock inside of her. Punching his cock deep inside his wife, over and over again, Everett fucked her with a wild, animal like, intensity.
Rochelle, not wanting to be left out, moved over bringing her face down next to her mom's. Stroking her mother's hair, she whispered, "Daddy is fucking you so hard huh."
"Oh God . . . baby . . . he . . . is," Brandi managed to answer between pants.
Reaching down, Rochelle cupped her mother's dangling breasts fondling them softly as she looked at her daddy. Something came over . . . something dark and wicked as she begin to speak. "That's it daddy . . . fuck the bitch harder . . . make the whore come."
It was all too much for Everett. His daughter's nasty talk sent him over the edge as he plowed into his wife-- fucking her harder and faster than he had ever dreamed of before. He came in a shuddering climax that had him crumpling down onto the bed and into his not so sweet daughter's arms.



Holding him tight, Rochelle stroked his hair. "Was it good Daddy? Fucking mommy that hard and fast."
"Well was it little boy?" Brandi chimed in as she stretched out next to them.
"It was fantastic," Everett whispered back.
The night ended on a fitting note as the three of them, Rochelle stuck between them, snuggled under the covers. Just before Brandi was about to slip off to sleep, out of the quiet darkness, came Rochelle's sweet voice, "Mommy, do you think Daddy can fuck me like that one day?"
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February 14th
It was going on just over two and half years now since her mother's death in July of 2022, and Tasha's father, Blake, was still mourning the loss of his beloved Dark Queen. This mourning especially showed itself on Valentine Day's.
This would be Blake's third Valentine's Day since his wife's death and for the past two years, Tasha had watched her daddy drink himself into oblivion on what was supposed to be this special day for love.
Tasha had just turned eighteen three weeks ago and she now felt it was time she did something to try and ease her father's suffering. Determined to do just that, she came home early from her shift as a bus girl at a local restaurant, hoping she would be home before her father was too wasted.
She was going to suggest they go out somewhere, anywhere for a late Valentine's Day dinner and after arriving home shortly after eight to a dark and quiet house her hopes started to fade.
The house being this dark and this quiet could only mean one thing: her father was locked away upstairs in his bedroom getting mournfully drunk again all by himself.
Tasha, resisting the urge to go to him right away, instead make a hurried trip to her bedroom. Still having some hope he might not yet be too drunk to go out to dinner, she changed into a tight pair of jeans and a pretty crème coloredblouse before touching up her make up.
After exiting her bathroom, she started to make her way across the room, meaning to hurry down to his bedroom when she suddenly stopped. Out of the corner of her eye, she spotted the small white bear sitting there in the middle of her bed. She hadn't noticed it when she first entered her room as she was in a hurry and had made a beeline directly to her walk in closet to change.
Smiling, she walked over to her bed. Sitting in the bear's lap was a pair of elegant red roses, along with a small jewelry box and a large blue envelope.
Opening the envelope first it contained a nice Hallmark Valentine's Day card from father to daughter. Her father had not wrote much on the inside of the card, but what he did write touched her deeply.
To My Dearest Daughter:
Just as your mother was, and always will be, my most beloved and most beautiful Dark Queen, you are and always will be my most beautiful dark princess.
Tasha possessed a lovely mix of her Caucasian father and her African American mother seemingly taking the best from both races. Her skin tone was a light brown, her eyes dark and smoldering, and her smile bright and infectious and with black wavy hair framing her angelic face Tasha truly was a thing of beauty.
As for her body, it was a work of pure splendor with curves in all the right places as she owned a pair of sizable breasts, nice toned legs, and a full sculpted ass.
Sniffling, Tasha picked up each of the roses one by one, admiring their beauty before smelling them. She loved the smell of fresh roses and it made her smile as she dropped the second one on the bed before picking up the small jewelry box. After prying it open, let out a loud gasp. Inside were a pair of diamond earrings.
Tasha quickly made her way to the bathroom where she put on the earrings and after touching up her makeup again she hurried back out. Exiting her bedroom, she was now more than ever determined to get her daddy out of his funk.
Pausing at his door, she listened closely: all was silent.
She quietly rapped her knuckles on the door as she called out, "Daddy, it's me . . . can I come in."
Receiving no reply, she knocked louder. Still nothing. Sighing, she grasped the doorknob before attempting to turn it.
She had half expected it to be locked but thankfully it turned easily in her hand. Letting herself inside the nearly dimly lit bedroom, the only light on was a small lamp on the nightstand to the left of his bed, she scanned the room quickly. There he was, sitting in his office chair at his work desk, slumped over.
Her pulse quickened, seeing him slumped down on his desk like that, but as she approached, Tasha could see he was OK—except for the fact he was probably passed out.
There was a small flask sitting on the desk along with four crumpled and mangled empty beer cans.
Picking up the flask, it was empty, she brought it up to her nose; it reeked of whiskey. Sighing, she reached out and began to shake him.
"Daddy, wake up," she said.
Shaking him harder, she barked at him again, "Daddy wake up . . . it's your daughter."
Blake raised his head up, mumbling, "My daughter . . . my dark angel."
"Yes, yes, all one in the same, now wake up please."
With a mighty effort, Blake raised himself up and off of the desk before reaching for the flask.
Tasha quickly scolded him. "It's empty and before you ask . . . no I'm not going to go downstairs and refill it for you with more whiskey."
"I'll . . . I'll go myself," Blake mumbled as he slowly climbed to his feet before half staggering, half stumbling toward the bedroom door.
"You will never make it down the stairs, Daddy," Tasha said as she quickly moved to his side—just in time to catch him as he started to fall sideways.
Leaning heavily on her, he mumbled, "Yeah, you're probably right . . . then take me over to the bed . . . let me lay down."
Well I guess dinner is out of the question, Tasha sighed quietly to herself as she steered him toward his bed.
He fell heavily on the bed in a sitting position as Tasha tried to hide her disappointment about how they wouldn't be going out to dinner after all.
Looking at him, she said, "So are you going to be alright to get in bed and under the covers?"
"Sure, Tasha. I'll manage," he replied quietly. "Thanks."
Staring at him for a long moment, he was just sitting there, staring off into space, she figured he was probably thinking of her mother. Sighing deeply, Tasha turned away, saying, "Well g'night then I guess."
She sighed again as he didn't even bother to respond. Feeling wholly depressed over his non response, over his being too drunk to go to dinner, over everything, Tasha started to cross the room toward the door.
She was about halfway across the spacious bedroom, when he finally called out to her. "Happy Valentine's Day, sweetie . . . sorry about dinner . . . I . . . I know I promised you."
Turning, she gave him a soft smile. "Yes you did. I guess you can make it up to me later."
"It's not my fault though," he said lamely. "I mean I thought you would be home by seven and when you weren't here . . . I started . . . yeah drinking as I figured you forgot about me."
She crossed back to him. "Of course I didn't forget about you, Daddy. I was supposed to be out in time to be home by seven but they were busy and my relief was late so Mr. Collins made me stay an almost an extra hour."
"Oh, well, we can go out to dinner tomorrow I suppose."
"OK, sure, tomorrow," she said as he looked up at her.
"Did you get your Valentine's Day gifts? I left them in your room. You . . . you didn't say anything."
"I did and I was going to thank you during our dinner but then . . . you know."
She shrugged her shoulders despondently before crossing back over to him.
"But really they were nice, especially the ear rings." Moving even closer she tilted her head to one saying, "See I'm wearing them now."
He peered up at her for the longest time saying nothing before finally climbing to his feet.
Moving closer to her, he whispered, "They look beautiful on your, Tashy."
Hearing his cute little nickname for her from days gone by, he usually only used it when he was feeling frisky so maybe he was sobering up some, she smiled inwardly at this small little positive sign.
Tasha smiled as he reached out and stroked the side of her face softly. "Then again everything looks beautiful on my lovely dark princess."
"Oh Daddy stop with the flattery," she whispered back while secretly loving it.
"But it's true . . ." Using one finger he carefully ran it along her cheek as he dropped his voice to a quiet whisper, "With every passing year you grow more and more lovely . . . just like your mother."
"I do?" she whispered.
"You do . . . for sure . . . sometimes . . . sometimes I just wanna . . ."
He looked down then before adding very quietly. "Kiss . . . like I used to . . . her."
Then it happened. Without warning, he looked up before leaning in and giving her a nice kiss . . . directly on the lips. It only lasted for a brief second or two before she pulled back quickly in half shock and half surprise.
"Oh God, honey . . . I'm so sorry. I . . . I can't believe I did that."
"Daddy it's alright . . . you were thinking of her and you said I remind you of her so . . ."
He slumped down onto the bed before looking up at her with a miserable look on his face.
"I know you must be so grossed out . . . having your father kiss you on the lips like that. I'm so sorry, baby. It's just you, like I said, remind me so much of her and I miss her so much . . . I just lost my head there."
He dropped his head in wretched shame then as something deep stirred inside of Tasha.
Reaching out, she ran her fingers through his hair as she whispered, "It's OK, Daddy . . . really it is."
After a quiet moment, he looked up at her again with a look of abject pain and horrible misery deeply etched on his handsome face, causing her heart to wrench with pain.
Dropping his voice down to the quietest of whispers, he said, "No it's far from OK. I mean, the way you pulled back . . . like you had been bitten by an ugly old dog tells me it's not OK."
His shoulders slumped then, as his head lolled downward. It was as if someone stuck a pin in him, letting all the air out.
Knowing she could not leave him like this, Tasha struck out on a bold path then, taking the first step when she told him the truth, "Daddy I only pulled back so quickly because . . . because you caught me off guard."
Reaching down, she touched the side of his face lightly before whispering, "Look at me."
After a long pause, he looked up at her.
"I wasn't grossed out."
"You weren't? Really?"
Knowing what she was about to suggest might be considered a little wicked, Tasha regardless felt she needed to do it . . . if only to make him feel better.
"No . . . stand up . . . let me prove it to you."
She watched him stand up as she screwed up her courage to do what must be done next.
Reaching out, she touched the side of his face lightly. Whispering softly, she said, "You said I remind you of her?"
He nodded his head slowly yes.
"And you miss her so much?"
"I do?"
"And you love me so much right . . . as much as her . . . if not more?"
Blake sighed deeply. He had never considered that quesiton: who did he love more and after briefly tussling with this nearly impossible question he gave a truthful answer.
"Yes, that is true. I love my little Tashy . . . more than anything in this whole entire world."
"Then close your eyes and kiss me, show your love for me, even as you think of her. Combine the present with the past . . . in loving memory of both."
Blake sighed deeply before closing his eyes and moving closer to his daughter.
Images of his wife flashed before his eyes, of the way they used to kiss with such passion, and as his lips lightly brushed up against his daughter's the images blurred into a formative reality of sorts.
Feeling his lips brush lightly up against hers, she accepted his kiss willing this time, and wanting more, knowing he needed more, Tasha boldly reached up, snaking a hand around the back of his head, guiding his mouth back to hers when he tried to draw back.
Properly encouraged, Blake gave his young daughter a real kiss this time; one that was anything but light or brief.
It was a kiss filled with yearning pent up passion. A kiss mixing the present, his love for his daughter, with the past and his love for, and his hopeless misery at losing his wife.
Tasha felt his tongue dancing along her lips and without considering the implications of where this might led, she opened her own mouth.
Blake stiffened as he felt his daughter's tongue slip neatly inside his mouth. He had not expected their kiss to turn so deadly serious, so quickly and it caused him to abruptly break off their kiss.
Embarrassed, he slumped back down on the bed before looking up at her and whispering, "Honey we should stop."
Looking down at him, Tasha sighed deeply before responding in a sad voice, "Yeah I guess I'm a poor substitute for mom, huh?"
"Sweetie no . . . actually you are the perfect substitute for mom but I don't want to take advantage of you feeling sorry for me."
Using one hand, she ran it through his hair as she whispered, "I only feel one thing for you Daddy and that is love . . . let me show you."
Moving slowly, she sat down on the edge of the bed next to him. Reaching over, she used one hand to carefully turn his face toward hers before whispering, "I love you so much, Daddy . . . let me make you feel better."
Their mouths came slowly together again. They shared one, and then a second long, unhurried kiss before their hands came together, squeezing tight.
Their third kiss found tongues slipping out as she guided his hands upwards . . . to her chest.
Blake felt his cock growing from firm to almost instantly hard as his daughter pushed his hands up against her full breasts. They felt delicious, as did her tongue in his mouth.
Alarm bells were clanging in his head, if he didn't stop now things might end up spinning out of control. He broke their kiss off as he pulled his hands back.
"Maybe things are going too far, Tashy," he said in a hoarse whisper.
Smiling, she only shook her head no before standing up.
Positioning herself directly in front of him, she brought her hands up to her blouse, and as she started to slowly unbutton it she whispered, "This would be going too far Daddy . . . but I don't care."
He stared, silent and spellbound, as his daughter continued to slowly unbutton her pretty blouse.
After getting her blouse undone about halfway, she paused before flashing him a soft smile and whispering, "Do you want me to stop?"
After a long pause he finally managed to croak, "Y-yes."
"I don't believe you," she whispered back as she started to undo her blouse again.
As she got the last button undone and was pulling her blouse out from her jeans, he did the right thing by looking away.
Somehow Blake continued to hold his lust at bay as he stared downwards at his lap . . . unwilling to risk looking up at her, even as he heard her whisper.
"I am going to take off my jeans now, Daddy."
"Honey, you shouldn't"
"I don't believe you really mean that, Daddy," she said as she unbuttoned her jeans. "I think you really want me to take them off."
In the deathly stillness of the bedroom, Blake heard the soft but unmistakable sound of a first a zipper being pulled down, followed shortly by the sound of a pair of jeans hitting the floor with a dull thud.
"Look at me, Daddy," she said.
He shook his head no.
"Please?"
"I . . . I can't . . . I shouldn't," he whispered as he continued to shake his head no.
"You must . . . It's what I want . . . it's what you need, Daddy."
Reaching out, Tasha slipped her hand up and under his chin before gently tilting his face up.
Sighing silently to himself, Blake allowed it to happen.
"Oh my God," he whispered as his eyes flitted up and down his daughter's nearly naked body. "Is that . . . hers?" He shook his head, unbelieving what he was seeing.
She was wearing a lace purple bra and matching panties that looked absolutely stunning on her . . . and very familiar.
"You mean Mom's?"
"Yes."
"It is. A few weeks before . . . the end . . . we had a long talk about a lot of stuff and then we went through her clothes and jewelry and stuff and she insisted I take what I wanted."
"I didn't know that."
"Yeah, we kept it a secret from you because you were still holding out hope the worst wouldn't happen, but Mom knew . . . knew the stupid cancer was going to take her and sooner rather than later."
Blake shook his head from the painful memories of his wife's last days before deciding he should focus on the present, on his daughter that is. "So this was one of the things you picked out, Tashy?"
"It is. I thought it looked so pretty, plus, hmm, Mom said purple was one of your favorite colors."
Moving up closer to the edge of the bed where he sat, she dropped her voice down to a seductive whisper. "You think it looks good on me, Daddy . . . I hope so coz mom said wherever she wore this it drove you wild with passion."
Standing directly in front of him, Blake found her impossible to ignore as his eyes first flitted up and down her young, perfectly toned body.
"So do you . . . think it looks good on me, Daddy?"
It took a supreme effort but Blake finally managed to tear his eyes off of her body then before looking up at her face. "It looks very nice on you, sweetie . . . but don't you think you should maybe get dressed?"
Tasha smiled softly at him, liking the way he was fighting to keep things decent between them. Ignoring his question about getting dressed, she said, "Yeah, I think it looks nice on me too . . . although the bra is a little tight on me."
Blake took the bait as his eyes slipped down to his daughter's chest. His wife had possessed a super nice set of 34 D tits and . . . and to think of his daughter's breasts being a bit bigger than that sent shivers of excitement up and down his spine.
His eyes became stuck on her chest then as she subtly thrust her chest out. He was a first class tit hound, always had been, so, yeah, his beautiful young, full breasted daughter standing so close in her sexy bra and panty combo was driving him absolutely mad with forbidden passion.
Reaching down, Tasha took his hands in hers. "Stand up," she whispered.
Blake was too far gone, too far lost in her smoldering beauty to resist doing anything now, but what she wanted.
After waiting for him to climb to his feet, Tasha whispered again. "Show me, show your little girl that same passion you used to show mom when she wore this for you, Daddy."
Blake only hesitated briefly before he crushed her in his arms. What happened next was like a whirlwind of forbidden lust that swept both of them away.
They began to kiss as he pawed at her nice breasts through the pretty purple material of her sexy bra. Their tongues engaged in mock battle allowing forbidden passion to flood both of their hearts.
He kissed her wildly, aggressively with her accepting each kiss willing while returning them with equal fervor. Their kisses, the way her young breasts felt so nice and firm under the bra, sent his cock quickly into overdrive as he went from firm to hard in a mere matter of seconds it seemed.
Tasha's hand slipped down to his crotch as she finally broke off their kiss.
Looking at him, she gasped, "Oh my God, Daddy . . . you're . . . you're so big and hard down there."
"I am?" he responded numbly as her hand traveled up and down his well pronounced boner through his Levi's.
Tasha made an impulsive decision then to go all in on playing the role of a sweet, young, and oh so innocent virgin. It would not actually require a whole lot of acting on her part as the reality of things was not be too far removed from the fantasy she would be presenting to him.
"Can . . . can I see it, Daddy . . . please . . . you're little girl has never seen one before."
"Really?"
"Nuh-uh," she whispered as she started to rub her hand up and down his crotch once again.
Blake made one last effort to keep things from going too far. "Honey . . . that might be going too far . . . I mean if anyone found out . . ."
"Daddy please. I can keep a secret . . . I won't tell anyone, ever . . . so please let me see it."



She slipped her hand off his crotch before taking both of his hands in hers. Squeezing them tight, she said, "It would be a nice Valentine's Day present, Daddy and . . . and a nice way of making it up to me for not taking me to dinner."
"It would?" he numbly responded while finding it almost impossible to believe they were actually having this conversation.
"And after showing it to me I'll let you see your little girl's boobies, Daddy."
Blake sighed at the thought of his daughter showing her tits off to him.
"Please Daddy . . . show me . . . pretty please with sugar on top."
Sealing their wicked fate, Blake shook his head yes then as he murmured his assent.
Tasha turned, and after sitting down on the edge of the bed, she pulled him closer to her. Reaching out, she slowly undid his jeans before ever so slowly pulling the zipper down.
Pausing, drawing out the raw sexual tension to a near breaking point, she smiled sweetly before carefully pulling his jeans down. After his jeans hit the floor, she hooked a pair of nervous fingers under the waistband of his cotton briefs.
When his cock came springing out, Tasha let out a large gasp. "Oh my God, Daddy," she gushed. "It's so big and hard."
She sat there staring at it thoughtfully for a long moment before whispering, "Can I . . . touch it."
"If you want, honey," he whispered.
Dropping one hand down, she used a pair of fingers to trace a line up and down the entire length of his nearly seven inch cock as she quietly whispered, "Yeah so big and hard . . . just for me huh, Daddy."
"Yes . . . just for you."
Standing up, she whispered, "I bet I can make it even bigger and harder though by doing this . . ."
She snaked her hands around his neck, pulling him closer as she brought her mouth to his.
They kissed again, wildly, passionately, and without reservation.
Swept away by her youthful passion, his hands went to her tits as he jabbed his tongue deep in her mouth.
He felt her wrapping one hand around his throbbing hard member as they exchanged dozens of wet, sloppy kisses while she began to stroke him softly.
Finally, just when he was on the verge of losing total control, she pulled back. Letting go of his cock, she stared at him seriously before whispering, "It's my turn now, Daddy."
"Your turn?"
"Yes, to show you my boobies . . . remember I promised."
"Oh yes, you did."
"But not here. I have an idea . . . go sit down at mom's vanity table. I'm glad you didn't get rid of it."
"I haven't gotten rid of any of her stuff, Tasha," Blake said as she took his hand and led him across the bedroom.
Once they reached the vanity table with its large round mirror she said, "Sit, facing the mirror, Daddy . . . and I'll take my bra off for you."
Blake obeyed as he sat down anxiously on the wide cushioned bench as she positioned herself directly behind him after he got settled down.
Their eyes met in the mirror as she reached behind her to the back of the bra. She was just about to undo the first of the three triple clasps that held her bra in place when, having a bit of an inspiration to make him feel better, she paused.
Whispering, she played the sweet and innocent card again, "I . . . I can't do it, Daddy . . . I'm just too shy."
"Hmm, that's OK sweetie . . . I don't want you do anything you don't really feel like doing."
"It's just no one has ever seen my boobies before, Daddy."
"Really. . . " he said finding that almost hard to believe while suspecting she was just telling him that in order to make him feel special. Wanting to feel special, Blake took her word for it. "Well then . . . I would have felt extremely honored to be the first but if you're not comfortable taking it off then . . ."
"But I promised you so . . . I need to."
"Tashy you don't need to do anything."
"But I do coz I promised you . . . I have an idea . . . here sit down facing the mirror and I'll sit in front of you."
"OK," he told her.
Scooting back on the wide bench, he spread his legs, allowing her to sit directly in front of him.
"Now what's your idea, honey?" he asked softly.
"I want you to take it off . . . after you get me all nice and warmed up by us sharing some more of those nice kisses like we did earlier . . . while you are fondling your little girl's boobies through mom's pretty bra."
"You mean like this . . ." he whispered as he lowered his mouth to her neck and began spraying it with a light smattering of kisses. Bringing his hands up, he cupped her tits from behind as he gently fondled them.
Twisting her head around, their mouths came together as they shared a wicked flurry of kisses.
Breathless, she pulled back as his hands slipped off of her breasts.
As their eyes met in the mirror again, he felt something deep and forbidden pass between them as he knew, beyond a shadow of a doubt, before the night was over he would be taking his daughter's virginity.
"I can feel you love for her, Daddy . . . in your kisses." She paused before smiling mischievously and adding, "And your lust for me . . . your pretty dark princess."
Pressing his mouth to her ear, he whispered to her, "My dark princess is so utterly beautiful that lustful urges is something even the best of daddy's cannot resist."
"Yes, I's sure, and that's why I want you to show your dark princess your most lustful of urges toward her, Daddy," she whispered back.
"Then let me take off your mom's pretty bra then, baby . . . if you really want to see your daddy's most lustful urges."
"I do, Daddy . . . I'm ready. You can take it off now . . . if you want."
Taking a deep breath, he slowly brought his hands to the center of her back. Finding the first of the three triple clasps he slowly began to unhook it, and then the second.
As he was carefully undoing the third clasp, he whispered to her, "Are you sure this is alright, Tashy?"
"Un-huh . . . very sure, Daddy . . . go ahead and take it off of me."
After her got the third and final hook undone, he slowly brought his hands up to her shoulders and after hooking a pair of nervous fingers under each of the straps on her shoulders he slowly, carefully began to drag them outward.
After her gorgeous bra finally slipped down and off of her, Blake exhaled loudly as he stared at those two perfect dollops of dark perfection in the mirror.
They might have been slightly bigger than her mom's and just as gorgeous.
His cock instantly became hard as he continued to stare longingly at his daughter beautiful tits.
"You like them, Daddy?" she asked softly.
"Oh God yes, they are so beautiful," he whispered.
Turning, she gave him a sly smile before saying, "Mom told me you . . . you were a tit man."
"She did . . . she told you that?"
"Yes, we had a long talk about the sexy stuff a bit before, you know, and I asked her a lot of questions."
"You did," Blake replied lamely.
Reaching down and behind her, Tasha found her dad's hands before guiding them around to her front as she whispered, "She said one of you guys favorite things to do was to kiss, sweetly, passionately while you played with her boobies."
"That's true," Blade admitted while being surprised his wife had actually discussed their sex life. But, then again, maybe he should not have been as Monique had always been open and willing to discuss sex with her daughter saying it was better to hear the truth from her than stupid shit about sex from her friends.
"You miss that huh, playing with Mom's boobs while kissing her?"
"I do," Blake admitted, painfully, truthfully.
"You can do that with me if you want, Daddy. You know, fondle my boobies while kissing me some."
Adding a positive emphasis to her statement, Tasha guided her dad's hands up to her boobs as she brought her mouth near to his.
The temptation was too great, any thoughts of keeping things decent between them disappeared as his hands came in contact with his daughter's deliciously young and firm breasts.
As he cupped them gently, their mouths came together. They kissed soft, sweetly at first before their kisses turned passionate as Blake began to fondle his daughter's tits with a greater sense of urgency.
After several breathless, long and drawn out moments of this utterly forbidden passion, Tasha broke their kisses off.
Slowly, she raised up from the vanity bench before turning to face him.
Thrusting her chest out to him, she whispered, "You wanna suck on your little girl's big black boobies, Daddy."
The way she empathized each of those three B words, back to back to back, only added to his growing desire.
Not waiting for him to answer, Tasha knew his answer already of course, she slipped one hand around the back of his head before slowly guiding his face toward those two ebony mounds of joy.
Blake tried to restraint himself, at first anyways, as he began by softly showering his daughter's tits with dozens of light kisses but as his raging lust started to take over, his kisses soon turned sloppy and wild.
His desire was only increased by this being his first sexual experience since the passing of his wife, and the fact it was with their beautiful young daughter, meant his passion was not only raging, but overpowering thanks to the sheer forbiddenness of it.
His mouth latched onto one of her fully erect nipples and as he began to suckle hungrily on it, Tasha added to his growing desire by whispering, "That's it, Daddy suck on my tits . . . God it feels so good . . . don't stop, Daddy . . . please."
Time seemed to stand still as the quiet bedroom was filled with the noise of him greedily suckling on his daughter's tits before finally, Tasha decided it was time to move things along.
Pulling back, she whispered to him, "You wanna see it, Daddy . . . your dark princess' young virgin pussy."
Making it a point to accent, just like before, three words in particular, this time they were, young, virgin, and pussy, Tasha sent her daddy's desire into the stratosphere.
She scooted back before lifting herself up and onto the vanity table. "Now be good and put your hands in your lap, Daddy and just watch your little girl play with herself."
Smiling at him sweetly, Tasha slowly pulled her panties aside before dipping one finger down and into her pussy. Letting out a pronounced moan, she softly worked it in and out of herself.
Blake watched, his cock growing to epic proportions of hardness, as Tasha played with herself as she sat, legs spread wide, on her mom's vanity table.
More than anything, Blake wanted to bury his face between his teasing daughter's legs and make her moan even louder, but deferring to her instructions to "just watch" he somehow managed to do just that.
Her head lolled back, a small moan escaping from her mouth, as she began to furiously finger fuck herself while Blake helplessly could do nothing but watch.
Finally, after a good minute of watching her fingers flying in and out of that sweet little pussy of hers, Blake whispered, "Please honey . . . daddy can't take it anymore."
Tasha pulled her hand from between her legs before raising up and sliding off the table, and onto the floor to face him. Staring at him seriously as she stood there between the bench and the table, she whispered, "You know when I was a little girl one of my favorite things to do in the world was to sit on my daddy's lap. Hmm, can I maybe do that again . . . sit on your lap, Daddy?"
Blake squirmed at the implications of what she was suggesting as sitting on his lap would be giving some watch needed attention to his hard upright and very desperate cock.
"Sure honey, you can sit in my lap if you want," he whispered back.
"OK, but first I need to get rid of these."
He watched in awe as she slowly slipped off her panties, leaving her completely naked after she tossed them casually aside.
Turning her back on him, she slid backwards, up and onto his lap. Turning her face to him as he wrapped his arms around her midsection to help keep her in place, they began another long unhurried series of passionate kisses.
Finally, she broke the kisses off, whispering, "Hmm, this is nice huh, Daddy, your little girl sitting on your lap once again."
"It is baby."
"Yeah, but it doesn't quite feel right . . . I think I need to . . . ahh reposition myself."
She rose up slightly before reaching down and under to wrap a hand around his throbbing member, holding it upright.
As he held his breath, she rose up just a bit more before slowly, carefully lowering herself onto his hardness.
As he pierced her tight young pussy she let out a soft hiss before whispering, "Hmm, that's better . . ."
Unable to resist, Blake used both hands to hold her firmly around her hips as he began to thrust upwards, causing Tasha to let out another louder hiss as her daddy's cock was driven deeper inside of her tight little cunt.
Whispering, she sent his desire into extreme overdrive when she whispered, "Go on Daddy . . . fuck your little girl with that big cock of yours . . . fuck me hard."
Just hearing his precious, sweet, and always so innocent little daughter say those words, "cock" and "fuck", sent his desire to do just that into overdrive.
Gripping her a bit tighter, he rammed his cock up inside of her several times in quick succession making her moan louder with every subsequent thrust.
After a good half dozen hard upwards thrusts, Blake relaxed a bit, allowing them both to catch their breath.
"It's my turn now, Daddy," she whispered lustfully as she dropped her hands down, flattening them on the bench.
Using the bench as a platform for leverage, Tasha bounded up and down on her daddy's cock with joyful aplomb. Blake stared at her in the mirror, focusing primarily on how her beautiful tits were bouncing up and down joyfully from the way she was propelling herself up and down on his hardness.
Blake let out a deep breath as an intense orgasm began to build deep inside of him. Gripping her tighter, he matched her downwards thrusts with upward thrusts of his own, causing Tasha to moan louder than ever.
After a breathless minute of her bouncing up and down, Tasha whispered harshly, "I'm . . . I'm going to come, Daddy . . . OH GOD . . . yesssss . . ."
He watched her head loll back as she began to shake all over. Between this, and the continued lovely sight of those beautiful black tits of hers bouncing up and down still, he came deep inside of her . . . harder than he ever had in his life.
They slumped against each other and after a taking a minute to recover, they both staggered over to his bed while whispering sweet nothings to each other.
Between the two of them, they managed to pull back the covers before slipping into the bed.
Cuddled deeply in his arms, Tasha stayed quiet, allowing him to slip off to sleep.
Sometime later, Blake felt himself being shaken awake and after his eyes fluttered slowly open he was met with an absolutely gorgeous sight.
"My God have I died and went to heaven?" he whispered as he stared at his daughter. "As, yes, only such a lovely sight could be found in heaven."
She was standing next to the bed, wearing a sheer white lace teddy that, because he was still half asleep, only look vaguely familiar to him.
Smiling at his over the top compliment, she struck a pose.
He rose up to a sitting position then, his eyes flitting up and down the sheer white teddy. It had a row of four small buttons running down the front and came down barely to her mid-thighs. It was sheer enough where he could delightfully gaze upon the matching white thong panties she was wearing underneath.
Turning around, she looked back over his shoulder at him before whispering, "Hmm, does this look familiar, Daddy?"
Rubbing his eyes, he moved to the edge of the bed, still gazing at her as she strutted back and forth in front of him before pausing with her back to him again.
From the backside the view was just as spellbinding as the lace teddy barely came down past her ass. Combining this with the thong panties she was wearing that left both of her lovely ass cheeks fully exposed, made it quite a breathtaking sight.
She was obviously proud of how she looked in her teddy and after turning around once more to face him it finally hit him.
"Hey . . . that . . . that is what your mom wore . . . on our wedding night, Tashy."
Turning to him, her smile disappeared as she fixed him with a serious look. "Please don't be mad, Daddy . . . that I'm wearing it. I wearing it to honor her, to honor you . . . she passed it on to me. She told me on your wedding night was the only night she ever wore it."
Blake sighed deeply as his daughter looked so fucking utterly delicious in his wife's teddy, dare say, better than she did.
Moving closer to the bed, Tasha whispered, "Tell me you are not mad that I'm wearing this and I'll tell you why I'm wearing it."
She stopped directly in front of him; his eyes fell to her chest and to those two lovely mounds of dark chocolate under the sheer white teddy. Just like with his wife, Blake thought the contrast between the white teddy and their dark skin was nothing short of spellbinding.
This close to him, Blake could easily see the lovely contours of his daughter's exquisite breasts under the sheer teddy, making him sigh with a growing desire.
Reaching out, she softly stroked the side of his face. "Are you mad I'm wearing this?"
He shook his head no.
"Do you wanna know why I'm wearing this?"
He shook his head yes.
"Because I want you to make love to me, like you made love to her on your wedding night and I figure if both me and mom were wearing the exact same thing it would help . . . you know . . . turn you on."
Blake sighed deeply before telling her the truth. "It does turn me on baby, you wearing your mom's wedding night lingerie." Reaching out, he used one hand to stroke the side of her face before whispering, "It turns me on immensely as a matter of fact, Tashy. Here . . . let me show you."
"Wait," she said with a bright smile, "I'm not done teasing you yet . . . just sit there and watch me strut around . . . until I summon you to me."
Blake almost laughed aloud, until I summon you to me. Yes, just like her mother, Tasha loved to tease and loved to be in control apparently.
He watched helpless, as she pranced around in a wide circle, swishing this way and that way, making all her nice lady parts jiggle as Blake could do nothing more than stare powerlessly at her teasing act.
Finally, after sashaying around the bedroom several times, Tasha paused over by the vanity table. Leaning back up against it, she fixed him with a bright smile before telling him quietly, "I'm ready for you to come to me, Daddy."
Slowly, he climbed to his feet before moving across the bedroom to her. Reaching out, he took her face in his hands. Moving deliberately, as to not awaken himself from this mad forbidden dream, he brought his mouth to hers.
They kissed, softly, sweetly, as his hands fell to those delectable breasts of hers again. He massaged them softly through the thin material of the beautiful lace teddy as he felt his cock growing hard again.
He broke off his kiss before pulling back to look at her. The love he felt for her, at this very moment, was overwhelming and only could be matched by the pure unbridled lust he possessed for her.
Leaning back against vanity table, she whispered, "Why don't you unbutton your little girl's pretty teddy, Daddy so you can play with her boobies some more."
Dropping her hands down to her sides, Tasha subtly thrust her chest out, inviting him to fully explore those twin mounds of hers he found so utterly tempting.
She didn't have to ask twice as he let out a shaky breath. Dropping his hands down to her chest, he started to slowly unbutton the first of the four small white buttons that ran down the front of the lace teddy.



After leisurely undoing the four buttons, he reached out, using both hands on either side, he carefully slipped the twin straps down her shoulders.
Slowly, inch by beautiful inch, his daughter's beautiful black boobs were once more exposed to his wide staring eyes.
"God you have such a beautiful set of tits honey," he whispered as he began to carefully fondle them.
"I'm glad you like them Daddy. Are you going to . . . to suck on your daughter's nice boobies some more before taking me over to the bed and making love to me."
"Is that what you want Daddy to do, sweetie?"
"Un-huh," she whispered as he slowly yanked the teddy further down in order to fully expose those delicious mounds of hers.
Leaning back against the vanity table, Tasha let out a gentle sigh as her daddy dropped his mouth down to her tits and began sucking on them so tenderly once more.
Bringing his hand down, he slipped it between her legs and then inside the delicate little white thong.
As he suckled on her tits while fingering her tight little cunt his thoughts, fueled by the pretty white lace teddy maybe, became a jumbled mess of flashbacks between his wedding night with his wife and the present.
He waiting until she was moaning softly and his cock was rock hard before pulling back.
"Is my baby ready?"
"You mean ready to give her virginity to her daddy . . . she is."
"Let's get this off of you then," he panted before the two of them worked in tandem to help her shed the white lace teddy.
She stood there, naked except for the delicate white thong panties and in a perfect flashback to his wedding night, he scooped her up and into his arms before carrying her over to the bed.
She stretched out seductively on the bed as he removed his boxers, his eyes never leaving her gloriously nearly naked body.
Crawling up and onto the bed next to her, he started by kissing her gently on the lips. The one kiss quickly morphed into two, and then three before spinning finally into the uncountable range.
As their tongues slipped in and out, Blake dropped his one hand down, slipping it inside her panties. His finger found her tight hole, wet and willing as she enthusiastically spread her legs.
Dropping his mouth down, Blake began kissing her neck and throat before moving down to spray her tits with a soft smattering of tender little kisses.
All the while he was kissing her he continued to work his one finger in and out of her in a soft gentle manner that soon had her squirming all over the bed.
Moving at a leisurely pace, he proceeded to kiss his way across the flat plain of her tummy before stopping just at the very edge of her panties.
"Here baby, lift up some and let daddy take his little dark princess' panties off of her."
Tasha willing obliged him as she lifted her butt up. Moving slowly, Blake carefully pulled her panties down and off of her before tossing them aside.
He let out a long sigh of immense longing as he started down and in between his daughter's legs. Her virgin cunt was a thing of unparalleled beauty.
Positioning himself just over her, he lowered his mouth to it before closing his eyes and diving in.
Tasha let out a soft moan as her daddy's tongue licked and swirled its way up and down the soft moistness of her clean shaven pussy.
His tongue darted and swirled, bouncing up and down and then all around, making her squirm, making her want more.
Spreading her legs wider, Tasha let out a loud whimper before whispering, "Oh God that feels so good, Daddy . . . please don't stop . . . please."
He went to work on her clit then, using his darting playful tongue to attack it with reckless abandon. Tasha moaned and groaned as she felt a tremendous orgasm building deep inside of her. She had never had her pussy licked before and the experience was proving to be almost too much as she was wracked with several mini orgasms.
Sensing she was finally warmed up enough, Blake pulled his mouth away from her delectable pussy.
Falling onto his back on the bed, he told her, "Here Tashy why don't you crawl up on your daddy . . . that way you can control the action and go as fast or as slow as you want, hon."
"OK" Tasha nervously answered as she climbed on top of her daddy, preparing to give him the ultimate Valentine's Day gift.
After getting settled over his mid-section, with his help Tasha slowly sank down on his hardness and as it finally pierced her wet tight little hole she let out a series of small whimpers.
Blake gripped her around the hips, helping her, at first, bounce slowly up and down on his nicely sized six and half inch cock.
"Go slow baby . . ." she admonished her. "Until you get used to your daddy's size."
"Hmm . . . yes . . . OK," she moaned quietly as she started to propel herself up and down on his hardness.
"Does Daddy feel good inside his little girl," he whispered as she whimpered, a bit louder this time as he helped her pick up a bit of speed.
"Y-yes . . . real good . . ." she whispered.
Blake started to meet her downward thrusts with upward thrusts of his own making her body shake some and her moans of pleasure grow more serious.
Slipping his hands from her hips, he allowed her to fully have control then of how fast or slow she went. Stopping completely, she leaned down to receive a series of passionate kisses from him while they exchanged soft whispered endearments of love.
Finally, as she started to squirm on top of him, she rose back up and started to slowly bounce up and down on him. Like a train picking up speed as it left the station, Tasha started bounding up and down on him with a more serious purpose.
Staring up at her, he loved the way she was springing up and down on his hard cock making her beautiful tits bounce playfully up and down in perfect unison.
Unable to resist such a sight, Blake reached up to fondle her breasts as Tasha tilted her head back and let out an increasingly desperate serious of whimpers.
Her whimpers were being caused by the fact Blake was starting to lose control as he began thrusting-hard- upwards with his lethal and very rigid cock. His hard upwards thrusts made her whole body shake and was causing a very intense orgasm to come rushing home.
"Oh Daddy . . ." she whined as she rode his cock now with a wild intemperance, "I'm going to come . . . Oh God . . . yes . . . I'm commm---"
She never finished her sentence as the very first real orgasm of her young life swept her away.
Bare seconds later, watching his daughter's orgasm was such a fucking turn on, Blake was spurting a huge load of cum deep inside of her.
Pulling her down into his embrace, he held his still shaking daughter. Moving his mouth to her ear, he whispered, "That was the best Valentine's Day present ever, baby."
"I'm glad you liked it, Daddy," she cooed as she snuggled her head down against his chest.
Stroking her beautiful dark hair, Blake whispered back, "Maybe later, before the night is over, you can give me another gift . . . or two."
"Or even three" Tasha responded quietly as she relaxed against him, wholly contented by opening this forbidden door she had healed her daddy's heartache.
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The Advantages of being a Momma's Boy
It was almost 11pm when Mei came stumbling through the front door of the house. After a night of drinking with her girlfriends, she was coming home a bit tipsy and more than a little depressed as just this afternoon she was presented with undeniable proof in regards to her cheating husband.
The house was quiet and dark as she passed the living room heading for the stairs.
"Mei... can we talk?"
Startled by the low voice coming from the dark living room, she jumped before realizing who was speaking to her.
Fighting her disappointment at hearing her youngest stepchild, Domonic, refer to her by name instead of calling her Mom, Mei's heart wrenched.
For the past eight years she had done her best to show Domonic, and his older brother Charles, she was their mom in every way possible but blood.
More than anything, she hated the wretched moniker of "step" in front of her claim to being their mother. She came into their lives after the untimely death of their real mother in an unfortunate car accident. Domonic had been all of ten years old, and had been the easier of the two to win over while his older brother, Charles, was thirteen and didn't take to her so easily.
"Domonic, what are you doing sitting there in the dark?"
"I was just waiting for you to get home. I was hoping we could talk."
"Hmm, sure," she said as she weaved her way into the dark living room, "But can we maybe turn on a light."
"OK," he said as he reached over and clicked on the lamp sitting on the end table next to the sofa where he was sitting.
As she approached him, he smiled wanly at her. "Wow you look nice, Mei."
His compliment softened the blow of hearing her name again, but still the sting was more than a little palpable even as she thanked him.
"I was out with some friends for dinner and drinks," she told him as she settled down next to him on the sofa.
Domonic took a deep breath as his eyes, after his stepmother removed her winter jacket, inadvertently skated up and down his step mom's nice body before settling for a quick moment on her chest.
She was wearing a fashionable skirt, both snug and short, along with a tight fitting, off the shoulder, white blouse that did a rather admirable job of showing off her sizable breasts.
"You know it's late, Domonic. I thought you would be sleeping by now," she said as she looked at the younger of her two step kids. Domonic, he had just turned eighteen roughly a month ago, was admittedly her favorite of her two boys.
He was dressed casually in a pair of jeans and a sweatshirt. His hair was a bit tussled, and he possessed a seriously sad expression on his gentle face, indicating something was amiss.
"Yeah, well, I actually did fall asleep here on the sofa for a bit waiting for you."
"Really how long have you been waiting?"
He shrugged his shoulders before saying, "I don't know maybe a couple hours."
"And where is your dad and older brother?"
"Oh yeah, Dad told me to tell you they were heading up to the cabin to go fishing and they wouldn't be home until late Sunday night."
"So what? He took only Chuck but not you."
"Fishing is not my thing, besides I am not very happy with Chucky right now and hanging out with him all weekend is about the last thing I want to do."
"So is that what you want to talk about Domonic... about why you are upset with your older brother."
"Yeah... do you mind? I mean I know it's late and, well, if you just want to go to bed we could talk tomorrow I guess."
Mei smiled inwardly. This might be a golden opportunity to score some real points with her favorite of the two boys. Taking his hand in hers, she whispered, "Look hon, if you have been waiting for me to get home here for hours then it's obviously important so we better talk now, Domy."
Domonic tried not to wince when he heard her nickname for him: Domy.
Chuck, along with a couple of their friends from around the neighborhood, always teased him something awful about his step mom calling him "Domy".
"So what is it? What did that shitass older brother of yours do now?"
Domonic smiled to himself at Mei calling Chuck a "shitass" before beginning to tell her what was wrong. "It's not just him actually, I mean if it was him only, I could deal with it, but it's the guys from around the neighborhood too and that's what is really bothering me. I'm... I'm just so tired of the way they are always teasing me... about you."
"Teasing you how? Maybe they are jealous of our, you know, somewhat, close relationship."
She used the word "somewhat" with the hopes he would take the bait.
Much to her inner delight, he swallowed the bait whole when he asked, "Only 'somewhat' Mei. I thought... I mean, I thought I was your favorite and we had a really good relationship?"
"I thought so too but still... it's only a little thing but sometime it's the little things that really matter."
"What little thing are you talking about Mei?"
"See... there you go... doing it again..."
"Doing what?" Domonic asked as her face clouded over with anger.
Mei, she was three quarters Chinese and one quarter Caucasian, was both young, she was only thirty three, and pretty with a full mane of thick, long dark hair that fell just past her shoulders.
The hair perfectly framed a pretty face whose main feature was a pair of dark smoldering eyes that could melt the hardest of hearts. In addition, Mei had a healthy, nearly flawless complexion that seemed to almost shine in its perfection. To top things off, she possessed a lethal body with a pair of nicely sized tits that were big without being TOO big, along with a nice set of flat abs and pleasantly toned athletic legs.
In short, at least in Domonic eyes, Mei was nothing short of a Goddess and he had possessed a secret crush on his stepmom for as long as he could remember.
"You called me Mei... instead of Mom or better yet, since we are alone, Mommy."
Domonic shuddered as he could only imagine how Charles and the guys would mercilessly tease him if they heard him call Mei, "Mommy".
But then again, she only suggested he call her mommy because they were alone. He took a deep breath before giving in to what she wanted and, truth be told, what he really wanted also. "Sorry... Mommy. Sometimes I forget."
"I know. I know. It's only been eight years and I'm not trying to replace, you know, your real mom but... I don't know... my feeling for you both, but especially you Domy, run deep. It just hurts to hear you refer to me by my name is all I'm saying."
"I will remember that."
"Good so let's stop talking about my hurt feelings and focus on your issue. So anyways how and why are they all teasing you about me?"
Domonic, dropping his voice to a low whisper for maximum "feel sorry for me" effect, said, "They keep calling me a 'Momma's boy'."
"Yeah, well, I guess I can see why that would bother you, hon but you know there is some advantages to being a 'Momma's boy'. Some real nice advantages I think if you are willing to give your mommy some leeway anyways and let her show you."
"Like what are some advantages," he asked as he stared into those soft brown eyes of hers, once more becoming lost in their beauty.
"I'll tell you what, Domy... why don't we..." She stood up before turning and extending a hand to him, "Go upstairs and we can continue talking in your Mom's bedroom and she can explain some of those advantages to you... in detail."
"But Mom I... I thought... I mean... Dad always tells me and Chuck to 'stay out of our bedroom, boys' so..."
She smiled before gesturing for him to take her hand. "And is your dad here?"
"No," he quietly answered.
"But your mom is and one of the advantages of being a momma's boy is they will sometimes get invited into their mommy's bedroom to talk... or maybe for other things besides just talking."
Domonic's heart skipped a beat upon hearing her say "or maybe for other things besides talking,"
Domonic took a deep breath as, unbelievably, it seemed like she was almost flirting with him.
After allowing himself to be led over to the stairs, he trailed behind her up the stairs while trying, and mostly failing, to keep his eyes off her shapely ass and nice legs. Making it extremely hard not to look was the fact her skirt was both tight and extremely short.
Upstairs, she paused at her bedroom door before turning around to face him. Smiling, she told him, "Just so you know, Domy, your mommy would only ever consider inviting her youngest, and most favorite, into her bedroom... especially this late at night and especially when your father is gone."
"So you wouldn't ever invite Chuck."
"No honey..." Ruffling his hair, she added, "Like I said they are certain advantages to being a momma's boy... advantages that your hotshot older brother will never get to enjoy." Pushing the door open and leading him inside, she said over her shoulder, "And this is one of them."
After leading him over to the bed, she pushed him down gently so he was sitting on the edge of it.
"So tell me... which of your stupid friends from around the neighborhood is making fun of you."
Mei, fueled by the two shots of tequila she enjoyed after dinner at the bar, was feeling both reckless and brave around her youngest son. So reckless that-- without even thinking of where it might lead-- she remarked casually, "So while you are telling me your mom is going to change out of her nice dinner clothes and into something a bit more comfortable OK."
"Hmm, sure," Domy said as she watched her start to unbutton her snug off the shoulder blouse.
As she stood there, pretty much directly in front of him continuing to unbutton her top, she prompted him, "So go on honey and tell me which one of your friends are teasing you about me."
Domonic swallowed hard as she was continuing to unbutton her blouse. He kept expecting her to disappear into her closet, or maybe into her bathroom, but as button after button came undone, she seemed wholly unconcerned she was starting to get undressed in front of him.
Finally, after getting a glimpse of the super sexy bra she was wearing under her top, it was a tan looking and strapless was about all he was able to observe before, being afraid of getting busted, he quickly looked away.
"Well it's hmm, Frankie and... and David..."
"Oh David I don't like him... he is a snug little bastard," Mei said as she circled up closer to him while continuing to undo her blouse.
Finally, Domonic couldn't take it anymore as he blurted out, "Mom... don't you think maybe you should... like... you know..."
"Stop getting undressed in front of you, Domy... is that what you are trying to say?"
Not trusting himself to speak, her top was fully open now revealing the full gorgeousness of that sexy strapless bra to his restless eyes as they flitted over her chest before looking away, he shook his head yes.
"Well, you see, sweetie..." she whispered as she moved up so she was standing directly in front of him, "Your mommy getting undressed in front of you is simply one of the nicer advantages to being a momma's boy... I mean, Chucky is not a momma's boy right?"
"No way," Domonic easily answered as his older brother reveled in playing the role of being "Joey Badass" to the hilt.
"So I would never think in a million years of getting undressed in front of him..." Smiling at him still, she carefully peeled her blouse off before tossing it casually on the bed next to him, "But your mommy, on the other hand, doesn't at all mind getting undressed in front of her little Domy."
Domonic was too stunned to respond as he just sat there numbly staring at her.
"You don't mind do you, honey... your mom getting undressed in front of you?"
"No... I mean... I guess not," he responded quietly as she turned around so she was facing away from him.
"Good because actually I was hoping you could maybe help your mom with her skirt as its, well, kind of tight on me, as I'm sure you have noticed, and can be difficult to get off."
"What do you want me to do?" he asked dumbly as things were definitely trending in a most unexpected manner.
"Why I want you to unzip it for me, of course, honey."
He took a deep breath before reaching out with a pair of very shaky fingers and carefully unzipping his mom's skirt.
She turned around, giving him a bright smile before saying, "Thanks baby... So, anyways, as I was saying I don't like that David guy one bit. He is too cocky and full of himself."
"Really," Domonic said as he tried to look past her while she struggled out of her tight little skirt... right in front of him.
After getting the skirt off and tossing it nonchalantly on the bed next to her top, she said, "Absolutely, I like boys that are sweet and humble and adorably cute..." Reaching out, she tickled his face with one playful finger before dropping her voice to a whisper and adding, "Like you, Domy."
She took a step back as she continued to smile at him seemingly unconcerned in the least she was allowing herself to be seen in nothing more than her bra and panties.
One simple glance, a fleeting glimpse of heaven that is, was all it took for Domonic to observe how his mom was hiding, what he imagined to be a rather nice set of tits under that extremely sexy strapless bra she was wearing. He always thought, or imagined anyways, based on how sometimes she wore snug little tops, his stepmom had a nice pair of tits, but until tonight, until right now that is, he never knew how fucking great those tits truly were.
Domonic blushed fiercely at her compliments as he tried to look everywhere but her chest-- while only half succeeding. Finally, she gave him a break by turning and heading toward her closet as she said with a laugh, "Well, your mommy better go get her robe on so your restless eyes can take a break, hon."
As she turned, strutting away to her closet, he chastised himself for allowing her to notice how he had been staring at her body.
"What the hell did she expect though," he mumbled quietly to himself as she disappeared inside her closet.
A short minute later she was back, wearing a short white satin robe. She came over to him before plopping down on the bed next to him.
"So now that you have been shown two nice advantages of being a momma's boy, Domy... I hope you are feeling better about things."
"I am... thanks."
"Well don't thank me yet as I still has some more advantages to show you, honey."
Hopping up to her feet, she strode across the spacious bedroom to the mini- bar stuck in the far corner of her well-appointed bedroom.
He watched as she poured herself a glass of red wine before chugging half of it down in a couple large drinks, adding to her already inebriated state. Feeling utterly reckless, she refilled the glass with more of the potent red wine.
Weaving her way drunkenly back to him, she debated just how far she was going to take things with her innocent young son.
She smiled inwardly as she realized the wicked answer to her question: tonight there would be no limits, so, in other words, she would take things as far as he was willing to go with her.
Sitting back down next to him, she said, "So yet another advantage of being a momma's boy is being allowed to hang out with their mommy's as they get kind of... you know... drunk."
Domonic smiled as he knew his mother tended to get overly friendly and flirty when she had been drinking. "Yeah I think that is a nice advantage."
"As nice as watching your mom get undressed maybe," she whispered before taking another large sip of her wine.
"Anyways are you ready to hear yet another advantage of being a momma's boy."
"Very much so."
"Well, I can tell how stressed you are about your brother and your stupid friends making fun of you and I want to do something about that."
"You do?" he numbly replied.
"Yes, because when a adorably sweet momma's boy like yourself is all upset and stressed out on a cold and dark winter night, sometimes the best thing to help relieve that stress is for them to allow their mommy's to cuddle them sweetly, under a blanket, in front of a warm fire."
"Really you want to cuddle me," he replied hopefully.
"Of course, honey. Right over there."
She pointed over to the recently installed fireplace inserted into a cutout in the wall, opposite the foot of the bed. The elegant looking fireplace insert, with its traditional antique design and resin logs, paired with the three-sided interior brick wall and mesh screen, gave it a wholly realistic look.
Spread out in front of the new fireplace was a large, pure white plush rug Mei also recently purchased to put specifically in front of the fireplace.
"Please say yes, please don't say you are too old to be cuddled by your mommy, honey."
It wasn't really a hard choice to make as Domy replied, "Yes," in a quiet whisper.
"So go ahead and turn the fireplace on, maybe to medium low so it's not too hot and then go grab a blanket out of the hallway closet for us to cuddle under while I run off to my bathroom to make myself as pretty as possible for our upcoming cuddling session."
He busied himself setting the fireplace to the requested medium low before hurrying out to the hallway to get a blanket from the closet. After returning, he was just spreading the blanket out on the rug when she emerged from the bathroom --a vision of pure beauty.
Her beauty was very much enhanced by the fact she was no longer wearing her robe. More remarkably, she seemed wholly unconcerned about this little fact as she strode over to him.
As she approached him, his eyes very much became stuck on her chest as he simply loved the way her strapless bra framed her sizable tits, and as she stood there close to him, appearing so utterly nonchalant in her underwear, he finally noticed something else that made his cock go from soft to firm inside his jeans.
The something he noticed was the lovely fact the thin tan material of her bra with its elegant scrolling was practically see through allowing him a heavenly glimpse of his mommy's nipples underneath the bra.
Mei resisted the urge to smile as she noted how he was having an incredibly hard time taking his eyes off of her tits as they stood there facing each other. This simple fact did much, as did the latest bit of wine she consumed, in fueling her growing forbidden desire to seduce her innocent, young son.
Wanting to draw attention to herself maybe, Mei whispered to him, "I guess maybe you have noticed mommy left her robe in the bathroom huh, sweetie?"
"I... I did," he said before finally managing to tear his eyes off of her tits.
"That's because when we cuddle I want to promote between us as much skin to skin contact as possible and in order for us to do that during our little cuddle session that means you are going to have to allow your mom to undress her little boy down to his underwear... just like she is."
Not waiting for his approval, Mei boldly reached out and started to undo his belt before unbuttoning his jeans.
Domonic stood there, feeling numb and excited all as once as she undressed him down to his simple white cotton briefs.
After getting him undressed, she whispered, "I have something very important to ask you sweetie and I just pray you will be brave enough to tell me the truth one way or the other."
Pausing, she reached up with one hand, using it to stroke the side of his face gently. "Promise me you will tell me the truth?"
"I will."
Taking him by the hand, she led him over to her bed before gently pushing him down so he was perched on the edge of it.
Settling down next to him, she said, "Another advantage of being a special little momma's boy is that mommy's sometimes will share secrets with them... secrets they would never share with anyone else, secrets they would especially not share with someone's older brother."



"Really," he said eagerly, happy that she would be willing to share a secret with him, but not Chuck.
"Really, so anyways here it is, me and your father have not been getting along, for quite some time now. In fact, I just received undeniable proof he has been cheating on me with a younger woman."
Mei looked down, as she finished up her secret by quietly whispering, "I just this morning filed for divorce and that's why I was out as Marcy, Jeannie and Lucy insisted on taking me out to celebrate as I plan on leaving him as early as this coming week, Domonic."
Marcy, Jeannie, and Lucy were her three best friends and had been ultra-supportive after she made the difficult decision to leave her husband.
"Oh God, Mom I am sorry I can't believe dad would cheat on you."
Reaching out, Domonic grabbed her hands before squeezing them tight and whispering, "Are you alright, Mom?"
"I wasn't... I mean tonight was rough and that's why I am drinking like I am..."
She leaned back from him slightly before extracting her hands from his and adding, "But, you know, since I found you waiting for me... so desperate to talk to your mommy when she got home I have been feeling better and I just want you to promise, if you can, to comfort me in my time of need while allowing me to comfort you back in your time of hurt."
It might have been the easiest promise in the entire history of the world for anyone to make as Domonic softly told her, "Yes, yes, I promise."
"Can you still make that promise honey even if it means we end up spending the whole night... comforting each other... under the blanket in front of the fire while we are cuddling before moving our comforting session to your mom's bed where we would continue comforting each other, under the covers of her bed, for the rest of the night. I mean would you really be OK with that, sweetie?"
"I would."
"I hope you really mean that but for now I need you to tell me the truth about something so listen closely."
Standing up, she maneuvered around until she was standing directly in front of him. "I really had been suspecting, for some time now, your father was cheating on me with a young woman so I have been working out, like five times a week at the gym and went on a strict diet. Your mom is not young anymore... not young like that stupid twenty something year old your father is cheating on me with."
"Mom you still look young... I mean what are you maybe thirty, thirty one?"
"Thirty four actually, which means I am almost thirty five which is half way to forty and I have always considered forty to be officially the age when a woman is considered old."
"Screw that mom," he said almost angrily. "You still look great and I bet you will still look great at forty. I mean you hitting the gym is definitely paying off dividends."
"Oh honey," she said while dropping her arm to one side as she subtlety thrust out her chest toward him. "Do you really mean that? I mean, like I said, I have been working out and dieting so I hope it shows."
"Believe me it does," he said truthfully as his eyes flickered up and down her body while trying to take in her nice firm thighs, nearly flat washboard tummy, and most especially, those ample tits of hers all at once.
Sighing, her job of showing off for him almost complete, she only needed to add one more piece before she could move things along again. "So are you saying you find your mother to be, at least, a little bit attractive, son?"
"Hmm, I don't find you to be a 'little bit attractive' but... but a whole lot attractive... like a perfect ten maybe."
"I know you are lying but still... I like your answer," she told him with a bright smile.
Taking him by the hand, she whispered, "And maybe, later on tonight, I will allow you to prove to me that you really think I am a perfect ten, but for now I am feeling a bit cold, standing here in my underwear only, so maybe it's time we went over to the fire and started our little cuddling session under the blanket."
"Yeah, for sure, coz I am feeling cold myself," he added.
"Well, go get comfortable under the blanket and I will join you in a minute as I am just going to turn out all the lights."
A minute later they were snuggling tightly in each other arms, their heads resting on the pair of pillows she brought from the bed.
Moving slowly, not wanting to take a chance on scaring her shy, young son off in the least, Mei snuggled her head down on his bare chest as he slipped an arm around her shoulder.
After a quiet minute she whispered, "I have some more secrets to share as we cuddle honey."
"You do?"
"Yes, deep dark secrets that I hope, once shared, will bring us even closer together."
"I'm listening."
"I knew you liked me right away, Domy that first day your dad introduced us after we had been dating for a few months. Anyways..."
Raising her head up from his chest, she gave him a soft smile before whispering, "Call it mother's intuition but I just knew you liked me... even if you pretended you didn't."
Domy was amazed at her nearly perfect insight into his heart of hearts because he had, in fact, been a bit cold acting to her, at first, while "pretending" he didn't like her much. The truth was Domy, from the very beginning, had very much liked his future stepmother.
Considering how the night was going, Domy decided to risk asking her a question that had been on his mind for a very long time. "Mommy why didn't you ever have kids of your own... I'm just wondering."
"I have some health issues where the doctors say the chances of me carrying a child to term is very slim, Domy. I... I lost a baby... he was going to be a boy when I was only nineteen. I was six months pregnant."
Watching her carefully, he noted how she was starting to sniffle, maybe fighting back some tears as this was obviously a very touchy subject for her. Reaching out, he slipped both arms around her before pulling her back down against him as he whispered, "I'm so sorry to hear that. That must have been awful."
"It was difficult and I carried a huge hole around in my heart for the longest time... until you came along and, like a bright ray of sunshine, began to fill that hole in my heart."
She gently extracted herself from his embrace as she rose up. Supporting herself with one arm, she looked down at him before whispering, "The reality is I was thinking of breaking things off with your father, in fact, if I remember correctly I had come to a firm decision to do so but then..." Reaching down, she twirled her fingers in his short neatly cropped cut hair before finally whispering, "Then he introduced me to you and your brother."
"You... you didn't break up with him because of me, Mom?" Domy whispered as his heart swelled with pride.
"That's right, sweetie. I don't know I... I just felt a real connection with you, that you needed a mommy and I needed a little boy to love and pamper so... even though I wasn't really in love with your dad I let our relationship continue and, you know, ended up marrying him. Truthfully, after meeting you, I practically threw myself at your father in an effort to make him fall in love with me and ask me to marry him."
She paused telling him the final truth. "And this was not because I wanted him so bad as a husband, but because I wanted you. You had just turned ten years old after we got married and in the eight years since my entire focus has not been to be a good wife to your father, but to be a good mother to you, honey. Again, the truth is I was very much determined since we first met to totally and completely win your heart over... no matter what it took."
Domonic was stunned at her confession, and after a moment of long silence finally whispered, "You have not been just a good mom to me, but the best ever and..."
Reaching up, he stroked the side of her pretty face before adding, "And I love you more than anyone or anything in this whole wide world, Mommy."
"Mommy loves you so much too, baby," she said with a bright smile before dropping her voice to a whisper. "And she is going to express her love by telling you one of the best advantages of being a momma's boy."
She ran her fingers gently through his hair before saying, in a voice dripping with sweetness, "Not only do Momma's Boys get to cuddle with their mommies, but they get to share kisses with them while they are cuddling. So would you like to share some kisses with your Mommy, Domy... while we cuddle some?"
"Yes, I would like that very much," Domy replied as his mother snuggled down next to him.
Using one finger, she tilted his face toward before placing the gentlest of kisses, much to his utter delight as he had been expecting a kiss or two on his cheeks maybe, directly on his lips.
The one kiss gradually turned into two, and then three, before she pulled back slightly. "Don't be shy sweetie, kiss your mommy back... show her how much you love her."
Closing his eyes, Domonic kissed his mother back tenderly, softly before pulling back slightly. She responded to his pulling back by drawing him deeper into her embrace before smashing her lips against his.
Desperate for deeper and more meaningful kisses, Mei aggressively kissed him this time while snaking a hand around the back of his head so he could not escape.
Dominic's cock was growing in leaps and bounds as his mom's tongue, at first, flickered along his lips, before slipping inside as their soft, gentle cascade of kisses suddenly morphed into a blizzard of wild passionate kisses.
The quiet bedroom was filled with the sound of their lips smacking together as time seemed to stand still while they exchanged dozens of adoring kisses before she finally pulled back a tad--just bare seconds before things might have spun out of control right then and there.
"This is nice huh, cuddling while sharing kisses with your mom, Domy?"
"Very nice," Domonic responded eagerly.
"Also, very nice has been your heartfelt response to my deepest and darkest confession about why your mother married your father. The truth is I have wanted to tell you that for the longest time but was afraid of what your reaction might have been."
"Really?"
"Yes, really. I had concerns you might think my love for you was too much... but you are starting to put my concerns to rest by easing any doubts I might have had."
"I'm glad," he said before taking her hand and kissing the back of it gently.
"So now it's my turn to ease your pain from all that mean teasing your brother and all your stupid friends have been hitting you with by doing something for you that will make you believe being a Momma's Boy, being my Momma's Boy, is very much worth it."
"What are you going to do," Domy asked quietly.
"Just a little something that will make this night of ours unforgettable for you sweetie so rollover and get comfortable on your tummy as I'm going to give you an extra nice massage that only sweet little Momma's Boys like you are entitled to receive."
Domy let out a gentle sigh as she started to expertly knead his neck and shoulders with a pair of firm hands. She took her time, letting her hands slip down further and unto his back before rising again to knead his neck and shoulders again.
Domonic felt he might have died and went to heaven, considering the way his beautiful mother was pampering him to the max. After working her hands up and down, and all around his neck, shoulders and back, Mei leaned forward, and as she pressed her warm body up against him, she whispered in his ear.
"Listen, sweetheart, I have another confession to make... if you are willing to listen."
"Of course I am... Tell me."
After a long moment of silence, and as she continued to progressively work her hands up and down his back, she started to make her confession.
"It's been an emotionally draining day as just this afternoon the private investigator I hired presented me with evidence your dad has pretty, young girlfriend making my earlier suspicions all come true."
"Really... shit... Dad is crazy for cheating on you, Mom. You... you should divorce his dumbass."
"Yeah, that's what Marcy said too."
Marcy was his mom's best friend, and was both older and wiser than her other friends so Mei tended to take her advice much more serious.
"Well you should."
"Yeah, she told me I should divorce him, show the judge the evidence he was cheating and take his house away from him and as much as anything else I can get."
Domonic only shrugged his shoulders before whispering, "Well he would deserve losing the house and whatever else."
"Yeah, but I can't do that, honey. This is you and your brother's house, you grew up here. I just can't take it like that."
"OK so leave him and get a place of your own."
"Yeah, but this is your house Domonic... your house."
"Yeah, but you have to do what you gotta to do, Mom."
"You don't understand, honey." She pulled her hands back then and as he turned to look up at her she appeared to be fighting back tears.
Dropping her voice to a low whisper she told him the unvarnished truth. "Leaving this house, honey... that means leaving you."
"I... I didn't think of that," he quietly responded.
"That's all I think about, Domy. I mean, the truth is for years I haven't been happy with him and have wanted to leave."
"Then why haven't you."
"Because of you, sweetie," she answered.
"Oh God really."
"Really." Giving him a sad smile she said, "I simply worried about what would become of you... of a Momma's Boy... without his mommy."
Domonic heart wrenched at what she said-- just as the butterflies fluttering about in his tummy increased tenfold. Finally, after a long pause, it was his turn to tell the truth. "I could always come with you... if you left... if you wanted me to I mean."
"Really... you would be willing to leave this super nice house. I mean, your dad made me sign a prenup so I would not be getting a whole lot of money. Not enough to get a nice house like this anyways."
"Mom, the nicest most expensive house in the world would be nothing to a small little shack in the woods... if the shack had you in it and the nice expensive house didn't have you."
"Turn over honey and look at me..."
Twisting around, he stared at her as she whispered, "Tell me you really mean that."
"I do, Mom," he told her seriously.
"That is so sweet baby," Mei replied as she squeezed his hands tight. "I suppose I could get a nice apartment or maybe a condo even, somewhere on the west side. It's nice on that side of town, huh."
"It is."
"And you would come with me... for real."
"I would follow you anywhere, Mom."
"Even if I left like tomorrow... I mean just packed my stuff up and went... you would come with me?"
"Even then. I would help you pack and then grab a couple things of mine and we could be gone... tomorrow if you want. It would serve him right."
"Well right now, I'm not worried about serving anyone right but you, Domy so why don't you turn back over as I think such a wonderful sweet answer like you just gave me deserves a special reward of some sort."
"What kind of special reward," he quietly asked as he stretched back out on his tummy.
"Hmm, special like maybe Mommy could give her precious little Momma's Boy a happy ending to his massage." Leaning down, Mei made it a point to press her tits up against him as she whispered in his ear, "I bet you would like that huh, a happy ending to your mom's nice massage."
"I... I would," Domy replied while praying she was just not teasing him.
"OK but I want to make your happy ending not only happy but very, very memorable so just give me a minute to hmm, prepare things and since I want to surprise you with my preparations I'll need you to go wait in my bathroom and not come out until I call you. OK?"
"Sure," Domonic replied as he climbed to his feet, curiously wondering just what kind of surprise she would have for him.
Mei hustled about the bedroom, preparing things as Domonic impatiently paced back and forth inside his mom's bathroom, and after roughly five minutes or so there came a light tapping on the bathroom door.
"Wait roughly thirty seconds and then come out of the bathroom baby, but make sure you turn off the light just as you leave the bathroom."
"OK," he called back through the closed bathroom door.
After the allotted thirty seconds were up, Domonic took a deep breath as he approached the bathroom door, and just as he was opening it, he clicked off the light just like she wanted.
As he stepped out into her bedroom he saw immediately why she wanted him to turn off the light as the entire bedroom was dark except for a circle of flickering pillar candles arranged in a circular fashion on the floor.
Inside this hypnotic circle of softly dancing candle light was his mom standing there with a bright smile. Next to her was the comfortable accent chair she usually kept in the corner of the bedroom.
Adjacent and to the left of the chair, sitting just outside the circle of fire, was her large, full length, gold trimmed floor mirror leaning against the wall.
As he approached her, he took a deep shuddering breath. She was still clad in her sexy bra and panties only and looked utterly entrancing as the diffused light from the flickering candles only served to accent her natural beauty... along with all those delicious curves of hers.
Calling out to him softly, she said, "Come, join your mom inside her magical circle of light and she will give you your promised happy ending."
After stepping gingerly between two of the flaming pillar candles and into her "magical circle of light" he allowed her to guide him over to the accent chair. After she gently pushed him down into a sitting position, she positioned herself so she was standing directly in front of him.
"You know your mother wants you even more ready for your happy ending so I'm afraid you are going to have to endure a bit more teasing from her. Can you handle that, sweetie?"
"I think I can handle some more teasing."
"Even if your mommy's teasing will be a little bit naughty."
"Yes, even then."
She moved a bit closer, close enough where, once more, his eyes became solely focused on those lovely nipples of hers being made evident under the thin tan material of her bra.
"I thought as much and since you are such a very special little Momma's Boy I will allow you to be the one to take off your mommy's bra... here so stand up."
Reaching down, she helped pull him to his feet. "Tell me have you ever tried to take off a girl's bra before, Domy?"
He swallowed hard before shaking his head no.
"So... you have never seen a woman's bare breasts, except for you know, like in a movie or in a magazine or something like that?"
Embarrassed, he looked down as he shook his head no.
Sensing his discomfort, Mei squeezed his hands tight as she whispered, "Hmm... well... that is nothing to be embarrassed about, honey. In fact, that is just about perfect."
"Perfect how?"
"Perfect because it will be your mom's bare breasts that will be the first you ever get to see and that will make me feel, and hopefully you also, so very special."
"It will," he replied as this dream night of his bounced merrily along.
"Then here," she replied as she guided his hands around to her back. "Your mom's bra unhooks in the back but I... I want this moment to be extra special between us so maybe we could be sharing some kisses as you take off my bra, sweetie."
Not waiting for him to answer such an obviously easy question, she moved her face closer before pressing her lips up against his, just as she pushed his nervous fingers up against the back of her bra.
Mei quickly slipped her tongue inside his mouth, kissing him aggressively, and as he fumbled with the intricate clasps in the back, there was three of them, he found himself wholly distracted by her kisses. This, combined with his inexperience at undoing a woman's bra, made it a sure bet he would totally fail in his clumsy attempts to unhook her bra.



This, of course, was just what Mei expected and was prepared with a response that would send her teasing into the stratosphere.
She first pulled back, breaking their kiss off, as his awkward attempts to unhook her bra became more than a little frustrating to him.
Hitting him with a serious frown while making her voice as grave as possible, she whispered harshly to him, "What wrong, Domonic? I thought you wanted to see your mommy's boobies and you can't do that if you can't take her bra off."
"I'm... I'm trying, Mom but the hook thingies in the back are... like stuck or something," he cried out in abject embarrassment.
As his hands slipped down and away from the back of her bra, she pushed her teasing agenda to the max.
"Go on and squeeze them a bit baby as I want you to feel what you are missing by not being able to get my bra unhooked."
Domonic obeyed as he used both hands to tenderly squeeze her tits through the soft material of her bra.
"They feel nice, huh?" she cooed to him.
"Oh God yes," he said in a shaky voice.
"And you still want to see them?"
More than anything in the world," he answered in a voice full of desperate yearning.
"Here then... sit down again and your mommy will tell you a secret about her nice strapless bra."
After Domonic settled back down in the chair, she reached down and grabbed his hands before pressing them up against her bare tummy.
"So if sometimes the back door is locked you must come around to the front door, Domy."
"I... I don't know what that means?"
"Here let me show you, sweetie."
Once more, she thrust her chest out to him as she gripped his hands tight, guiding them up until they hovered just mere inches away from the middle of her chest.
Dropping her hands back down and away, she whispered, "Go ahead baby and hook a pair of those nervous and clumsy fingers of yours around the top side of your mom's sexy bra and then... slowly pull down..."
"Really you... you will let me do that?"
Mei, feeling deliciously wicked, decided to ramp the teasing up to the max. "I will if you make one solemn promise to me, honey."
"Anything," Domonic replied breathlessly as he just could wait to finally get a glimpse of his mom's tits.
He was to be greatly disappointed though as with a teasing smile, she whispered, "You have to keep your eyes shut as... as punishment for not being able to unhook your mom's bra."
"Punishment... Mom that's not fair! I--"
Using a sharp tone, she snapped at him. "You should be thankful your mother is allowing her little boy to pull down her bra in the first place honey... instead of complaining."
Cowed by her sharp tone, Domonic promised to keep his eyes shut. Taking a deep breath, he followed her instructions, hooking both his index and middle fingers delicately under the top edge of her bra before beginning to apply some downward pressure.
"Go on baby, don't be shy and yank down on my bra."
Domonic, ramped up to the max by her teasing, yanked his fingers down forcefully, pulling the bra down.
Of course with his eyes shut he couldn't see Mei's sizable breasts come tumbling out of the front of her bra and as she continued to stay silent, if only to see what he would do, he was finally forced to ask, "Did it work, Mommy?"
"Hmm, I don't know baby... you tell me... but keep your eyes shut."
Reaching down, Mei folded her bra down so it wouldn't be in the way.
Domonic's heart was literally trip hammering from pent up excitement as she snaked one hand around the back of his head to hold it in place as she moved forward.
"I think you are really going to like this, sweetie," she cooed to him as she thrust her boobs out, allowing them to be smooshed softly up against his face.
Domy let out a quiet sigh as he felt his face being enveloped by his mom's warm breasts, and as she bounced them merrily against his face the feeling of having died and gone to heaven very much returned.
It took a great effort for him to not open his mouth as a prelude to suckling on those delicious twin mounds of hers as she held them up, rubbing them so enticingly in his face.
Knowing this teasing game of her rubbing her tits in his face would have his cock growing to epic proportions of hardness, Mei decided to show mercy and cut her facial massage down to a manageable minute or two.
"I bet you want to open those cute little eyes of yours and see your mommy's tits so badly huh, sweetie?" she teased him as she jiggled her chest up and down, causing her tits to bound back and forth, invitingly against his face.
"I do," Domonic replied desperately from in between her tits while praying she would give him the go ahead to do just that.
"Maybe later... if Mommy is still in the mood she will not only let you see them, but let you play with them a bit before tucking you off for bedtime," she whispered just prior to pulling back and ending his nice booby facial massage. "I bet you would like that huh, playing with my boobies some before going to bed for the night."
"I... I would," he managed to stammer while squirming in the chair. Just as she predicated, Domonic was suffering from a cock that was as hard as diamonds.
After folding her bra back up and tucking her breasts back inside, Mei whispered, "Now you can open your eyes, Domy."
His eyes flew open, hoping to catch a glimpse of her bare boobs, but was greeted with abject disappointment to find she already had her bra back in place.
Any discontentment he felt though would be short lived as Mei quickly had them switch places.
"Here stand before me, close Domy, and then let's see if you are ready for your mom's happy ending."
Standing before her, as she wanted, Domy held his breath, watching as she, astonishingly, reached out before hooking a pair of fingers under the waistband of his briefs.
She paused, looking up at him before smiling sweetly and whispering, "You don't mind if I pull your briefs down to... to gauge what kind of... hmm, affect my nice titty facial massage might have had on my adorable little boy."
"N-no, I... I... don't mind," he replied as his heart fairly came to a halt.
Mei, wanting to draw the moment out to its max, leisurely pulled down on his briefs.
"Wow... look at you honey," she whispered as finally his cock came springing out from under his tight briefs.
After tossing his briefs onto the floor, she giggled softly while staring at his large twitching penis. "Wow honey," she whispered, "some little boy is now all grown up down there and more than ready for his happy ending I think."
She moved up to the very edge of the chair as she whispered, "Now turn and watch in the mirror as Mommy gives her baby his happy ending."
Earlier, in her preparations for the impending happy ending, she grabbed her bottle of coconut oil from the vanity table, placing it within easy reach on the floor, next to the chair.
After dumping a generous amount on the palms of her hands, she went to work on oiling up her son's nicely sized cock. Speculating that he was a good seven inches, Mei deliciously thought of what it might feel like having him made love to her later on.
"Come closer and snuggle that hard cock of your up against your mommy's pretty bra, sweetie," she whispered to him. "Here I will help you."
Reaching out, she grabbed his hardness before pressing it up against one of her breasts. Circling her chest up and all around, she trapped his cock against its softness.
As she slowly stroked his cock up and down while holding it in place she cooed to him softly, "Hmm, I bet you like that, huh. Like the way your mommy is softly rubbing her bra against your hardness?"
"I do, Mommy... it feels so nice," he whispered back as he felt an intense orgasm building.
After gently moving his cock back and forth between the cups of her bra, rubbing each around in a circular fashion while holding it in one place with her hand, she applied the coup de grace: she pushed his cock into the very center of the bra before using her hands to squeeze her breasts together around it.
Having his achingly hard cock being surrounded on two sides by the lacey material of his mom's bra was an indescribably wonderful feeling, and then it got better as his mom began to move her chest up and down.
"Go on baby, start humping away at your mommy's sexy bra so you can come all over it, sweetie," she whispered.
Domonic started to pump his hips up and down as he attempted to fuck his mom's tits through her bra.
"Go on sweetie, come all over my chest... please baby... I know you want to..."
Her begging for him to come, the way she was looking up at him with such wide eyed wicked innocence, and then most deliciously, the way her bra felt on the sensitive underside of his hard cock, all conspired to make him last only another three seconds or so before he grunted and released a huge load of cum that coated her upper chest just above the bra.
"Ahh, honey you missed coming on your mommy's bra... hmm maybe next time," she purred as she pulled back from him. "But still that was a nice happy ending huh, Domy?"
"Oh God, the best ever," he panted while wondering if the night was over or just getting started.
She gave him a soft smile before disappearing inside her bathroom to get cleaned up before putting Act II to their wicked drama in place.
Wanting to give him some time to recover, down there, Mei purposefully took her time in the bathroom as she carefully cleaned off the wet sticky cum he spurted out all over her upper chest.
A few minutes later, Domonic, not wanting to assume anything, he was again dressed, watched her approach him after she exited the bathroom.
Luckily, she was still dressed in only her bra and panties so maybe the night was not done.
"So now that mommy has satisfied her sweet little momma's boy by giving him such a nice happy ending, maybe it's time he did something for her."
"Of course, anything," Domonic eagerly told her.
"Is that a promise baby. One that you will keep no matter what?"
"Yes."
They sat, facing one another on the edge of her bed, just holding hands quietly for a moment, allowing the romantic atmosphere to build.
"Then promise you will follow me to the ends of the Earth and seal that promise with some kisses."
Leaning closer to her, he whispered, "I would follow you anywhere, Mommy, even to the ends of the Earth, this I promise."
Mei reached out, pulling him the rest of the way into her warm embrace.
Their lips came together as they exchanged several delicate kisses before she slipped her tongue inside his mouth.
Still gripping his hands, knowing what he wanted, she pushed them up and onto her breasts as their soft kisses continued unabated.
Domonic quickly found himself going from soft to firm, in a mere minute or two, as he groped at his mom's deliciously firm tits under her uber sexy bra.
Breaking off their kiss, Mei whispered to him. "Go on and try once more to take off my bra sweetie and if you can get it off this time, I'll let you worship my boobies with that eager young mouth of yours."
Reaching around, he once again was stymied by the intricate triple clasps in the back holding her bra shut. Noting his desperate fumbling about back there, Mei quickly decided he needed her help.
Reaching around in back, she grabbed his hands before whispering, "Here... stop... I have an idea."
"I just can't get it," Domonic moaned in embarrassment as she stood up.
"Don't worry, once we get out own place you will have plenty of chances to practice undoing your mommy's bra I would think."
"I really hope so," he responded eagerly.
"But for now, fate is still denying you your glimpse of heaven... but if you follow my instructions and allow her to do just a bit more teasing she will be the one, if you want, to take her bra off so her little Domy will finally get his long awaited peek at his mother's heavenly boobies."
"Just tell me what to do," he replied in a hoarse whisper as-- by this time-- he might have been willing to chop off a finger, or two, just to get a look at those fucking tits of hers.
"OK then, first let's go back over here to our magical circle of flaming lights where you will repose yourself, on your knees, in front of your queen. Your mommy is your queen, is she not Domy?"
"Oh very much so is she my queen," he told her as he hurriedly followed her over to inside the circle of flaming candles before settling himself down on his knees.
Positioning herself so she was standing directly in front of him, and so they were both framed almost perfectly by the mirror, Mei prepared to enter the homestretch of her seduction.
Reaching down, she used one finger to direct his attention over to the mirror. "Go on honey and gaze at the reflection of the queen's lovely body in her mirror and tell me... is it not worthy of kisses?"
Domy doing as instructed, glanced over at her reflection in the mirror and-- once again-- he became lost in her motherly beauty.
Her body, framed in profile by the mirror, looked delicious to Domy as his eyes flickered up and down it before settling, as always, on her tits.
Knowing where his attention was directly, Mie subtly thrust out her chest, allowing him to gaze at it desirously for a good long moment before he finally whispered.
"Your body is very worthy my queen," he replied while warming to this new game of her being his queen.
"And what part of the queen's body would you like to worship the most with your loving kisses, do tell her the truth."
Smiling, she turned so her back was to him before whispering, "Maybe you would like most to kiss the queen's royal ass huh?"
"While the queen's royal rump is lovely beyond compare I'm afraid she does have more, ahh worthy parts of her body that her loyal subject would like to kiss."
"Hmm, is that so," the queen quietly replied as she turned to face him.
Touching his face lightly, she used one hand to tilt his face up towards her before whispering, "Take a long moment to gaze upon the queen's body and then tell her... What part of the queen's body does her loyal subject consider to be the most worthy of his devotion?"
Domy eyes floated over the queen's gorgeous thighs, thick and firm, before slipping up to her nearly flat tummy. He sighed as he adored a flat and well-toned tummy. Quickly his eyes flickered up to her pretty face, and her dark smoldering eyes, and then up and down the tresses of her dark locks before finally coming to rest on, of course, her breasts.
There they remained as the queen observed all for a soundless moment before saying quietly, "Hmm, it appears I have my answer without you having to say anything as I have noticed how the queen's loyal subject's eyes have become stuck on her royal treasure chest... much as it has been the whole night."
Taking his role and running with it, Domonic cried out, "Please my queen, I simply cannot help it as the queen's regal treasure chest is simply a heavenly sight, even though, of course, its true beauty is obscured, quite nicely, by the queen's royal brasserie."
"Well the night is young still and the queen may as yet take pity on your poor eyes and remove her royal brasserie so her devoted subject can stare at the queenly treasures that lie beneath... unhindered by her regal bra."
"I would very much like that, my queen," Domonic said quietly while hoping she wasn't just teasing him some more.
"Then you shall have to earn such an honor by starting here and here..." Reaching down, she touched both of her lower thighs in turn, just above her knees, as she whispered, "The queen wants to feel your devotion by having you kiss your way up to the kingdom's treasure chest and if you go nice and slow, showing the proper amount of love and adoration to all of her bare skin then, just maybe, one of the guards will grant you access to plunder the kingdom's royal treasure chest... at your leisure."
"I can only pray that is the case," Domonic whispered as his eyes floated up and down her body while thinking how nice it was going to be to kiss all of that delicious bare skin before finally stopping at her chest. This close up it was easy to see the outline of her nipples under the practically see through material of her gorgeous bra which only served to ramp up his desire.
Closing his eyes, Domonic moved his mouth to her lower right thigh before he applied his first kiss. Moving deliberately, he kissed his way up and down her thigh, all the way up to the edge of her panties before switching over to the left thigh.
"That's it, nice and gentle, just like the queen desires her kisses," she whispered to him as he began to spray dozens of light kisses all over her other thigh.
Once his kisses reached the edge of her panties, she told him, "Now go on and skip over the queen's royal panties and start kissing her tummy, sweetie."
Going slow, he lavished dozens upon dozens of subtle and tantalizing kisses over the entirety of her stomach, right up to the lower edge of her bra.
Once his kisses bumped up against the edge of her bra, she reached down as she whispered, "I think you are going to have to stand up to finish the job."
After helping him to his feet, they stared at each other for a long moment before Domonic quietly asked-- as he bowed his head in servitude, "Where do you want me to kiss you next, my queen?"
She did a half turn, presenting herself so her reflection would be of the nice profile variety in the mirror.
"Maybe kiss me here and here and here," she whispered while moving her finger several times all over her bare shoulders, "And then on down my back right up to the very edge of the queen's royal brasserie."
"OK, I can do that, my queen," Domonic whispered.
"Hmm, maybe as you are showering me with more kisses and since you have already done a nice job of this, the queen feels a reward is in order."
"A reward... what kind of reward," he whispered as he brought his mouth to her ear.
"A reward in the form of the queen providing those restless hands of yours with a personal escort so you may fully explore all of the queen's secret spots..."
Reaching down, she took his hands in hers and as he started to spray a plethora of light kisses all along her shoulders, she guided his hands down... and in between her legs.
Domonic let out a loud sigh as she pushed his hand up against the fullness of her pussy. It was his first time, touching a woman down there, and he was beside himself with pent up passion.
"Why don't you slip one of those curious little hands inside the queen's panties, sweetie. She won't mind."
Domonic held his breath as he carefully slipped one hand inside her panties.
The soft folds of his mother queen's wet pussy felt heavenly to his virgin fingers as he began his soft explorations of his mom's wet gash.
Mei let out a quiet hiss as she felt his curious fingers, first, stroking the moist folds of her pussy before carefully dipping inside. Like testing the waters, she felt him push one finger, ever so carefully, up and inside of her before withdrawing it slightly and then doing it again... but deeper this time.
Wanting to offer his naïve fingers some guidance she whispered to him, "That's it baby... work your fingers in and out of the queen's wet cunt... slow at first and then faster..."
He happily obeyed as he shoved his finger in and out of her slowly at first, before working up some speed. Noting how the faster and deeper he went the more she seemed to moan and squirm, he went to work.
Reaching behind her, Mei drew his mouth down to his neck as she whispered, "Shower the queen with more kisses honey as you play with her pussy."
Mei allowed him a minute or two of breathless play time before she sensed they were both to the point where what happened next would be inevitable.



As she reached down, pulling his hand out from her panties, she turned to face him.
"Sit down again, sweetie as my loyal subject has finally earned the right to gaze upon the queen's royal treasure chest."
After positioning herself directly in front of him, they stared at each other a good long moment as the raw sexual tension grew to nearly unbearable levels.
Finally, smiling, Mei reached down and after taking his hands in hers, she began to guide them up to her chest. Whispering, she told him, "Now do what you did before sweetie, when you gently pulled your mommy's bra down allowing those big tits of hers to come spilling out... but this time you can keep your eyes open, Domy."
"Oh God," Dominic murmured to himself as he once again nervously hooked his fingers under the front edge of her bra. Slowly, carefully he began to yank it down. Wanting to savor the moment he went even slower than last time, applying just enough pressure to allow the strapless bra to inch downwards ever so deliberately.
Finally though, gravity won out and her tits finally came spilling out of the front of her bra.
"Oh my God," he whispered under his breath as his mom's gorgeous tits were finally revealed to his wide staring eyes.
"You like them sweetie... you like your mommy's nice boobies."
"God I do... they are utterly beautiful."
"Hmm, I will give you a minute or two, if you want, to play with them before maybe I'll let you suck on them some."
Wasting no time, an overly wrought Domonic began to tenderly fondle his mom's beautiful boobs. They felt nice and soft, nice and squishy while still maintaining a level of firmness that soon had his cock overly hard.
Mei closed her eyes, thrusting her chest out, allowing him his gentle playtime as she imagined how that big hard cock of his might feel inside of her. It had been a long, long time since she had sex and was more than ready to be fucked.
Finally, she pulled his playful hands off her of tits. Slipping easily back into her role of being the queen, she whispered, "I think maybe my loyal subject would like to shower the queen's boobies with dozens and dozens of soft gentle kisses as a prelude to him suckling on them?"
"Oh God yes, he would," Domonic breathlessly answered.
Slipping one hand behind his back, the queen drew his face forward and into her soft queenly bosom.
Domonic somehow managed to control his raging passion as he began to gently kiss the up and down and all around her majestic boobs. After circling his kisses around several times, he finally let loose his tongue on one of her nipples.
Mei let out a loud hiss, as his tongue tenderly flickered once twice and then a third time over her nipple, making it jump to attention.
"Oh God I like that baby... the queen's nipples are overly sensitive."
He really went to work then, taking turns assailing each of her ripe nipples with his playful tongue for several long moments before Mei hissed at him, "Go on and suck on them baby... suck on the queen's royal tits... please."
He smiled inwardly to himself, finding it almost incredible his mom aka "the queen" would be actually begging him to suck on her tits.
Of course, he happily obliged his queen. Closing his eyes and opening his mouth, he latched onto one of her nipples before he began to hungrily devour it.
The quiet bedroom was quickly filled with the soft sounds of him noisily sucking on her tits. Back and forth his mouth flew from one delicious mound to the next before the queen finally-- unable to take it anymore-- barked at him, "The queen needs you inside of her... now!!"
Her passion raging out of control, Mie practically yanked him to his feet before hissing, "Go on and rip off the queen's royal panties before you take that big cock of yours out and put it inside of her."
He obeyed as he nearly tore her panties off of her before yanking his own underwear off.
After pushing him back down and onto the chair, Mei turned her back on him. Turning toward the mirror, they were both perfectly framed by it, she watched as she cautiously sank down, and onto his hardness.
Dominic let out a loud whimper as he felt his hardness penetrate a woman for the first time. It felt a hundred times better, maybe because it was his mother, his secret crush, his queen, who was on the other end.
Gripping her hips, Domonic turned to look at the mirror too. It was an awesome sight watching his mother bounce slowly up and down on his cock and as she gradually picked up speed, he especially enjoyed the way her full size tits began to bounce up and down in time with her downward thrusts.
If he had not come once already, hard, he doubted he would have lasted much more than a minute or two, but fortunately he had, allowing him to last longer and enjoy the show.
Mie closed her eyes, as she used her hands on the arm rest of the chair to propel herself up and down.
"God you feel so good inside your mom," she whispered at him harshly as she felt the beginnings of what was to be a tremendous orgasm building inside of her.
But wanting to prolong things, Mie stopped bouncing up and down on his cock. Turning her face around, she kissed him, almost savagely as he brought his hands up to fondle her tits once more.
They spent several long breathless moments exchanging a wild array of kisses before she began to thrust herself up and down again.
"This time no stopping until you come deep inside of your queen, baby," she told him as the last barrier, he had been wondering if he could, if he should, come inside of her, fell away.
Mei went from zero to sixty in a mere matter of seconds it seemed as she bounced wildly up and down on his cock.
Gripping her hips, Domonic tried to match her wild bouncing by thrusting his cock upwards. It worked nicely and as he turned to watch the action in the mirror he was rewarded with the sight of his mother's delicious boobs bouncing merrily up and down.
The sight turned him on some much his orgasm came rushing home. Trying to forestall it, he bit his lip, hard, but only managed to hold out another two or three seconds before he came hard inside of her.
Mei, in a near storybook ending, willed herself to come nearly seconds later.
"Is the queen satisfied?" Domonic whispered as she sank back against him, still shaking from the after effects of the most powerful orgasm of her life.
"More than you can imagine, sweetheart, but what about her loyal subject... was the queen's royal treasure chest, and then her regal pussy to your liking."
"I... I can't imagine anything in this whole world being better than either..." Smiling he then added, "Unless it might be my own mommy's chest and pussy."
"Well fortunately for us, sweetie they are one and the same, huh?"
The fairy tale of a night over, the mommy queen and her loyal subject, her adoring little Momma's Boy, made their way over to her bed, hand in hand, where they fell into a deep contented slumber while holding each other tight.
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Daddy's Most Happy Birthday
Mid-June
As his thirty seventh birthday party dragged on Everett's gloominess grew. It was an unhappiness fueled by simple jealousy. His jealousy was first set in motion by the abundant attention his lovely wife was receiving, and most certainly encouraging, by her sexy outfit which consisted of a pair of tight cut off blue jean shorts matched with a snug, sleeveless light grey summer top that did a most excellent job of showing off her best assets: a pair of mouthwatering tits.
Outrageously flirting with several of the older male guests at the birthday party, his birthday party, a party she insisted on throwing for him, made it a no brainer Everett would be overcome with jealousy--just as she intended.
He was not sure what her end game was as he sat in a patio chair--sulking-- in a far corner of the pool area. He was not quite upset enough-- as of yet anyways--to make a scene, but then again the night was still young.
His wife was an incurable flirt and showoff, and after being married to her for nearly six years he knew, or should have known, she was not about to change.
At the age forty six, Crystal was a cougar extraordinaire with a nice nearly wrinkle free face, (thanks Botox), and nice mane of brownish/blonde hair that showed nary a hint of gray, (thanks Andre at the beauty salon), matched with a bubbly and spirited personality that seemed to be the life of any party.
As for her body, Crystal had the money, Everett was quite wealthy, and the time, she did not work, again Everett was rich, to concentrate on staying in shape.
She ate right, did yoga four times a week, hit the gym another four times a week, and just recently rejuvenated an already fantastic figure with a breast lift giving her already nice tits an uplifted and more youthful appearance.
His wife, standing over at the edge of the pool, was talking to a man and appeared to be flirting something awful. If he remembered correctly, the man's name was Phil Knolls and lived somewhere close by, maybe just down the street and was the father of one of his daughter's friends.
No matter who he was, Everett was doing a slow burn watching the way the man was making her laugh while casually reaching out and touching her arm.
He was about to go over there and put an end to his wife's flirting when his adorable daughter, eighteen year old Brittney, came skipping up to him. Worse still, she had a "boy" in tow, who, just like her, might have been all of eighteen years old.
The fact she had a boy with her was not so much of a surprise considering the hot little string bikini she was wearing.
It was white with gold piping and showed off her tits to such a degree that Everett found himself fighting hard not to openly stare at them as she stood before him smiling.
"Hi, Daddy this is Billy," she told him with a bright smile.
Everett turned away--before he got caught staring at his daughter's chest- mumbling quietly to himself, "Jesus, first her, and now you with the showing off."
Brittney stood there beaming at him. "What did you say, Daddy?"
"Nothing, I mean, are you guys having a good time?" he half grumbled. Did she really think he would be happy with her bringing over a boy to meet him?
Brittney had always been his little girl, his beautiful blonde princess, and quite frankly it pissed him off that she was so openly seeking the attention of males... other than himself. Despite knowing the day was coming, she couldn't stay his little girl forever, still, seeing it unfold before his very eyes, on his birthday of all days, was a bit much to handle.
Brittney, like her mother, Everett's first wife, Pam, had an earthly beauty to her: brownish blonde hair, blue eyes, full pouting lips, coupled with an attractive tanned figure whose highlight were those rather sizable DD tits of hers.
Brittney, on the outside anyways, displayed a somewhat shy demure personality, but underneath beat the heart of a wild, untamed vixen just waiting to be released--when the time was right that is.
Everett lost sight of his wife as his daughter began to speak because-- as usual-- his beautiful young daughter demanded all of his attention. "Billy is a friend of mine from the gym. He wants to take me out next weekend to a concert. Can I go, huh? Please, Daddy."
"I don't know. Go ask your mother," he said distractedly while glancing at her and finding his eyes were, once again, drawn to her tits like a moth to the flame.
"She said ask you."
With a supreme effort, Everett managed to tear his eyes off his daughter's chest just in time to notice she was frowning at him, just like she always did whenever she did not--immediately-- get her way. This time, instead of melting his heart like it usually did, it only served to irritate him.
"Well, I will talk to her and we will discuss it tomorrow."
"Fine. Let's go, Billy. My Daddy is being grumpy."
Resisting the urge to make an ugly retort that could only make things worse, Everett said nothing. Directing his attention back to where he had last seen his wife before becoming distracted by his daughter, Everett noted how she was no longer there.
"Hey where did you mother go?" he called after his daughter.
"I just seen her heading inside with Mr. Knolls."
Standing up, Everett craned his neck as he turned around toward the house. Sure enough there was his wife leading Mr. Knolls--by the fucking hand--into the house.
Everett, his jealous imagination working overtime, jumped to his feet assuming the worse. He quickly crossed the pool area dodging several of his guests while brushing off their birthday wishes. Yeah, like a thirty seventh birthday was such a big fucking deal.
As soon as he entered the house through the patio door he spotted his wife in the kitchen. Mr. Knolls was nowhere in sight. His anger began to fade quickly as he stood and stared at his wife.
She was bent over with the refrigerator door open, rummaging around in one of the lower drawers. With her back to him, her beautiful ass, still quite shapely for a woman her age, was on full display. As he stood there gawking at it so prominently on display in her tight blue jean cut off shorts his anger quickly turned to raw desire.
His wife had been withholding sex from him for just over a month now while promising to, "just wait till your birthday as I assure you the waiting will make things so much better."
"Mom, Daddy is staring at your ass." Brittney sang out from behind him.
Crystal, straightened up before turning around and hitting him with a bemused smile--as was his daughter.
"Brittney, Jesus I need to put a bell on you or something. I didn't hear you come in."
"Here that hon, your daddy wants to put a bell on you. He must think you are a pussy cat or something."
Everett noticed how his wife emphasized the word "pussy" and how Brittney was smirking at him which was a sure sign she was about to say something clever.
The sharp witted Brittney, never one lacking in the comeback department, quickly retorted, "Please no bells, Daddy as I like to sneak around so I can see things maybe I shouldn't. It's fun. But you can still think of my pussy if you want... Oops I mean think of me as a pussy... cat that is."
Everett turned about four shades of red. The truth was he had been thinking of his daughter with less than pure thoughts, thanks to the way that skimpy white string bikini of hers did such a fantastic fucking job of showing off her young teen age body.
Wanting to change the subject and fast, Everett snapped, "Well unless you want to see me yelling at your mother I suggest you leave... now."
"Fine," Brittney snapped as she resisted the urge to ask why he was going to yell at her mom. Deciding it would be better anyways to ask her mom later-- Crystal, despite being only her "stepmother", was usually very open and honest with her-- why he was mad enough to be yelling at her, Brittany departed the kitchen without further comment.
Crystal and Brittney actually enjoyed a very good relationship and, without fail, Crystal treated Brittney as her very own daughter, and Brittney, in turn, after a period of adjustment to her new mother, likewise treated Crystal as if she was her real mother.
"Now before you go spouting off too much, Everett," Crystal spoke up, "Mr. Knolls is just around the corner in the bathroom. I brought him in the house for that and nothing else."
She crossed the kitchen before stopping in front of him.
His eyes easily fell to his wife's super nice set of tits, she too did not appear to be wearing a bra under her top, before finding her face again.
"I was just curious is all as to why you brought him in the house. I never said you did anything wrong, honey," he answered defensively.
"Then why are you upset?"
"It's just," he dropped his voice, "I saw him flirting with you out by the pool and then you lead him in here by the hand. I--" Everett cut himself off abruptly. Mr. Knolls had just rounded the corner and entered the kitchen approaching him with an extended hand.
"Oh hi, its Everett right? Will Knolls... I am Katie's father."
"Hi, how you doing?" Everett mumbled anxious to get back to his conversation with his wife. Mr. Knolls, sensing as much, headed toward the patio door after extending a quick birthday greeting to him.
Alone once again, Everett turned back to his wife. "Anyways, I was upset by the way he was making you laugh so easily and then you leading in here by the hand."
"I was just being friendly, hon, you know me... ever the warm and friendly hostess."
"Yeah, yeah," he mumbled embarrassed by his overreaction.
"OK, so look, maybe I am being a bit extra friendly to some of the older male guests but I have a reason."
When she said nothing more, only giving him a coy smile he was forced to ask.
"OK, why?"
"Just to make you jealous. A bit of jealousy is good for a marriage I think. It lets someone know you still care... besides you fuck me really good when you are jealous honey. Fuck me like you got something to prove."
"Yeah, well, you know me so well."
"Yes I do. Enough anyways, and you know it's just not me you are jealous over. In fact, I think our darling little daughter may be making you jealous too by the way she looks so hot in her sexy new bikini which has all the young boys flocking around her like a pack of fucking dogs."
"Yeah, guilty as charged. It bothers me. Does that make me a bad father?"
"No, not bad. Typical maybe. Anyways I have a feeling you are not enjoying your birthday party so much."
"I do have a bit of a headache so maybe we could think about wrapping it up soon."
"Well if that's what you want then why don't you go upstairs, take some aspirin, and lay down and then later," she paused, patting him on the cheek before a sly smile came over her face, "Your mommy will be up to give her baby boy some much needed attention."
His cock, reacting akin to Palov's dog, began to get instantly hard as soon as his wife mentioned the word "mommy" to him.
Everett and his wife, just within the last year or so, in an attempt to spice up their sex life, started to play naughty role playing games in the bedroom. Everett's favorite game, by far, was when Crystal pretended to be his mommy.
She fit the role, if not perfectly, pretty nicely as she was a good bit older than him so it was not so unrealistic.
Twenty minutes later, Everett slipped off into a quiet sleep as he stretched out on their bed while Crystal went about the business of wrapping up the party and sending the guests home.
After getting the house clear finally of the last guest, she was just cleaning up when Brittney walked into the kitchen.
Getting right to the point, Brittney asked, "So why was Daddy going to yell at you earlier, Mom? He looked kind of mad at you."
"He was not really mad, just a bit jealous I think."
"Over the way you were flirting with everyone?" Brittney asked. Pulling up a stool to the kitchen counter, she plopped down on it hoping her mom would tell her something interesting.
"Hey, I was not flirting with... everyone. I mean, I left the younger boys alone so they could chase after you."
"No one was chasing after me, Mom," Brittney quietly murmured.
"Really... well their loss because such a beautiful and charming young lady as yourself Brittney would be worth the chase I think."
"Aww, Mom you are laying it on thick. I am charming maybe, but beautiful... hardly."
Crystal crossed the kitchen to her daughter. Pulling up a stool next to Brittney, she sat down.
"So what is not beautiful about you baby. Surely not this gorgeous mane of long brown hair because that is nice." Reaching out, Crystal ran her fingers through her daughter's long, blondish brown hair that fell just down to her shoulders.
"Hmm... and surely not that dazzling smile of yours with those perfectly even white teeth. All that money your daddy spent for you as a young teenager on braces so you could have perfect teeth certainly paid off. I mean really honey you have a smile that never fails to melt our hearts baby, me and your dad's both."
"Thank you, but don't stop there, go on. What else?" Brittney said with a giggle.
"Well, let me see, you have pretty eyes baby girl, dark and mysterious. And then they are those cute little dimpled cheeks of yours. Hmm, sweet as pumpkin pie they are."
"And," Brittney whispered warming to her mom's over the top compliments.
"What else, let me see, hmm, your beautifully tanned complexion is nothing short of flawless and worthy of any man, or woman's admiration I would think."
And it was as Brittney possessed a simply glowing complexion resembling that of a tanned bronze goddess.
"Then there is that near perfect body of yours... shapely and nearly flawless in its youth." Crystal took her daughter's hands in hers prompting her to stand up.
Brittney stood up, glowing in the limelight of her mom's praise. "Yeah, just look at that body of yours, honey! Hmm, shown off so nicely in your sexy little string bikini that your Mom bought you. It's no wonder the boys were all flocking around you."
Brittney was small, five-three, but with a comely figure featuring a pair of luscious 34D tits, flat abs, and muscular thighs. She accompanied her mother to the gym at least three times a week, and like her, stuck to a strict diet making sure to eat right and the results showed.
Laughing, Brittney said, "OK, OK enough, Mom." Sitting back down she tried to steer things back away from her and onto the topic at hand. "Seriously, what was Dad upset about? I mean he seemed grumpy for most of the afternoon."
"If I tell you, you must promise it will just be between us, honey."
"Yes, of course. I know how to keep secrets."
"Well actually I don't think he was none too happy with either of us. Me... because my usual flirty personality was probably getting on his nerves and you, sweetie, running around in that skimpy bikini of yours was probably also getting on his nerves some."
"So he was upset seeing me in my new bikini?"
"I think he was just, more or less, upset about all the attention it got you. Your father is not used to sharing you honey. You have to understand that."
"Oh."
It was all Brittney could think to say with this new information catching her totally off guard.
"Maybe you should go talk to him and maybe try to be extra sweet to him. After all, it's still his birthday."
"OK, I will go talk to him," she told her mom as she started to get up.
"Hey, before you go, I need to tell you something else so sit back down."
After Brittney sat back down her mom looked at her seriously before saying, "I need to remind you how I not only bought you that bikini you are wearing still now and that you wanted so bad... using my own money, but I also bought you those two new bras you were dying to have... and your favorite perfume, the real expensive one, and let's not forget how I gave you my credit card and let you buy those jeans and blouse you wanted, and finally, how it was me that gave you permission to invite a bunch of your friends to your dad's party... including boys."
"Yeah, I know Mom and I thanked you."
"You also made a promise to me. You promised to not be so stubborn and do whatever you mom told you for the rest of the summer. Do you remember that promise, Brittney?"
"OK, OK, I am doing what you told me. I said I'm going upstairs to talk to him right now."
"And you will continue to do whatever I tell you right?"
"Yes, Mother," Brittney quickly replied. Her mother was the sweetest woman in the world-- until she didn't get her way and then it was watch out.
"And when you talk to him remember you need to be extra sweet honey, with sugar on top... especially tonight when we both need to get back in his good graces. I will be up later to see how things are going."
Heading upstairs, Brittney decided it might be best to change out of her offending bikini since it was a source of obvious irritation to him.
A few minutes later, after changing into a singularly unattractive flannel nightshirt, Brittney was knocking on his door.
"Come in!" he snapped as he laid, stretched out on the bed, working on a mixed drink of Jack and Coke from the small mini bar stuck in one corner of their spacious bedroom.
"Hi Daddy," Brittney said cheerily as she came bounding into the room, determined to do exactly as she promised her mother.
"Hi Daddy" would be about as far as she would get. Everett immediately, fueled by the three beers he had at the party, plus the Jack and Coke he was sipping on, went on the attack. "Where is your bikini that you were flaunting at my party earlier, Brittney? You know the one that had all the boys chasing after you."
"Da-" She started to response, but he cut her off without a moment's hesitation.
"You know there was a time, not so long ago, whenever you bought anything new you made it a point to show me first. I guess that time has passed considering how you mom informed me she bought that for you almost two weeks ago?"
Brittney wanted to defend herself in some way, but was so caught off guard by his anger she was too stunned to speak. Instead, she moved closer to the bed meaning to maybe grab his hand and apologize.
"Yeah, come closer... closer still," he told her while waving his hand for her to come to the edge of the bed.
She said nothing as he leaned toward her and took a big whiff. "Just as I thought. The new perfume you bought is not for me either. I can barely smell it on you now, but earlier... yeah when you dragged that boy over to meet me you fairly reeked of it. You know, there was a time when I would have been the first one you showed off a new perfume to by giving me a nice hug and kiss just so I could be close enough to smell you."
"Dad, really aren't you--"
Then disaster struck as her phone beeped; she was holding it in her hand. While it was a mistake even bringing it into the bedroom in the first place, she compounded her mistake by stopping what she was going to say to look at her phone.
Now he really went off. "Typical, you damn kids can't go anywhere without dragging your phones with you. So fucking afraid you going to miss a life or death message. Go on... go back to your room so you can message back your friends and then stare at your phone in rapturous wonder waiting for the next message to come in."
When she hesitated he barked, "Go on, and get out. If you can't talk to me without carrying that fucking thing around in your hand I don't want talk to you at all."
Crystal, alerted things were not going well after hearing her husband raise his voice, rushed upstairs to find her daughter escaping from the bedroom with tears in her eyes.
She glanced in the room to find Everett over at the bar making himself another drink. Deciding it would be better to get the story from her, rather than her half-drunk husband, she hurried down the hall to Brittney's bedroom.



She found Brittney sitting on the edge of her bed sulking. Sitting down next to her, Crystal asked softly, "What happened sweetie?"
"He is really pissed."
"Why?"
"I don't know really. He would not let me even speak."
"Hmm... I think I know one reason maybe," Crystal said poking at the sleeve of her daughter's ratty flannel nightshirt.
"Because of this. I put this on because it's... you know--"
"Doesn't matter why honey. The damn thing is ugly," Crystal interjected, "unlike your pretty bikini you had on earlier."
"Yeah, I changed before I talked to him. I mean I thought you said he was upset about me wearing that so..." Brittney looked at her mother more confused than ever.
"Look... let me explain something to you again my dear. Maybe you didn't understand it the first time I told you. Your dad was not upset about your sexy bikini. In fact, he loved how it looked on you."
"How do you know?"
"Simple... I asked him and he told me. But what he didn't love was all the attention it was getting you, and even more how you seemed to save it especially for his party... but not for him."
"Oh, yeah, he sort of mentioned that. He said I didn't show him first... like I used to whenever I bought anything new," Brittney said quietly beginning to maybe understand why he was so upset.
"So now when he finally sees you alone and you want to pay him some attention, instead of wearing something nice, something pretty, you come in this ratty old nightshirt."
"So what should I have worn, Mom? Should I have left my bikini on?"
"Well, that would have been better than what you have on now, but still it would not be a surprise. It's his birthday and I am sure he would like you to surprise him by wearing something new he has never seen before... you know something nice maybe. Let me see... do you have anything new you could show off to him that is both pretty and maybe a little sexy and nice."
"No, not really. The newest things I bought were those jeans and a blouse when you gave me your credit card but I wore them... just for him... when he took me to lunch the other day."
"Is that all you have new?" Crystal asked with a knowing smile on her face.
"Yeah, I think so... well, except for those two new bras and the panties you bought me, but, I mean I can't show them off... to him."
A perfectly delicious and most evil idea was starting to form in Crystal's mind. She wondered though if she could get her daughter to play along. Deciding to see what might happen, Crystal went ahead and acted upon her idea.
"And why not?"
"Oh like he is going to be really impressed."
Brittney jumped to her feet, moving over to her dresser, she yanked open the bottom drawer. Pulling out her two new bras, they still had the tags on them, she brought them back over to her mother. Dropping them on the bed she said, "What am I going to say? 'Look Daddy your little girl bought two new sexy bras, aren't you impressed'?"
"First of all, young lady that is not the way you would show them off to him by just dropping them on the bed in front of him. You need to be a bit mysterious hon... men like mystery. Now this is what you need to do..."
Crystal spent the next few minutes outlining a bold plan for the both of them--together-- to get back into his good graces and give him a happy birthday after all. It took a bit of convincing on Crystal's part to get her daughter to agree, but in the end, after gravely reminding her of her solemn promise to do whatever her mother told her all summer, Brittney, not wanting to incur the wrath of her mother also, meekly agreed.
Everett set the empty glass down. It was his second Jack and Coke and he was now feeling little pain. Plopping back down on the bed, he closed his eyes and was just starting to relax when he heard a light tapping on the door.
He opened his eyes in time to see his wife pop her head inside the room. "Sweetie, can we come in."
"I would rather be alone," he snapped. "I mean, haven't you two caused enough grief for me today already?" Everett's anger at his daughter had the dual effect of bringing back his anger toward his wife for her flirtatious ways during the party.
Ignoring his request to be alone, Crystal pushed open the door and entered the room with Brittney in tow. "Yes, we have darling, especially your pretty young daughter... and me, of course, and that is why we want to spent the rest of the evening making it up to you. Isn't that right, honey?"
"Yes, please Daddy, it's still your birthday and me and mom still have some birthday presents for you."
Everett was about to snap again when he paused. They were up to something. He could tell because both of them were looking especially gorgeous having obviously taken the time to put on makeup and do their hair up nicely. Brittney wearing makeup was especially a dead giveaway as she only wore it on special occasions.
Then there was the elegant matching white satin robes they were both wearing. It was a Christmas present from him to the both of them last year, and other than that Christmas Eve when they had both tried their robes on, it was the first time they had worn their robes together since then.
His anger never stood a chance as he gazed at his wife and daughter both looking so gorgeous in their matching robes.
"Fine, fine, you can stay but I am still, you know, angry with the both of you," he responded while trying his best to still sound upset.
"Well let's see if you can stay angry at both your mommy and your little girl after you unwrap your birthday presents from them, little boy."
Brittney looked at first her mother, and then her father, in confusion. She was about to ask what her mother was talking about when Crystal, noticing the confused look on her daughter's face, made a bold decision.
"Let me explain, sweetheart."
She sat Brittney down on the bed, then settled down next to her, while shooting her husband a look that said "silence".
Everett ignored the look and started to speak, "Honey, I don't think she needs to hear--"
Crystal glared at her husband. If he wasn't going to play along with her naughty plan it would totally collapse. She would make one attempt to get him to go along and if not... well it would be his loss.
Making her voice as harsh as possible, Crystal snapped at him, "Look, little boy, don't ever interrupt Mommy when she is talking. Do you understand?"
Everett was stunned at the severity of his wife's tone. She reserved this tone only for when she was feeling extra frisky and they were in the midst of playing their "Mommy and her little boy" sex games. Could she actually want Brittney to see this, or was this just a prelude for later when they were alone.
Before he could formulate a response, Brittney started to giggle, being amused at the sharp tone of voice her mother used on her father, and at the way she called him "little boy".
Crystal now wheeled on her daughter, deciding to go all in on her risqué gambit. "I don't know what you are giggling about little girl. Your daddy knows better than to cross his mommy... especially when she is trying to make his birthday extra special."
Brittney, surprised her mother was snapping at her so harshly, promptly looked down mumbling a quiet, "Sorry Mommy".
Curious to find out how far his wife was planning on taking things, Everett decided to also play along. "I am sorry too, Mommy."
"Very good. So now that you both understand just who is in charge tonight you shall obey me without complaint... isn't that right?"
Brittney looked at her mom with a questioning look, one that said are you serious, but when her mother returned her look with an ultra-serious look that showed she was not at all kidding, Brittney quickly fell in line... as did her father.
Crystal turned back to Brittney, and taking her hands gently, she told her, "Now Brittney, sweetheart, listen closely. Your daddy has abandonment issues. First, his mother left him at a young age, and then his first wife, your mother, also abandoned him and you both. Didn't you ever wonder why your daddy married someone like me who is so much older than him?"
"I don't know, I just thought he married you because you were so pretty and so nice."
Crystal paused, flattered at her daughter's praise before continuing to lay the groundwork for her wicked little plan. "You have to understand Brittney maybe that is why your daddy was so upset seeing you flirting with those boys this afternoon. He thinks maybe you are going to up and run off and abandon him too... for some stupid boy."
Brittney looked at her mother and begin to protest. "I would never--"
"Don't tell me sweetie, tell him."
Brittney turned to her daddy. "Daddy, you are my hero and that is forever and I will never abandon you."
"Thank you sweetie," Everett answered quietly, although deep down inside his heart he knew she would leave... eventually.
"I think your daddy needs more than words to convince him, Brittney. I think this might be a good time for you to allow him to unwrap the birthday present you got him."
Crystal stood up, taking both of their hands and leading them over to the comfortable padded chaise nestled in a corner next to the mini bar.
"Now you sit here, honey and prepare yourself because I am pretty sure you are really going to like what your daughter got you for your birthday."
Everett moved to the edge of the chaise as Crystal directed Brittney to move around so she was standing directly in front of him.
Looking over Brittney's shoulder as she stood behind her, Crystal told her husband, "Go ahead and unwrap your present darling."
"But where is it. I mean she doesn't have anything."
"What I got you is hiding under my robe, Daddy," Brittney quietly told him.
When Everett didn't respond as he tried to process the implications of what his daughter just told him, Crystal stepped up to the rescue. Leaning forward, she whispered, just loud enough for her husband to hear also, "Maybe mommy should unwrap your present for you huh, sweetie."
Brittney smiled faintly before whispering to her daddy, "Would that be OK, Daddy... Mommy unwrapping your present for you?"
"Of course that would be fine..."
Everett's heart began to race as he watched his wife reach around and untie the knot holding his daughter's robe shut, and after getting the tie on the robe unknotted, Crystal slowly slipped the satin robe off of her daughter's body.
What Brittney was wearing under her robe was simply breathtaking: it was a stunning white lace bra with matching thong panties that made Everett's cock come instantly alive. Indeed, the pretty white bra stood out in shimmering beauty against his daughter's deeply tanned bronzed skin making a perfectly gorgeous contrast.
Even better, maybe, was the way the bra left no doubt as to what an absolutely nice set of tits his eighteen year old daughter possessed.
Everett took a deep breath, almost stunned, at this incredible turn of events.
Crystal leaned forward, whispering in her daughter's ear. Brittney turned back to look at her mother, who nodded her head before whispering, "Do it now."
Turning back to her father, Brittney, making her voice as sweet and innocent as possible, whispered, "Do you like my new bra, Daddy? You are the first to see how it looks on me."
Tilting her head to one side seductively, she whispered again. "Please Daddy tell me this makes up for me not showing my new bikini off to you first."
"Hmm, yeah, I think it just might, honey and you know, I think I like your new bra even better than that sexy little string bikini you were running around in at my party earlier. I mean, you look so utterly beautiful in your new bra that I feel I must look away before my eyes get burned by its awesome beauty."
It was the truth--all except the looking away part. As for that, Everett simply couldn't help himself. He was staring directly at his daughter's chest; directly at those youthful tits of hers so proudly showed off in her new bra. Maybe because he was more than a little drunk, he did little to disguise the fact he was staring at his daughter's tits.
Brittney having noticed the way her daddy's gaze was so intently focused on her chest, liked the feeling of sexiness it gave her. The fact was Brittney, like her step mom, had always enjoyed showing off, had always enjoyed being the center of attention, and this was even more so on special occasions, like today at her daddy's birthday party.
Now the lethal combination of wanting to get back in her daddy's good graces, coupled with the few small sips of wine her mother shared with her downstairs when they were talking, conspired to weave a magical, forbidden spell over her heart.
Crystal, noting also how intently her husband was staring at their daughter's chest, decided to stir the pot a bit. "You know honey, your mother can just tell by the way your daddy is staring at your new bra that he really likes it."
"Good, but maybe I should put my robe back on now, Mom?" The truth was she didn't want to put her robe back on because she too noticed how her daddy's eyes seemed to have become stuck on her tits. She only suggested this out of curiosity to see what kind of reaction it might bring forth from either of them..
"Why sweetie?" her mother immediately snapped at her, showing some obvious irritation.
Feeling playful, Brittney turned to her mom as she decided to pretend at being ultra-shy.
"Just coz I am shy, Mommy."
Crystal flickered her eyes at her husband. This was a nonverbal cue to him stating she wanted him to intercede here. They had been married long enough where Everett easily picked up on the majority of his wife's unspoken cues.
Feigning anger, he snapped at Brittney, "Yeah, right, shy my ass. You weren't so shy little girl running around my party earlier out by the pool in your skimpy little bikini for the whole world to see, but now, alone in your Mom and Dad's bedroom, two people you should trust above all others, all of a sudden you're little Ms. Shy!"
"Well earlier I was with my friends. I mean all my girlfriends were wearing bikinis so... my bikini didn't really stand out so I guess, I mean, I felt more comfortable."
Now it was Crystal's turn to snap at her daughter. Somehow, without any prior discussion, Crystal and Everett decided to play the bad cop/good cop routine on their daughter-- with a twist. The twist was simple: there was no "good cop" in this routine, only "bad cop" and "really bad cop" which was a fact the innocent young Brittney was about to find out.
"Oh I see!" Crystal barked before stepping back. Leaning over, she picked up Brittney's robe from the floor. "You can only show off around your friends huh, but not for your mom and dad. Go ahead put your damn robe back on then."
Crystal angrily shoved the satin robe back in her daughter's hands as she stood there, glaring at her.
"Mom, why are you so mad?" Brittney responded while hiding her inner happiness that her shy little act had caused such emotions to bubble over in both of her parents.
"Oh I don't know honey. Maybe it's because we spent all that time at the mall shopping for new bras for you and now instead of being proud to show your nicest one off to me and your daddy you want to play like you are so shy."
Brittney paused. "I am shy and innocent. You guys know that. I mean you never let me do anything."
"Yes I suppose we are overprotective of you sweetie," Crystal said, softening her voice, "but that is only because we love you so much."
"I know you do, but it's just that..." Brittney paused again after getting the robe wrapped back around her body.
"Go on baby tell us... it's just that what?" Crystal said placing her hands on Brittney's shoulders.
"It's just that no one has ever seen me in my underwear before... I mean not since I got older anyway, and it just seems a little naughty is all... to, you know, show off like that."
"That's understandable sweetheart... Isn't it hon?" Crystal said glancing at her husband as her hands slipped down and off of Brittney's shoulders.
Everett nodded his head in agreement as he stared at his wife's hands, sliding up and down his daughter's bare arms under the short sleeved robe, while wondering if they might wander elsewhere... like to her chest.
"You are shy, of course, and that is part of what makes you so very attractive, but don't you trust us sweetie, me and your daddy?" Crystal's hands were slowly slipping over toward the front of her daughter's robe.
"Yes, of course," Brittney said before looking down just as her mother started to undo her robe again.
"And since we are such a close family baby, the three of us.. " Crystal was tugging at the robe's knot as Brittney's hands came fluttering up in an attempt to stop them.
Crystal again gave her husband another nonverbal cue, flickering her eyes at him, and then down to Brittney's hands.
Everett reached out, snatching his daughter's hands into his, holding them tight. "Like your mother was saying pumpkin, we are a close family so nothing really naughty can ever happen between us as long as it's done with tenderness and love."
"I guess," Brittney said feeling the knot come undone and her robe beginning to slip down and off her shoulders.
"Besides, baby girl, it would be a shame to keep such a pretty bra covered up, especially since you did buy it, maybe subconsciously huh, with your daddy in mind."
"I... I was hoping he would like it maybe," Brittney said as she fell back to following the original plan outlined by her mother earlier when they were alone in her bedroom.
Crystal finished removing the robe and this time tossed it across the bed and out of reach. "Now let's talk about just how sweet and innocent you are little girl."
Picking up on the gambit, Everett added, "Yes, I am wondering about that myself. Even though me and your mother don't let you date maybe you sneak out with boys behind our backs?"
"No, no, never," Brittney cried. It was the truth.
Crystal smiled. This was definitely heading in the right direction. Now, if only she could keep the momentum going just maybe she would finally be able to give her husband his ultimate dream--and the most perfect, and most forbidden, birthday present of all time.
"So you have never been kissed? Never had a boy punch his eager tongue in your mouth and swirl it around?" Crystal asked.
"Never had a boy's roaming hands try to feel you up?" Everett interjected before Brittney could even answer her mother's question.
"Or a girl's," Crystal added with a knowing snicker.
Brittney shook her head as she shifted back and forth on her feet nervously between her parents. This part of the plan her mother had definitely not outlined back in her bedroom.
"So it means those beautiful tits of yours are pure and untouched, unseen even... like freshly fallen snow in a remote backcountry." Crystal declared sweetly before adding, "Now don't lie to us."
"Yes, Mommy they have never been touched... I swear and nobody has seen them either," Brittney's mind was whirling from the way things seemed to be going so far off script.
The way her mother outlined things earlier in her bedroom was about how she should make a somewhat dramatic demonstration of showing off her new bra to her daddy, letting him be the first to see it-- as a sort of make-up gesture for everything that happened earlier.
Then she was to follow up with a bit of innocent flirting and/or teasing, like she always did whenever she had something new and pretty to show off to him.
Crystal assured Brittney her father would be thrilled in the courage it would take allowing herself to be seen in her new bra, and then all would be forgiven.
But now this! Yeah, this was growing much more serious by the minute, and by both their tone and attitude with her, and the deep probing questions, she could only wonder where it was ultimately heading.



The better question was: did she even possess the courage to put an end to it? A maybe even better question might have been: did she even want to put an end to it because, truthfully, Brittney was finding a quiet thrill in the ongoing drama being played out.
As she stood there between them, she felt their questioning stares. Did they believe her? Was they upset because they thought she had been sneaking around behind their back with boys.
Deciding she needed to defend her honor some more, she turned to her mother first. "Mom, how could I sneak around? I mean you guys are so overprotective of me that I never have a chance to go out and be naughty."
Turning back to her father, she added, "Daddy, you believe me right? That I am still a good girl. Right?"
Everett only smiled and said nothing, content to let his wife continue to lead things.
Crystal reached out, gently turning her daughter's face around toward her. Speaking slowly, choosing her words carefully, Crystal made what she hoped would be the decisive move.
"Honey, did you ever consider we had a good reason to be so overprotective of our little girl?" After running her fingers through her light brown hair, Crystal reached around and took her daughter's hands turning her fully toward her.
In a soft sweet whisper, Crystal went for broke. "Maybe me and your daddy have just been saving you, saving that beautiful virgin body of yours, all for ourselves."
Crystal took a step forward, pressing her body up against her daughter's. Brittney, still reeling from the implications of what her mother just whispered to her, now felt her father's looming presence behind her.
Carefully, he began kneading her neck and shoulders, sending shivers up and down her spine as he whispered in her ear. "Honey we both love you so much and that's why your mother said that."
"Yes, I know," Brittney answered quietly and then, wanting to shift the attention away from her, she said, "Hey when are you going to give Daddy your present, Mom?"
"I think maybe would be a good time huh." Turning her attention to her husband Crystal said, "My present for you little boy is under my robe also, but maybe you would rather have your daughter unwrap it for you."
"Yes that would be nice I think."
Brittney hesitated. She was not sure what to do. Somehow, she sensed taking her mother's robe off at this juncture might set her upon a forbidden path of which there might be no escape. She was both afraid to obey her mother while being equally nervous about not doing what she was told.
Crystal sensing her daughter's indecision, decided to give her a bit of help.
After Crystal guided Brittney over to the bed, she sat her down before giving her husband a sly smile and steering her daughter's hands to the front of her robe.
Pleading softly, Crystal told her, "Now c'mon on sweetie and do this for your daddy as don't you think he deserves to see what I got him for his birthday?"
The pleading in her mom's voice quelled the last of any doubts Brittney might have had.
Everett was sitting over on the lone bar stool across the bedroom from them, sipping a fresh drink, while enjoying where his wicked wife was taking things.
After undoing the knotted tie holding her mom's robe shut, Brittney carefully stripped it off of her body revealing a black bra and panty set. The cups of the bra were adorned with gold flowers giving it altogether sexy and elegant look, but the real present may have been how the bra showed off so nicely Crystal's new breast lift.
Crystal glanced over at her husband and could tell by the hungry look on his face he liked his present, but wanting confirmation she elicited the opinion of her daughter.
"You think he likes his birthday present, baby?"
"Yes, "Brittney replied.
"I would think so considering your daddy has a bit of a bra fetish."
"What is that? A bra fetish," she naively asked.
"It means he really finds women, in sexy bras that show off their tits nicely, to be a super turn on."
Crystal moved closer to her daughter, causing a flutter of butterflies in her stomach as her mom drew nearer. The butterflies were maybe caused by the fact Brittney seemed to be having an incredibly hard time taking her eyes off her mom's super nice tits.
The butterflies really started hopping around as Crystal reached out and gently touched Brittney's face. "What about you baby, do you like your mother's present for your daddy. I mean do you like the way it shows off what a nice pair of boobies your mommy has huh?"
"It really does," Brittney replied a bit embarrassed as she was speculating how her mom had maybe caught her staring at her tits.
Crystal, sensing the time was right to really push things along, used a gentle hand on her daughter's cheek to direct her attention back toward her before taking another small step forward. "Do you wanna touch them honey. Maybe you are curious huh about how another woman's boobs might feel?"
"Mom, I'm... I'm not like that! I like boys."
"Oh don't be so dramatic sweetheart. I wasn't suggesting you were a lesbian. I just thought you might be a little curious is all. You know a lot of young teen age girls are curious about other women, especially older women and that's just... you know... normal."
"You mean being curious when it comes to the sexy stuff about other women is normal?" Brittney asked.
"Yes. I know I was when I was your age. Fortunately, I had an older roommate at college who helped me explore my curiosity... just like I want to help you explore yours."
Crystal reached out and took Brittney's hands guiding them toward her chest as she whispered, "C'mon honey, let your mom help you explore."
Brittney was about to say OK when--suddenly-- she remembered her daddy was in the room. She turned to him; he was staring at the two of them... much like a cat stares at a mouse before pouncing.
"But what about Daddy?" she whispered as she tried to pull her hands away.
Crystal gripped her daughter's hands tighter. "Forget about him. Concentrate on your mom... OK? Trust me, he will be just fine over there watching us. It will be like a birthday present for him and something special for us. Go on... please baby... be brave for me."
Brittney gave in completely then to her mother's soft pleas, allowing her hands to be guided northward until they bumped up against her mom's tits.
"Go on sweetie, feel them. I know you want to. I can see it in your eyes."
Like sticking a toe in the water to test how warm it is, Brittney, using both hands, gave each of her mom's tits a gentle squeeze through the soft bra cups causing Crystal to whisper, "Hmm, that's it baby, nice and gentle. Go on squeeze them some more."
Liking the way they felt; liking the way her mother was pleading with her, Brittney started to fondle her mom's tits more aggressively.
Everett downed the last of his whiskey and coke before sitting the glass down hard on the bar counter. He didn't know how things had gotten this far, but he was not complaining as watching his beautiful young daughter run her hands all over his wife's tits through that super sexy bra of hers was quite the turn on.
Finally, Brittney paused in fondling her mom's tits before giving her a pensive look. Dropping her voice to a quiet whisper she said, "Mom are you sure this is OK... what I'm doing?"
"Let's ask your father," Crystal said. "Honey, can you come over here. Your daughter wants to ask you something."
Everett quickly crossed the room to them. "You wanted to ask me something, Brittney, honey?"
"So isn't it kind of naughty... me touching mommy like this?"
Everett glanced at Crystal. She had a mischievous smile on her face, indicating he should answer the question in such a way as to encourage his daughter to do... more.
Taking her by the hands, Everett guided her down into a sitting position on the bed. After he sat down next to her, he looked at her seriously. "Well, honey, yeah, it might be a little naughty, but it's definitely not wrong as long as you are doing it with love and it sure looks like your mother loves you touching her breasts. What about you... do you like touching them? You said they are nice."
Brittney hesitated slightly before answering. "Yes, I do like touching them. It's kind of fun, but still its naughty and you guys said I should never be naughty."
Crystal interjected now ready to take control of the situation once more. "Honey, we said don't be naughty with other people... like your friends. We are your parents so it's OK to be naughty with us sometimes."
"I guess," Brittney replied softly finding it hard to argue with their logic.
"Besides," Crystal said cheerily as she plopped down on the bed on the other side of Brittney, "It's your daddy's birthday, remember. And it's OK to be naughty on birthdays."
"It is?" Brittney asked before turning to him.
"Sure honey and now that I am sitting here... so close... maybe you can play with your mommy's boobies some more. Before I was really too far away to see very much the first time."
Flanked on either side by her very naughty, and very demanding parents, Brittney knew resistance would be futile so she gave in. Completely.
As her hands came into contact with her mom's tits once more her daddy leaned toward her whispering, "That's it baby, now play with them all nice like... for me."
OK, Daddy," Brittney answered quietly as she began to firmly knead her mom's tits this time not holding back at all. Crystal leaned back on the bed, thrusting her chest out, confident her daughter would no longer need her hands to push things along.
She was right. Brittney fondled her mom's tits through the bra liking the way they bounced and jiggled under her firm touch. Crystal looked over at Everett; he was quite noticeably squirming on the bed. He obviously was hard down there and would need to be included in the fun and games, probably sooner rather than later.
Reaching up, Crystal removed her daughter's hands from her boobs before whispering, "Honey, while I think your daddy is really enjoying watching his daughter play with his Mommy's boobies we need to include him in our fun and games. After all it is some little boy's birthday."
"Yes, I agree," Brittney said giggling once more over her mom calling her father a "little boy".
"Very good then. I think we should start by some young lady sharing some very nice birthday kisses with her daddy."
Brittney turned to her father and after giving him a timid kiss or two on his cheek, Crystal used her hand on the back of her daughter's head to steer her lips toward his.
"Go on baby, don't be shy... give your daddy a nice kiss on his lips... I mean it is his birthday so he deserves something a little more from his daughter than a chaste kiss on the cheek... don't you think?"
"I suppose you are right, Mommy," Brittney responded quietly before leaning in and giving her daddy a soft kiss... directly on the lips.
After this initial kiss, Brittney tried to pull back but Crystal, using a firm hand on the back of her head, prevented her from doing so. "That was nice start baby," she whispered to her daughter, "but don't quit now as I'm sure your daddy would like some more kisses."
Trapped by both her mom's words, and her steady hand on the back of her head, Brittney gave her daddy several more light kisses.
Father and daughter exchanged several kisses, their lips smacking lightly together once, and then twice, before Everett took the plunge and carefully slipped his tongue into her mouth, swirling it around quickly.
The innocent Brittney was taken by surprise by his bold action. Pulling back she cried out, "Daddy is kissing me weird, Mommy. He is using his tongue."
Brittney knew what he was doing but decided, quite impulsively, to play the role of a totally innocent and naïve little girl since her mother and father seemed to enjoy thinking of her like that when it came to her knowing about the sexy stuff.
"Oh no baby, that is the French way of kissing. Don't get scared. You will get used to it and I bet, if you give it a chance, you'll end up liking it."
"OK," Brittney said happily as her naïve innocent act was being accepted without question.
Their lips came together again, and this time when he snaked his tongue into her mouth Brittney eagerly accepted it.
"Good girl," Crystal whispered in her ear while stroking her hair. "Now kiss your daddy back like that."
Brittney tentatively slipped her tongue into her daddy's mouth, liking the way it felt. After Everett jabbed his tongue back in her mouth several times they parted, but not before they shared one final breathless kiss.
Finally, it was Crystal's turn to be jealous. Turning Brittney toward her, she said in an urgent whisper, "Kiss your mommy like that baby. She is feeling a bit neglected."
Brittney had no time to even consider an answer as Crystal aggressively smashed her mouth against her daughter's. They engaged in a series of hot kisses, tongues snaking in and out of each other's mouths, before Everett interceded and turned Brittney back his way. It was his turn again.
Brittney's head was left spinning from the three way kissing fest that seemed to go on forever before both Crystal and Everett pulled back from their daughter.
"So honey are you ready?" her mother asked sweetly.
"Ready for what?" Brittney replied in a small voice. She was both scared and excited all at once. This was going faster and further than she could have ever imagined.
"To be felt up for the first time. I think you should let your father have the honor being its birthday. Would that be OK with you sweetie?"
When Brittney didn't answer right away Crystal turned on the charm. "Oh please baby, say yes, as that would be a real nice birthday present for your daddy... don't you think... you letting him be the very first to feel you up."
Brittney turned to her father before whispering sweetly, "Do you think that would be a nice present, Daddy?"
"That would be one of the best birthday presents ever little girl," Everett replied as he stared longingly at his daughter's chest.
Brittney looked down bashfully before playing the shy card again. "Yeah, but I'm still a little insecure about showing off my boobies... even to my parents."
"Hmm, that's OK baby... as I think your daddy would be very much OK with feeling up those nice virgin boobies of yours through your sexy bra."
"Well, OK then but only as long as I don't have to take off my bra," Brittney whispered.
Sighing, she closed her eyes, leaning back against her mother, ready to be felt up for the first time... by her daddy. It seemed like such a wicked fantasy; a wicked fantasy that she could not escape; a wicked fantasy she was not trying very hard to escape from.
Crystal carefully guided Everett's hands up and onto Brittney's tits. He fondled them tenderly as Brittney let out a gentle sigh.
Wrapping her arms around her daughter's mid-section, nice and tight, Crystal leaned over and whispered to Everett, "Do they feel nice little boy?"
"They do, Mommy." Everett croaked in a voice hoarse with forbidden desire as he begin to knead his daughter's tits a bit more aggressively through her pretty bra.
"I bet they are nice and firm," she replied before lowering her mouth to Brittney's ear. "Is it OK if Mommy feels them too, honey?"
"It's OK, Mommy," Brittney replied as she begin to squirm at the mere thought of being felt up by both her parents at the same time.
Crystal slipped her hands up, cupping her daughter's tits gently while Everett tenderly squeezed them through her bra.
"Oh God, what are you guys doing to me?" Brittney moaned as she felt her nipples stiffen.
"Do you want us to stop, honey?" her mother whispered in her ear.
"N-no..." she said quietly.
Speaking to her sharply, Crystal snapped, "Good but later, in a few moments, we are going to be removing that pretty bra of yours young lady and I don't want to hear anything to the contrary... Am I understood!"
Brittney only thought briefly of protesting before thinking better of it as based on the sharp tone of her voice her mother would not take kindly to any hint of disobedience.
"Yes, I understand," Brittney replied timidly.
Crystal, happily considering how her young daughter was meekly going along with everything, lowered her mouth to Brittney's neck and began to shower it with kisses just as Everett joined in, bringing his mouth to hers.
Father and daughter kissed again--this time with wanton lust-- as Crystal found the weak spot on her daughter's neck. She proceeded to attack it with reckless abandon, turning poor Brittney into mere putty in their hands.
The two sets of hands all over her tits, fondling them ever so gently, her daddy's tongue stabbing in her mouth, her mother's tongue lapping ever so lightly at her neck, alternating between rough kisses and tender nibbles, had Brittney whining with pleasure.
After Crystal pulled back, Everett, sensing what his wife wanted, also drew back. Both father and daughter then, knowing exactly who was in charge, turned to their "mommy" with two pairs of expectant eyes, ready to do her wicked bidding.
"It's time," Crystal announced.
"For what?" Brittney asked.
"For the great unveiling of your young virgin tits and my new and improved tits. Your daddy... and my little boy is dying to see them both I bet."
"I am very much so," Everett replied.
"Good then go get the vanity bench and bring it over here, next to the bed, so you can have a ringside seat. Hurry up now."
Crystal was an expert in the art of teasing and she was about to create her ultimate masterpiece. After getting the vanity bench in place a few feet away from the bed Crystal, using her sternest voice, barked, "Now sit down and tuck them dirty little hands of yours under your butt little boy and don't let me dare see you move them."
Deciding to see just how hot she could get her husband before he exploded, Crystal pushed on with her wicked plan, but then something totally unexpected happened.
"Mommy why does he have to sit on his hands?"
"So he doesn't do anything naughty while he watches us, sweetie."
"But little boys don't always mind. Ahh, maybe we should do something more than having him just sit on his hands. I mean you are going to be paying lots of attention to me right?
"Of course, sweetie."
"And what if, while you are distracted, he does something naughty?"
"You know I never thought of that. He can be a bad boy sometimes. What do you think we should do to make sure his hands stay in place?"
"OK, I have an idea but don't get mad if I tell you."
"Tell me and I promise Mommy will keep her temper."
"Well I was snooping in your room once, a while ago, and found something."
"What?" Crystal said trying to keep her growing excitement in check although she had a fairly good idea of just what little Ms. Snooper found.
"In the bottom drawer of your nightstand under some of your old nightgowns I found a couple pairs of handcuffs and some... other weird stuff."
"Oh you did huh? And you are thinking maybe we should use the handcuffs on your daddy to ensure he behaves like his mommy told him to."
"Yes, I think so."
Daughter like mother, Everett thought with a sigh as Crystal was especially fond of playing bondage games.
"I think that is a good idea so why don't you be a little angel and go grab the handcuffs out of the drawer. They are still there where you found them."
When she was halfway over to the nightstand drawer Crystal called out after her daughter, "Oh and honey, why don't you bring that other weird stuff you discovered while you're at it."
A minute later, Everett was sitting on the vanity bench with his hands securely cuffed behind his back, watching as his wife settled down in the middle of their king sized bed facing their daughter. The "weird stuff" Brittney had been referring to was spread out on the bed between them.



The weird stuff, which was actually Crystal's collection of sex toys, consisted of a purple double dong, a vibrating wand with a white handle and large purple head, and a small vibrating butt plug. Mixed in among the toys were a pair of a dark sashes that could serve either as a blindfolds or as additional restraints, and a large flesh colored strap on dildo.
"What is all this stuff?" Brittney asked sweetly doing her best to act totally naïve once again. While having no real experience with any of the toys, Brittney did have a basic understanding of what was what and a general idea of how it was used.
Everett's cock was already throbbing in anticipation of what he was getting ready to witness. Knowing his wife, he knew it was going to be hot.
"All this stuff baby, is just your mother's toys."
"Really, can we play with them, Mommy?" Brittney asked innocently.
"Tell you what. Don't give me a hard time in taking off your bra so we can show off those lovely tits of yours to your daddy and I will let you explore the wonders of Mommy's toys with her."
"I would like to, but I am just really shy, Mommy. No one has ever seen my bare breasts before."
"Oh I know baby, and really, it would be an honor, a real honor, if your Mommy and Daddy where the first to see them don't you think?"
"I guess," Brittney said doubtfully while playing her role of the innocent to the best of her ability and loving it.
"Hey, I have an idea. You know no one has ever seen your Mommy's boobies either."
"Wait, that's not true. I mean Daddy has seen them a bunch of times."
"Not since I had them done just recently baby he hasn't. I have been saving them as a... birthday present. So why don't we show them off together and you won't feel so alone. You let me take off your bra and I will let you take off mine at the same time." Stroking her face tenderly, Crystal added, "Now how does that sound, honey?"
"OK," Brittney replied softly after glancing over at her daddy. He had moved to the very edge of the vanity bench doubtlessly to get a better view.
They raised up on their knees facing each other and as Crystal guided Brittney's hands to the back of her bra, she quickly brought her own hands around to the back of Brittney's bra.
Their bras came unhooked at roughly the same time before each of them slowly slipped them off of each other. They both turned, in sync, and with wicked smiles, stared at Everett.
Bringing her mouth to her daughter's ear, Crystal whispered, "Ask your daddy if he likes your boobies, sweetie."
Brittney decided to add a bit of spice to things as she said to him softly, "Do you like your innocent young daughter's virgin boobies, Daddy?"
"Oh God yes, baby, they are beautiful." Indeed, Brittney's nicely sized breasts were the work of a creator in a good mood that day.
"What about mine, little boy. Do you like your Mommy's new and improved boobies?"
"Yes, Mommy," Everett immediately answered deciding he should send the doctor who performed this masterful uplift on his wife a thank you note. Her boobs, which had just started to show signs of sagging, were now perfectly uplifted and quite delicious looking.
Crystal leaned in close to her daughter, and after they exchanged a pair of nice kisses, she whispered something in Brittney's ear making her giggle out loud.
Everett heard his daughter whisper, "OK, Mommy," and then they pressed their boobs together and started rubbing them around in soft semi- circles.
Crystal, aggressive as always when it came to the sexy stuff, seemed to be dominating Brittney's breasts in this delightful battle of the boobs as she was slowly using her breasts to push her daughter onto her back causing Brittney to giggle with childlike glee.
Brittney ended up prone on the bed with her mom smashing her boobies down against her chest. Moving up, Crystal used her tits to massage her daughter's face for several glorious moments with Brittney's only response being to close her eyes and enjoy the nice facial boobie massage.
Opening her eyes, Brittney found one of her mom's distended nipples mere inches from her quivering lips. Closing her eyes once more, she opened her mouth wide preparing to do what was expected of her.
Everett had thought watching his wife and daughter rub their tits together, he loved the contrast between Crystal's large man made boobs and his daughter's all natural ones, was just about the hottest thing he ever witnessed, but now watching his young daughter sucking vigorously on her mom's breasts was easily surpassing the titty rubbing.
Crystal moaned loudly as Brittney's tongue circled her nipple before she took it into her mouth deeply. Crystal let Brittney's eager young mouth nibble on her tits for some time before she dropped down with her own hungry mouth and attacked her daughter's lovely twin mounds.
Brittney arched her back, allowing her mother to feast upon her virgin tits. Her moans were growing increasingly desperate as Crystal's slipped a hand down toward her panties.
Raising up, Crystal whispered, "Can Mommy play with that sweet little pussy of yours honey?"
Brittney looked up at her mother with wide eyed innocence nodding her head yes as she slowly spread her legs, allowing her mother to slip one hand inside her panties.
"Oh... My... God!" Crystal exclaimed as one finger carefully dipped inside Brittney. Turning to Everett with a cunning smile, she whispered loudly, "Jesus, she has a tight little cunt and Christ she is so wet."
Crystal wriggled her finger inside of Brittney, just a bit, before bringing her thumb up, using it to stroke her daughter's clit. Brittney let out a low moan as her mom continued to caress her clit.
"Oh look at you squirm you the poor thing. Is Mommy making you all hot?"
"Mmm, yes, Mommy."
"Good, coz now she has a surprise for you, baby."
She picked up the nearby dark sash; smiling at her daughter she said, "And in order for it to be really nice surprise you can't see it. So I have to put this on you and after I want you to be a good girl and take off those panties of yours, hon."
Brittney complied; it was much too late for protesting. Allowing her mom to fit the dark sash carefully around her head, cutting off her vision completely, Brittney could only wonder what her surprise might be. She suspected her mother might be getting ready to use one of her toys on her--or so she hoped.
Crystal gave her husband a wink before she picked up the vibrating wand. Looking directly at him she announced, "Now little boy you really are going to be squirming as you watch your Mommy play with your daughter."
After carefully getting herself into the right position, Crystal flicked the wand on to its lowest setting. It hummed to life as she lowered her mouth to Brittney's ear.
"Spread your legs wide baby so I can give you your secret present."
Brittney, her heart pounding in anticipation, spread her legs just as she heard a low humming noise start up. The approaching hum of the vibrating wand only served to increase her growing excitement.
Showering Brittney's lips with the lightest of kisses, Crystal gently brushed the large pulsating head against her daughter's nipples. Brittney let out a moan just as Crystal slipped her tongue into her mouth.
The women kissed, tongues battling in a wicked embrace, as the wand, after attacking Brittney's nipples and making them fully erect, slid down and in between her legs. Crystal watched with amusement as Brittney's whole body jerked when the wand, guided expertly by her experienced hand, found its mark right away.
Rotating the wand in a circular motion, Crystal increased the speed another notch while lowering her mouth to her daughter's tits.
Everett groaned audibly. He was so fucking hard it was almost painful. He watched as his wife sucked on his daughter boobs--savagely it appeared--as she worked the wand all over Brittney's tight little cunt.
After a minute or two of this, Brittney was panting like a dog, and near to coming, Everett suspected, but if he knew his wife he deduced Crystal would not let her come so quickly.
He was right. Crystal leaned back and after pulling her mouth away, she watched, amused as her daughter squirmed all over the bed. She turned up the wand even higher, pushing it firmly up against her clit for only a few seconds, but still it was enough to send convulsions throughout poor Brittney's entire body.
Knowing she was so very near, Crystal yanked the vibrator away leaving Brittney hanging on the edge.
"Mommy I was... I was almost there," she whined.
"I know you were baby." Crystal said as she removed the sash from around her daughter's eyes.
"So why did you stop?" Brittney said in a voice tinged with supreme disappointment as she sat up.
Everett, noting the angst in her daughter's voice in having her prize snatched away at the very last moment, wondered happily where his wife would take things next. Teasing was something his wife was highly adept at and loved doing... as his daughter was in the process of finding out.
"Well, if you must know." Crystal paused before looking over at Everett. "I was thinking of your daddy, baby girl. I mean look at him... all alone over there watching us play. He looks a bit lonely, huh."
"Yes. He does look lonely, Mommy. Should we do something about it?"
"I think so, but only because it's his birthday, and no one should be lonely on their birthday. I guess we should go over there and give him some attention."
The two girls both sashayed over to Everett, bemused smiled on their faces before they both sat down on either side of him. The vanity bench was just long enough to accommodate the three of them as the two girls snuggled up next to him.
"Did you like watching Mommy make me almost come Daddy?" Brittney asked her father sweetly.
"Yes, I did baby."
"And you liked watching us suck on each other's boobies too I bet?"
Everett swallowed hard and nodded his head. Oh yeah, the teasing was not yet over.
Crystal, noticing how her daughter's eyes kept flickering to the noticeable bulge inside her husband's jeans, decided to see just how far she could push things between them.
"Honey, I think you are noticing... ahh, that rather large bulge inside your poor daddy's jeans huh?"
Brittney turned to her mother and nodded her head yes.
"Are you curious about it? I suppose you have never seen a man's penis before?"
Brittney shook her head no.
"Well here, give me your hand. Maybe it's time Mommy taught you a thing or two about a man's body."
Crystal reached across Everett, taking her daughter's hand. As she gave her husband a shrewd smile, slowly she guided Brittney's nervous hand to his crotch. Pushing it up against the large bulge in his jeans, she smiled when Brittney let out a noticeable gasp as her hand came in contact with his hardness.
"Here... let's move your hand around a bit hon. Do some exploring. I bet your daddy would like that."
Brittney allowed her mother to guide her hand up and down Everett's hardness, liking the way it felt, but more importantly, liking the way it made him squirm and struggle against the handcuffs. It gave her a feeling of immense power.
Turning to her Mommy, Brittney said quietly, "Mommy can I ask you something?
"Sure baby?"
"I don't want Daddy to hear. I'm embarrassed."
"Well just whisper it my ear, sweetie."
After Brittney made her quiet confession to her mom, Crystal pulled back before telling her, "Oh sweetie that was nothing to be embarrassed about. You are just curious as any sweet, innocent, young girl might be about such things."
Crystal made extra sure to emphasize the words sweet, innocent, and young when she spoke, knowing it would only increase her husband's excitement.
For the past year they had been kicking around the idea of having a threesome, with the third member of the party being a younger girl, eighteen or nineteen at the most. Although knowing it would be a longshot, per her husband's deepest desire the girl should also be both sweet and innocent, preferably a virgin and wholly naïve about sex, or least pretend to be all that, but he never dreamed it might end up being his very own daughter.
"Well, go ahead and ask him sweetheart," Crystal encouraged Brittney.
Brittney only smiled shyly and said quietly, "You ask him Mommy."
"OK." Turning to Everett she said, "Honey, your daughter wants to see your cock. She has never seen one before and is more than a little curious I think. Would it be OK if we got it out for her?"
Everett barely could find the words. This was such an impossible dream, but finally he managed to croak out a barely audible, "Yes."
Crystal ordered Everett to stand up, and after removing his belt, Crystal hooked a pair of fingers around the waistband of his jeans and gave them a nice solid yank. They ended up on the floor around his ankles as Brittney stood gazing at the large tent pole inside of her father's navy blue boxers.
Crystal got up and moved around so she was standing behind him, before she slowly pulled his boxers down. Released, Everett's cock sprung forward causing Brittney to first gasp, and then giggle with girlish delight.
"So what do you think honey?" Crystal whispered as she peaked around her husband.
"It's so big Mommy?" Brittney exclaimed.
"Hmm, I think he is just a shade over seven inches... a decent size alright."
"Can I... can I touch it."
"Sure baby. Here, let Mommy help you."
Darting quickly around Everett, Crystal sat down on the vanity bench next to her daughter. Taking her hand, she guided it slowly over to her husband's hardness.
"Nice huh," Crystal purred as she pushed her daughter's hand against her husband's penis. "Go on... run your fingers... lightly, very lightly, along the underside of it and see what happens."
Brittney did as her mother instructed and gently brushed her fingers slowly along the entire underside of her daddy's cock. She watched it twitch and grow even harder as her mother stood up and crossed the room.
Halfway across the room Crystal paused before saying, "Go on baby girl and keep playing with your daddy's cock while I get something. I will be just a quick minute."
Brushing her fingers along the underside of his cock once more, this time a bit more deliberately, Brittney looked up at her daddy, whispering sweetly, "Do you like that Daddy. Am I being a good little girl?"
Everett let out a low moan before whispering back, "Oh God yes baby. You are being so good."
Returning from the bathroom, Crystal brought a small bottle of lube with her.
By now the ever curious Brittney was experimenting by running her fingers at different speeds along his underside before discovering he seemed to be most sensitive-- just under the bulbous head of his cock.
Using just her index finger, she brushed it up and down, slowly, and then faster, under the head of his cock, making it twitch like crazy.
"I think you found his most sensitive spot, baby. Hmm, I always knew you were a quick learner. Here put some of this on your hands and I will show you a neat little trick."
After sitting down next to her, Crystal squirted a generous amount of the strawberry flavored lube on Brittney hands. "Now wrap your hand around that nice cock of his, hon. Grip it tightly but not too tight," Crystal instructed her daughter.
Doing as her mother asked, Brittney wrapped her hand around the lower part of her daddy's shaft. "Now what Mommy?"
"Begin moving your hand up and down, hon."
Doing as instructed, Brittney watched curiously as her daddy's knees began to wobble as she stroked his hard cock up and down.
"Go on baby, move your hand faster... Hmm that's it... faster now... go on baby. You are doing so good."
Crystal slipped off the vanity bench and unto her knees so she could be at eye level with the action. "Now reach under and use one hand to cup his balls and then jiggle them softly in your hands. Here it will be easier if you get down on your knees next to me."
Brittney too slipped off the bench and positioned herself on her knees in front of her daddy. Crystal took her daughter's hand and pushed it over to his testicles. "Now cup them like I said... but keep stroking that big hard cock of his."
Crystal leaned forward whispering further instructions in her daughter's ear as she let go of Brittney's hand.
"Does that feel good Daddy?" Brittney whispered to him. "You like your baby girl playing with your cock."
Everett had lost the power of speech. Mumbling incoherently, he tipped his head back and closed his eyes.
"Let's have some real fun baby girl. Here try this."
Beside the lube, Crystal sneaked a large pink feather, along with a black duster out of the bathroom. She now pushed the feather in her daughter's hand while she wielded the duster.
Together they attacked Everett's aching cock. Brittney used the feather to tickle the underside of his cock, making him moan loudly as his struggles against the handcuffs only made her giggle... as did his further whining.
Brittney looked on with girlish delight, pausing in her own teasing, to watch her mother using the feather duster to fiendishly stroke all along her daddy's long hard shaft before dropping it down to lightly tickle his balls.
"Oh Jesus, you guys are killing me," Everett whimpered as he tried to step back from the delicious way they were both torturing him. This resulted in a firm rebuke from his mommy in the form of a hard slap on his ass.
"Hold still your silly little boy and take it. Your daughter is having fun you know and so is your mommy and if you dare try and step back again I will really give you something to whimper about."
Everett willed himself to stay in place as his delicious sweet torture continued. They switched toys after a minute with Brittney humming pleasantly while dancing the duster up and down his hardness. Apparently, she was really enjoying this whole teasing thing.
"God, Mommy his cock is really beginning to twitch," she exclaimed before reaching up and brushing her free hand against it. "Jesus and it's so hard!"
'Yes, well baby, I think your poor daddy has had about enough of our playful teasing," Crystal said as she took the feather out of her daughter's hand and stood up.
"What are we going to do now, Mommy?" Brittney asked eagerly while staring at her daddy's hard cock. A deep, desperate desire was growing in the pit of her stomach; one that she prayed her mother had a cure for as she continued to gaze at his manhood.
"Well after all this teasing your poor daddy has endured from his mommy and his baby girl don't you think we should do something... especially you little girl... to make him happy."
"You know I would do anything to make Daddy happy," Brittney responded eagerly as she smiled up at him.
"Really, well how about this..."
Crystal leaned over and whispered in Brittney's ear. What she heard, at first, caused Brittney to break out in giggles, before pulling away and staring at her mother with an astonished look on her face.
"Really, you want me to put it in my mouth! Well, I guess I can try, but I really I won't know what to do."
"Oh honey don't worry about that as I'll be right here besides you, whispering exactly what to do the whole time, sweetie."
After running her fingers through her daughter's hair, Crystal added, "So here, just move that pretty little mouth of yours a bit closer to your daddy's cock and..."
After grabbing the lube, Crystal bent down on her knees between them.
"Let me apply a bit of lube to your daddy's cock so it tastes good for you honey. You like strawberry flavor right?"
"Mommy, you know I love strawberries."
"Yes, of course I do and maybe that's why I bought this flavored lube in the first place... just for this special occasion. Anyways, here, let's work together. I will apply the lube and you be a good girl and rub it in all around real nice."



Brittney nodded her head as she watched her mom slather his cock with the lube. It was now her turn. Using both hands, she worked the flavored lube all up and down his hardness.
"Now are ready baby?" Crystal said her voice breaking with excitement.
Brittney nodded her head yes as she moved her mouth to within mere inches of her daddy's cock while her mother stroked her hair. Leaning forward, Crystal whispered just loud enough for Everett to hear, "Now use your tongue to tease him a bit. Pretend your daddy's cock is a sweet tasting strawberry Popsicle that you just wanna lick and lick again and again."
"OK, Mommy."
Brittney leaned forward delicately flicking her tongue out and around the head of his cock. "Hmm, it does tastes good."
Brittney continued to twirl her tongue around the head of his cock before letting it slip underneath as she remembered how sensitive he was down there.
"Flutter your tongue back and forth a bit... real fast then slow baby."
Following her mom's instructions, she flickered her tongue rapidly along the underside of his cock, before slowing down, and then gradually picking up speed again. Finally, as her daddy let out a loud moan, Brittney opened her mouth wide, closed her eyes, and begin to slowly suck his cock into her young mouth.
"Oh, you are doing so good baby girl," Crystal whispered as she reached under and cupped his testicles while she tangled her hand deep inside her daughter's hair in anticipation of what was to come next.
Brittney after getting nearly half of his cock in her mouth, needed to catch her breath. Letting his cock slip out of her mouth, she turned to her mother hoping she would not be in trouble.
Instead of being in trouble, Crystal received a warm smile from her mom as she whispered, "Ask him if he likes what you are doing baby."
Turning her face up to her daddy, she batted her eyes at him before whispering sweetly, "Do you like your little girl sucking on your big cock, Daddy? Am I doing a good job?"
"Oh God baby, you are... now please don't stop. Put it in your mouth again hon... more this time. Please, baby girl."
"Go on, you heard your daddy, he wants you to take more of it this time... so be a good girl and do what he says."
"But I can't take it all Mommy."
"Well, why not sweetie?"
Looking at his cock thoughtfully she whispered, "It's just too big."
"Oh honey, go ahead and try. For us... I think you can do it. Come on... don't be so easy to give up."
"OK, I'll try," Brittney answered quietly before taking a deep breath and closing her eyes.
She once again licked at the head of his cock, swirling her tongue around it making him shiver before she opened her mouth wide. Determined to get it all in her mouth this time, Brittney started to suck his cock into her mouth with a firm resolve.
Crystal happily watched as-- inch by inch-- Brittney made her husband's cock disappear inside her mouth. Offering her some soft encouragement, Crystal whispered, "Now suck on it good. Pretend it's the strawberry Popsicle again. Just a bit more hon. Come on, you can do it."
Properly encouraged, Brittney sucked her daddy's cock deeper into her mouth with a wicked purpose. Moving her mouth back down, Brittney let his cock slide out to where her lips were just resting on it before quickly taking it back into her willing mouth.
Gaining confidence, Brittney's mouth went up and down several times, faster and then slower; flickering her tongue out, she licked at the underside of his cock before swallowing as much as she could possibly take.
She could actually feel the tip of his cock tickling the back of her throat when her mom clapped her hands excitedly, "Oh God, look at our baby."
Crystal reached up, touching Everett's lightly on the cheek. "She took it all, honey. Isn't she just the best little girl ever!"
With her mouth flying up and down the shaft of his cock, Everett could only mumble incoherently; he needed to release and sooner rather than later.
His head lolled back as he shut his eyes and his knees begin to tremble. Crystal, recognizing all the signs of an impending mighty eruption and feeling positively wicked, took charge of things in a hurry.
Pulling gently on her daughter's hair, she whispered, "Quickly hon, take it out of your mouth. Lean back and close your eyes as I think your daddy has a pleasant surprise for his baby girl."
Brittney, of course, obeyed. Crystal, her hand already lubed up, gripped her husband's cock tightly and began stroking it swiftly with a skilled hand.
"Go on little boy come for Mommy please... that's it baby..." Crystal's hand glided up and down his hard shaft as she added the coup de grace cupping his balls in her other hand while jiggling them lightly... just the way he loved.
Everett closed his eyes and grunted as his cock exploded. Opening his eyes, he looked down to see a generous portion of white sticky cum dripping off his daughter's cheeks, nose, and lips.
Brittney had a look of utter surprise on her face while Crystal held her hand over her mouth, trying not to giggle. "Our daughter's first facial... courtesy of her Daddy... how sweet."
"Mommy, what..." Brittney reached up gingerly touching the warm cum. "Oh my God, it's all over my face--"
"Yes, sweetie. Go into the bathroom and I'll meet you there in a minute. I just gotta release your daddy from his awful bondage."
After helping Brittney get cleaned up in the bathroom where they took an extra-long time-- so her husband would have some additional time to recover before round two-- they returned to the bedroom to find Everett relaxing under a sheet on the bed. He assumed the night's wicked activities were done. He could not have been more wrong.
Leading her daughter over to the bed, Crystal announced, "Well honey you did such a good job with Daddy with that wicked little mouth of yours do you think you can now take care of Mommy?"
Brittney feeling playful, grabbed the handcuffs laying on the bed before twirling them around in her hand as she said, "I don't know, are you going to be handcuffed and helpless just like Daddy was when I take care of you?"
Everett had to suppress a laugh. If only she knew! Crystal never played the part of the victim. She was always--always--the dominant one.
But surprisingly, his wife simply turned and placed her hands behind her back as she told her daughter, "Sure hon, you want your mommy helpless, go ahead and slap the cuffs on her."
Raising up on his elbow, Everett looked keenly on at this strange turn of events thinking how this might be very interesting.
Taking the handcuffs, Brittney moved around behind her mother, and was just reaching to attach the cuffs around one of her wrists when, quite suddenly, in one fluid motion, Crystal whipped around and snatched the handcuffs out of her surprised daughter's hands.
Just as quick, she forcefully whipped Brittney around, securing the handcuffs around her wrists in a mere matter of seconds. Everett watched the action, feeling his cock twitch just enough from seeing both of their boobies bounce around as the action unfolded to understand he was far from being done for the night.
"Ha, tricked you little girl. You thought your Mommy would be that easy to capture. Not hardly."
"Mommy I... please release me. Come on... I--"
"Shhh... I shall release you soon enough my pretty little daughter... but first..."
Crystal took her handcuffed daughter by the arm, leading her over to the vanity bench. "Just as soon as you make me come by eating my pussy... something I'm sure you daddy would not mind watching at all."
Everett straightened up in bed. Leaning back against the headboard, he got comfortable as his wife beamed at him.
After reaching the bench, Crystal turned Brittney around and savagely kissed her before pushing her down into a sitting position on the bench. Barely having time to recover from her mother's wicked kiss, Brittney found her mom shoving her tits in her face.
"Now worship your Mommy's tits little girl!" Crystal urgently demanded as she snarled one hand deep in her daughter's hair.
Brittney started slow. She was still a bit bewildered by the sudden and unexpected way her mother turned the tables on her. Crystal, using her hand on the back of her daughter's head as a guide, closed her eyes as Brittney began to worship her breasts with an eager young mouth.
Showering her mother's boobies with a series of light delicate kisses, Brittney found her desire only seemed to have increased by having her hands secured behind her back, leaving her so utterly helpless. Giving in to her lustful cravings, she attacked her mother's ripe nipples with a furor that rocked her back on her heels.
Everett felt his cock jerk to life as he watched his daughter, driven to heights of passion she never knew existed by being forced into the role of helpless victim, attack her mother's tits with such reckless fury.
Crystal may have been the one free, but it was evident by the way she was begging-- yes begging!--for her daughter to keep sucking on her tits she was the one imprisoned by her daughter's eager young mouth.
"Oh God yes, keep sucking on them sweetie... please... you are doing so good."
Brittney discovered her mother possessed a weakness-- those very grand and oh so sensitive nipples of hers. Working her tongue all over them, intermingling playful nibbles, tender kisses, and most especially, some deep forceful sucking, Brittney soon reduced her mother to a state of near panic.
Reaching out, she grabbed Brittney by the arm yanking her off the bench. "Get on your knees little girl... Now!" Crystal barked at her daughter.
Crystal gave her husband a little wave and a smile indicating he should come help. She did not have to ask twice as Everett eagerly jumped off the bed and joined his wife and daughter.
Squatting down next to her, Everett whispered to his daughter, "Daddy is here baby and is going to give you some advice on how to eat mommy's pussy, OK?"
"OK, Daddy," Brittney said quietly.
Crystal plopped down on the bench spreading her legs wide as she grabbed Brittney by the hair and buried her face between her legs.
"Kiss Mommy's pussy, baby, all over, use your lips and tongue nice and slow," Everett whispered in her ear.
Brittney closed her eyes as the sweet aroma of her mom's pussy surrounded her. Tentatively, she slipped her tongue out of her mouth tasting the wetness. Following her father's instructions, she showered her mother's pussy with dozens of tender kisses as she pretended her mommy's pussy lips were a real pair of lips.
The inexperienced Brittney was learning quickly what her mom liked. Flickering her tongue out, and swirling it all around, caused her mom to let out a series of increasingly desperate moans.
"Oh baby that is good. Right there."
"Give it some nice little licks all over. Flicker your tongue in and out lightly, hon," Everett whispered to his daughter.
Again, Brittney obeyed. She flicked her tongue out whipping it over, under, sideways, and then down, making her mother moan all the more.
"Honey... sweetheart, be a good little boy and go grab your mommy's favorite toy," Crystal told her husband.
After Everett hurried over to the bed and grabbed the vibrating wand, he brought it back to his "mommy".
"Now I want you to use the toy on me... just like she taught you little boy," Crystal told her husband.
"Yes, Mommy," Everett immediately snapped as he flicked the wand on to its lowest setting.
Working in perfect unison, Everett and his daughter assailed Crystal's wet pussy with Brittney kissing and licking it as if her very life depended on it, before her daddy touched her shoulder.
Brittney reluctantly raised up; it was her daddy's turn.
Everett applied the humming wand to his wife's clit before inserting his index finger deep inside her pussy. Crystal moaned loudly as she wriggled all around the vanity bench and was just nearing a tremendous orgasm when he pulled back allowing his daughter to take over.
Quickly lowering her face, Brittney twisted her tongue out, assaulting her mommy's pussy with a fresh series of licks and kisses before she gave her clit a tongue lashing making her moan louder than ever.
Just as she was about to tip over the edge Everett, watching carefully, pulled his daughter back. Turning up the vibrator to the highest setting, a loud hum filled the quiet bedroom.
Pushing the pulsating head directly against Crystal's clit, Everett went to work as Brittney whispered her encouragement. "Come on Mommy, come for us. I want to see it... pretty please, come, Mommy."
Leaning forward, she brought her mouth up to her mom's breasts and began sucking on the nearest one as Everett flickered the wand all around his wife's clit.
It was all too much as her daughter sucking on her tits, coupled with her husband expertly wielding the wand on its max setting, sent Crystal flying over the edge.
"Oh God... Don't stop babies... Mommy is coming..." She began to shake uncontrollably as her words ended in one long moan. The impending climax rocked her world, causing her to shake and moan so loud Brittney started giggling.
Sitting back up after she recovered, Crystal first released her daughter from the handcuffs, and then smiled as she observed how her husband was nearly hard again.
"Are you ready baby for Mommy and Daddy to give their little girl her first real orgasm? You did so good for us we owe you."
"I'm ready," Brittney said as Crystal reached out and begin pulling her daughter's panties off.
Sitting Brittney down on the vanity bench between them, they exchanged kisses with her as Brittney spread her legs wide, allowing full access to her virgin cunt.
Everett reached down between her legs, rubbing her pussy gently as Crystal tenderly fondled Brittney's boobs while they exchanged a wild series of impassioned kisses. She was soon squirming all over the vanity bench from her mom and dad's warm attentions.
"I think she is nice and warmed up so let's take her over to the bed," Crystal told her husband, "Where we can make love to her properly. Go ahead and carry her over."
Everett, amped up with excitement, scooped up his daughter in his arms, easily carrying her the short distance over to the bed.
Crystal trailed alongside, whispering, "Do you want Daddy and Mommy to take turns making love to you?"
Brittney, not trusting herself to speak, nodded her head yes.
Reaching the bed, Everett gently placed her down in the middle as Crystal pulled back the covers. After covering her daughter with a sheet, she hustled around the bedroom preparing the atmosphere while Everett disappeared inside the bathroom to freshen up a bit.
Crystal lit several large pillar candles on both the nightstands flanking the bed, and then turned out all the lights, before joining her naked daughter under the sheets.
When Everett emerged from the bathroom a few minutes later he found his wife and daughter waiting for him as they cuddled on the bed.
"Oh good, you're back. Here sit on the edge of the bed and watch. We have something to show you don't we, sweetheart."
"Yes, Mommy," Brittney answered quietly.
Everett sighed as once again he would be taking on the role of voyeur. He watched as his wife and daughter started to make out passionately before Crystal dropped down, showering Brittney's chest and mid-section with a series of zealous kisses.
Reaching over Crystal grabbed the purple double dong off the nightstand. "I think you are curious about this one little girl aren't you?"
Brittney reached out and stroked one end of it curiously. "Yes, Mommy. It... it looks like a dildo but it has two heads?"
"That is the idea exactly baby. Here let me show you how it works. Here you take one end and..."
Everett gazed with untold desire at his wife and daughter. Both had one end of the purple monster buried in their snatch boxes. They were facing each other, legs spread wide, holding hands, bucking their hips forward in unison. Both of their moans were becoming increasingly intense as they worked the toy in and out of themselves.
Lifting her head up, Crystal waved to Everett. "Come on over and play with your daughter. I want her on the edge before you take her."
After ripping off his boxers, Everett rolled across the bed, positioning himself next to his daughter. Using his hand, he carefully turned her face toward him.
"You like Mommy's toy, baby?"
"Y-yes Daddy, it feels so good," she whispered between moans.
"Good, I'm glad you like it now give me a kiss."
As their mouths came together, tongues pushing against each other, he reached down with one hand and cupped one of her large mounds. Finding her nipple, he stroked it gently until it was stiff.
Crystal pulled her end of the double dong out and, and leaning forward she attacked Brittney's boobs with her mouth as Everett's hand slipped down between his daughter's legs.
All the attention was now focused on Brittney's lovely body that glowed with such beauty under the soft candle light. Crystal got back on her knees and was eagerly working one end of the double dong in and out of Brittney's pussy as her husband dropped his mouth down to suckle some more on her tits.
Using her fingers to stroke her daughter's exposed clit above the dong, Crystal was bringing her to the edge as evidenced by Brittney's loud moans of pure ecstasy.
"Jesus honey, hurry your daughter needs that hard cock of yours inside of her... now!!"
Crystal maneuvered Brittney onto her back before lying down next to her. Stroking the side of her face she whispered sweetly to her, "Are you ready for your daddy now, hon?"
"Yes, please I want him so bad," Brittney whispered as she watched her daddy position himself over her. Her attention was focused squarely on his hard cock as she wondered what the real thing would feel like as it invaded her.
Brittney closed her eyes as her mom sprinkled her face with tender kisses.
"I love you so much sweetie... so so much," Everett whispered as he climbed on top of her.
When his cock finally pierced her virginity Brittney let out a loud moan before it was cut off by her mother covering her mouth with dozens of kisses.
Rocking into his daughter nice and gentle, Everett made sweet love to his baby girl. Careful not to lose control, he worked his manhood into her, over and over again, softly and gently, causing his daughter to let out an increasingly loud series of whimpers.
Crystal, after a desperate minute or two, began to sense how difficult it was for her husband to keep up such a slow pace and decided a change was needed. Whispering to them, she said, "Let's trade places. I want to see her on top riding her daddy's big cock and that way she can control the action."
As Brittney climbed on top of her daddy Crystal told her, "You might like this better with you being on top so you can control the pace and go as slow or as fast as you want baby."
Holding up his stiff penis with one hand, Crystal used her other hand to guide her daughter into place.
Brittney let out a soft grunt as her father entered her again. Their hands found each other as she begin to bounce slowly up and down on her daddy.
Moving behind her daughter, Crystal, after discreetly reaching over and grabbing the small vibrating butt plug and dropping it on the bed next to them, slipped her hands around Brittney's waist helping her bounce up and down.
Brittney's head was back, her mouth open as she surrendered to her carnal urges. Rocking up and down faster now, allowing her daddy's hardness deeper inside of her, Brittney was nearing her first orgasm when Crystal reached down and after slathering it with some lube, picked up the butt plug.
Waiting until Brittney raised up she quickly pushed the plug up and inside her daughter's anal cavity without warning as she flicked the speed on medium.



Brittney let out a loud gasp as the plug pushed inside her butt. Her gasp was one of both surprise and pleasure as the plug's vibrations swept over her.
"Come for us baby," her mother whispered stroking her hair as Everett gripped his daughter's hands tighter and thrusted his hips upward driving his cock deeper inside her.
The butt plug was the final piece as her daddy thrusted upwards hard, pushing Brittney over the edge as an earth moving orgasm swept over her, causing her whole body to begin to shake and her head to loll back as a loud moan escaped from her open mouth.
Collapsing in a heap next to her father, Brittney was still quivering as her mom and dad both wrapped their arms around her.
Brittney closed her eyes, enjoying the pleasant aftershock of her powerful orgasm and of being cuddled so softly by both of her parents.
Brittney was actually near to dozing off when she felt a soft rustling next to her. Opening her eyes, she spied her mother was on her hands and knees.
She watched as her Daddy maneuvered himself around so he was directly behind her.
Noting how her daughter was now awake, Crystal whispered to her, "Oh hi, baby... you want to watch as your daddy fucks your mommy doggy style."
Brittney softly nodded her head yes.
"Good then and maybe you can even help?"
After rising up to her knees, Brittney asked, "How?"
"Here in order for your daddy to fuck me really good and hard he needs to be turned on and I bet it would turn him on watching his baby girl cradle her mommy's head in her arms while maybe showering her with some sweet kisses as he fucks her... good and hard."
Crystal glanced back at her husband and spying the hungry look on his face as he snuggled his hardness against her wet opening, she knew he would like that.
Brittney happily obliged her mom as she rose up on her knees, next to her. Reaching down, she twisted her mom's face up towards hers, and after they started to engage in a passionate kiss, Everett took a deep breath.
He watched them kiss for a few quiet moments before, desperate for release, he almost violently buried his cock inside of her - just as they took a break from kissing.
Crystal's let out a loud moan as her husband's cock slammed home, over and over again. Brittney reached out, twisting her hands in her mom's hair, stroking it kindly as she watched her mom being pummeled.
Everett, ramped up by the night's events, didn't try in the least to hold back as he fucked his wife, aka his mommy, with a wild, animal like, intensity.
Brittney, dropped her mouth to her mom's ear before whispering, "God Mommy, Daddy is fucking you so good and hard huh?"
"Oh God... baby... he... he... is," Crystal managed to gasp in between her breathless pants.
Reaching down, Brittney cupped her mother's dangling breasts, fondling them softly as she looked at her daddy. Something came over... something dark and wicked as she whispered, "That's it daddy... fuck the bitch harder... make the whore come."
Wanting to impress them both, Everett notched things up another gear, a gear he didn't he know he possessed, as he literally began to fuck his wife so fast and hard the whole bed was moaning and shaking, along with her.
Yeah, it was his daughter's dirty talk that sent him into a wild animal like frenzy as he plowed into his wife. Finally, unable to keep up such a frenzied pace, he slammed his cock into her one last time before he came deep inside of her.
Suspecting her daddy was turned on by her talking dirty, Brittney whispered to him, "Yeah, that's it Daddy... fuck the cunt good... good and hard... she has... has always been such a cock tease... and this is what they get huh?"
"That's right little girl," Everett grunted, "This is what fucking cock teasing wives get..."
His climax was the most powerful he ever remembered having and as he collapsed on the bed, Brittney and then Crystal both snuggled up on either side of him.
"God you were out of control, Daddy... there for a minute," Brittney said before giggling and adding, "That was so cool to watch."
Everett said nothing as they both pushed their naked bodies up against him.
Bringing her mouth down to his ear, Brittney whispered, "Was it good Daddy? Fucking... fucking your mommy that hard and fast."
"Well was it little boy?" Crystal chimed in as she played with his hair.
"It was fantastic," Everett whispered back.
The night ended on a fitting note as the three of them, Brittney stuck between them, snuggled under the covers. Just before Crystal was about to slip off to sleep, out of the quiet darkness, came Brittney's sweet voice, "Mommy, can you teach me to be a cock tease, like you, so one day Daddy will fuck me that good?"
"Of course, baby," Crystal cooed to her daughter as she smiled inwardly while knowing it was going to be one long hot summer.
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One Summer Night at the Drive In
Jack slumped down in the seat of his old 2009 Honda Civic after checking the time for about the tenth time in the last five minutes. He was parked on the curb inconspicuously down the street from the school. It was ten minutes after two on this blustery early March afternoon. He was sitting outside of JFK High School waiting for his eighteen year old daughter Maggie to get out of school.
The reason he was slumped down in his car was plain and simple: he was fucking embarrassed by it. It was a far cry from the Benz he was driving the last time he saw his daughter nearly three years ago, but that was prior to the thirty month stint he did in prison for insider trading. The sentence passed down by a judge, who was notoriously tough on white collar crime, had been four and half years, but he got out a bit early for good behavior.
Getting out early was not enough to save his marriage though, as he had barely been sentenced when his wife served his with divorce papers. He wondered what Maggie's feeling would be for him since they had only talked, very briefly, on the phone a couple of times since he went away, thanks to his wife's meddling ways and doing everything in her power to keep them from communicating.
In the meantime, his ex-wife had remarried and from what she would have him believe Maggie enjoyed a really good relationship with her new stepfather. Jack, naturally, hoped this was just his ex-wife trying to stick it to him, emotionally, but I he guessed today would be the moment of truth when he finally would get to see Maggie face to face.
He jerked upright in his seat as the school bell went off indicating school was done for the day. A minute later a large contingent of high school kids came pouring out of the front doors heading every which way.
Luckily, JFK High was not a particularly big school, allowing him to spot his daughter as she came bouncing out of the school next to a fetching dark skinned girl.
Jack quickly hopped out of his car as his daughter and her friend turned the opposite way from him. As he hurried after his daughter, he prayed this wasn't going to turn out to be a huge embarrassing mistake, him popping up unannounced like this.
"Maggie... Mags," he tapped her on the shoulder. She whirled around, as did her pretty friend. "Daddy?"
"Yeah honey, it's me."
"Jeez, I didn't even know you were out. Mom didn't say anything."
"No surprise there. She is not exactly my number one fan."
"No, but I am," her pretty friend chimed in, "Mags here drones on about you all the time. I wish my daddy treated me like a princess the way you do Maggie. I'm Kiara by the way. Nice to finally meet you."
Jack shook Maggie's friend's hand, trying to be polite while hoping the young lady would just disappear.
Apparently, he and Maggie were on the same wavelength as she turned to her friend, "Hey, Kiara I will call you later OK. I think my daddy wants to take me out to an after school lunch."
As soon as her friend went skipping away, Jack smiled at his daughter before saying, "Wow honey, you look terrific. All grown up since I last saw you."
Maggie beamed at her daddy's compliment. It was an award winning smile framed by her pretty mane of blonde hair with it darker brown roots that fell just past her shoulders. Maggie could have been a poster child for the wholesome All-America beauty who lived next door, with said blonde hair, cute dimpled cheeks, and a nearly flawless crème colored complexion.
Maggie was balanced on that fine line of being just pretty enough to attract plenty of attention, while not being so dazzling beautiful that boys would be afraid to approach her. Adding to her attractiveness was a nice hourglass shaped figure that spoke of mature teen age voluptuousness at its finest. The highlight of her nice figure was a pair of ex-large breasts that fit her full sized frame quite nicely.
They went to a small café downtown to have lunch and play catch up. The waitress seated them in a small corner booth, and after they finished eating they sat for a long time just soaking in each other's company while catching up on both current and past events.
All and in it was a delightful lunch, but it left Jack wanting more three seconds after they said their goodbyes.
Over the course of the next three months as spring came into full bloom so did Jack's relationship with his daughter. Well maybe full bloom was too strong of a word as he suspected his ex-wife, Samantha, was doing everything in her power to keep Maggie from seeing her father.
All in all, they managed to get together about a half dozen times between their first meeting back in March and the end of the school year on a warm early June afternoon.
As soon as Maggie and Kiara hit the doors, leaving JFK for the last time, they both let out a loud whoop. "We need to celebrate tonight Mags and... oh wait, never mind, you are going out with your father tonight still huh?"
"Yeah, he still wants to take me out to dinner, someplace nice, you know with white tablecloths and fancy linen, and then we are going to hang out and do something I guess."
"You are lucky. My father offered to buy me a Big Mac if I graduated. Sounds like fun. And hey I thought he got you like, what was it, one of those five hundred dollar pre-paid Visa card, just like three days ago. Wasn't that like a graduation present so you are getting that plus a nice dinner?"
"What can I say... my daddy likes me," Maggie said teasingly to her best friend.
"Yeah, well, I really don't see why as you aren't very fucking likable, bitch," Kiara said as she gave the teasing right back to her friend.
As they crossed the parking lot to Kiara's sporty little Nissan, Maggie called it old, while Kiara called it a classic, they stopped when Maggie reached out and snagged Kiara by the arm.
Twisting her best friend around so she was facing her, Maggie hissed in mock anger, "You keep your grubby paws off my daddy, you hear me Ms. Kiara."
"But he is so handsome and so dangerous, maybe I just can't resist."
They both broke up in giggles before Maggie said, "You just like him coz he's been in prison. You know you have the hots for older 'bad boys', especially if the older bad boy is your best friend's daddy which makes the affair all the more naughty."
They both jumped in the car laughing before Kiara sped off to take Maggie home. After pulling up in her driveway Maggie asked her friend, "So hey, what are you actually doing tonight to celebrate your new found freedom."
"Oh a bunch of us are heading out to West Lake. Going to have a little party out there to celebrate our freedom from JFK."
West Lake was the town's drive in and a local party spot for JFK's small teen population just as it had been for the past forty seven years since it first opened in 1977.
"Shit that sounds like fun. Why didn't you invite me to go?"
"Maggie, you have been doing nothing but bragging to me about this fancy dinner your daddy is taking you out on to celebrate your last day of school so I didn't bother. Why? You want to go?"
"Yes, I really wanna go but I promised my dad so... Hey, maybe if I asked him to come pick me up early and sort of rushed dinner along I could meet you guys out there. Can you hold on a minute let me text him and see what time he was planning on picking me up. He usually answers right away."
"Sure I'll wait to see what he says," Kiara replied.
Maggie fired off a quick text to her daddy and sure enough he promptly replied with a long text in reply.
"Damn," Maggie softly exclaimed after reading her father's text.
"What did he say?"
"A lot of things."
Like?"
"He has to close up the bank tonight because he is taking tomorrow off and since its Friday they stay open to six. He won't be picking me up until around eight or so."
"So can't you just ask him to take you out tomorrow night?"
"No, I think it's gotta be tonight. He just told me not only are we going out to celebrate my last day of school but to celebrate for him to. He got like some kind of big promotion at work this week. Shit if I blow him off he would be really disappointed Kiara... plus tomorrow is his birthday and I think he was hoping to still be with me when he officially turns forty at midnight."
"Yeah I guess I can see that. Too bad... but hey look at the bright side... since you will be hanging out with your dad I guess you won't have to abide by your mother's stupid eleven pm curfew."
"Nope. Hanging with daddy means no curfew tonight."
"Great, well I maybe have a good idea then."
"Wow a good idea from Kiara. That would be a first."
"Ha, Ha, now listen. So if you have no curfew for tonight and you really wanna go party with us at the drive in why not just ask him to come with us."
"Come on Kiara he is not going to wanna tag along with a bunch of teenagers at the drive in. No way. He would feel totally out of place."
"He doesn't have to hang out with a bunch of teenagers. He will just be hanging out with us, well, with you mainly, in either his car, or mine, or maybe both if he wants to bounce back and forth some."
"Still, I am not too sure he will feel very comfortable--"
"Comfortable or not didn't you say he always bends over backwards to give you whatever you want, Mags?"
"Yeah he does."
"OK so I have a plan... leave it up to me."
Maggie was about to protest when Kiara held up her hand. "Wait I got a text. It's April."
April was one of their mutual friends and part of their small group of girls that hung out together on a regular basis.
Maggie, observing her best friend closely, as she read her text knew, just by the look on her face, something was up. "What's wrong?"
"Brad is going to be there."
"That asshole. I'm not so sure I even want to go now."
For the past two years, Brad had been Maggie's on again, and off again, boyfriend, and at the present moment their relationship was very much in the off position.
"No Maggie don't you see. You have to go now, especially with your father."
"Why?"
"To make the idiot jealous. If he sees you with this older intellectual type he will get really jealous I bet."
"I am not going to use my daddy to make my stupid ex-boyfriend jealous, Kiara. Are you crazy?"
"Crazy like a fox... Look it will be a perfect way to get revenge on the asshole don't you think?"
"What I think is I will be the butt of jokes for hanging out at the drive in with my father."
Kiara smiled. "No one will know it's your dad, Mags. Only me and when people ask us who that is..."
"You know they will."
"Look we can make up a story. How does this sound... He is just some guy you met online, and he is only like in his early thirties or even late twenties. I mean your dad, actually, doesn't look that old. Besides it will be dark and everyone is going to be drinking and getting stoned so no one is going to question us that much..."
"I don't know, Kiara."
"Oh come on Mags live a little. Have some fun. Look you can hang out with your dad, we can stay for all three movies and it will be close to midnight or even past midnight by the end of the third movie ends so... double bonus bitch as it will be his birthday and you will be together when he turns forty and you can make your stupid ex-boyfriend jealous all at once, and then tomorrow he can take you out to your fancy dinner."
"Yeah, maybe, but still I don't think he will really want to go to the drive in, Kiara."
"Leave that part up to me. Like I said... I have a plan."
And she did, of course. The devious Kiara always had daring plans that sometimes tended to get them both in trouble, but in the end, after listing to her plan, Maggie agreed to go along, like she almost always did with her best friend's wild and wicked ideas.
At a few minutes past seven Jack texted his daughter, telling her he was on his way to pick her up. Maggie, following Kiara's plan, immediately texted her friend.
He is on his way to pick me up
Great. Will be there in five minutes.
Maggie set her phone aside with a sigh. She was not sure if she wanted her friend's plan to work or not.
Roughly ten minutes later, Maggie and Kiara were out in the driveway, hanging out, waiting for Maggie's dad to show up.
"Remember the plan, Mags just follow my lead," Kiara reminded her friend as Jack pulled up in his brand new car.
After getting his promotion to branch manager this week Jack immediately went out and..............., along with moving into a fancy new one bedroom apartment.
"Hi Daddy," Maggie called out to him brightly as he got out of the car. "Hey, you remember my friend Kiara huh? You met her that day at my school."
"Oh yeah. Hi Kiara," he replied giving her a little wave.
"Hi, Mr. Brandon."
"Listen Daddy can we talk for a minute... over here."
She pulled her daddy off to the side just out of earshot of Kiara.
"Look Daddy, I know we were both looking forward to our dinner tonight but Kiara, my best forever friend, she is like a sister to me and well, she just broke up with her boyfriend. They have been going out for like forever, almost a year I think, and she really needs me tonight."
"Honey say no more. If you need to be with your friend tonight--"
"I do, but we can go to dinner tomorrow night. Promise."
Although Jack agreed dinner tomorrow night would be fine, the reality was he was bitterly disappointed about his daughter cancelling on him.
Roughly an hour later, he was relaxing at his apartment when his phone dinged, indicating there was an incoming text.
It was Maggie.
Daddy, so sorry, can you come pick me up that asshole is here and I don't wanna be here no more!!
Jack quickly texted her back.
You mean your boyfriend the one you are always fighting with. I thought things were better between you two.
They were until I saw him here tonight kissing on some other girl!! I wanna go home, please come pick me up. I don't wanna make Kiara leave, she is actually having a good time with some other friends.
Jack sighed as he was comfortably settled in for the night but... what could he do.
He hurriedly slipped on a fresh shirt and a pair of jeans and was on his way.
Maggie had texted him to look for them in the very back row of the drive in and sure enough as he drove down the last aisle, he finally spotted Kiara outside of her Nissan, leaning on the hood.
He maneuvered his car into the space to the left of Kiara's car before hopping out of his car.
"Oh hi Mr. Brandon," she greeted him cheerily as he approached her.
Jack took a deep breath as Kiara was dressed to thrill in a short little denim mini skirt and a thin white short sleeved button up blouse.
The white blouse created a nice contrast to her dark skin as Jack fought the urge to stare at his daughter's young friend.
Kiara was a fetching mix of Latino and African-American. Her light brown hair fell to her shoulders, accenting an attractive face whose highlight included a pair of dark mirthful eyes.
Maggie's best friend had a happy go lucky personality matched with a killer body that was well toned by being on both the volleyball team and the swim team.
"Yeah, hi... and sorry to hear about you breaking up with your boyfriend Kiara... teenage boys are real jerks sometimes..."
"Thanks I'm OK now, mainly because I'm a little drunk." Moving closer to him, she smiled slyly, "You won't tell on me right and don't worry, I won't be driving later... we always have a designated driver when we party at the drive in..."
"OK that puts my mind at ease so... hmm where is Maggie. She texted me to come pick her up... but I suppose you know that being best friends and all."
"Yep, she tells me everything and as far as where she is at... let me think. Oh yeah, you just missed her as she just went with a couple of the other girls to the bathroom... she should be back in a minute."
"OK... well I will just wait over in my car then... don't want to cramp your style you know."
"You don't look that old, Mr. Brandon," Kiara called after him as he turned and headed back to his car.
He gave a small wave of his hand before climbing back into his car to wait for Maggie.
A minute later, Kiara came hustling over to his car.
"We got a problem, Mr. Brandon," she told him after Jack invited her to get in the front seat next to him.
"What's the problem?" Jack said while trying his best to appear calm, cool and collected in front of his daughter's fetching young friend.
"Mags is talking to Brad... again and she told April that she doesn't want to leave after all."
"Ahh shit. So she so she changed her mind and doesn't need me to pick her up and take her home after all."
Jack sighed before resigning himself to being the victim of a teenage girl's fickle young mind. "I suppose I had better get going then."
"Wait, just, well hear me out, because the truth is I don't like Brad... he is not good for her so... well its complicated, but trust me I know what's better for Maggie sometimes than she knows for herself. You see last week it was supposed to be over between them two, and for good this time, which I wholly endorse. Brad is a jerk and I really don't see what Mags sees in him, but now I'm worried he is going to charm his way back into her good graces and she will crumble and give him another chance."
"You really don't like the guy huh?"
"Is it that obvious?"
"Pretty much."
"Good. So I figure if you are willing to stay just a bit longer maybe we can work out something to break them two up for good."
"Like what?"
"Like I still haven't got that part worked out yet, but I will come up with something." Reaching over, she squeezed his hand before smiling. "I will go get her and bring her back here... so if you don't mind stay at least until then."
"Sure I can do that," Jack said as he tried hard not to keep staring at Kiara tits so amply on display under the tight little white blouse she was wearing. The not staring part was being made much more difficult by the simple fact it appeared Ms. Kiara had forgotten to put on a bra tonight.
"Oh here is something to keep you amused until we get back."
Reaching into her purse, she pulled out a large metal flask before trying to hand it to him.
"It's a bit of rum and coke."
Jack frowned before waving his hand. "I can't take that and really... c'mon you guys are only eighteen and I shouldn't be drinking around you even if I wanted to. It wouldn't look good."
She smiled at him, much the way adults smile at children when they are trying to argue with them. "Oh come on, don't act all surprised that we are going to be doing some drinking at the drive in. I'm sure you didn't wait to you were twenty one to enjoy your first drink. It's only a little bit of rum and coke and remember we actually have two designed drives tonight, April and Rosie both are the designated drivers, it's their turn, so we are being careful."
"Well that's good I suppose and as long as you promise you are being careful and using your designated drivers I suppose I could... you know."
After a brief pause, he took the flask from her as he simply didn't want to be a hypocrite. The truth was he had started drinking with his pals when he was all of what... seventeen maybe.
After Kiara got out of the car and went bouncing across the parking lot Jack shook his head muttering, "Jesus, Joseph and Mary what have I gotten myself into."
He resisted taking a drink for about a good minute or so before finally deciding a small sip or two might calm his nerves. Tipping the flask up to his mouth he took a small sip before taking just one more.
The several small sips loosened him up just enough for his mind to wander to a scary thought he spoke quietly to himself. Yeah, I wonder if Kiara has noticed the way I am fighting to keep my eyes off that delicious little body of hers and if so I wonder is she going to mention it to Maggie.



Answering himself aloud, Jack said quietly, "Hell, it's not my fault the girl has a great set of tits and doesn't know what a bra is."
A minute later, he watched as they approached the car and as they drew nearer he shook his head in happy despair.
His daughter, much like her best friend, was dressed to thrill as she was wearing a pair of faded Levi's that looked like they might have been painted on her they were so tight, along with a snug looking red knit crop top that just covered her rather generous tits while leaving her toned and tanned belly on full display.
Jack made a silent sardonic wisecrack to himself then about how, now that his daughter was here, at least it would be easier not to be staring all the time at Kiara's tits... mainly because he would be too busy staring at his daughter's fucking tits.
Maggie was just opening the door to get into the passenger side of the front seat of her car when all of a sudden Kiara aggressively grabbed her around the arm. Maggie, at first, tried to shake her arm off, but she gave in and allowed Kiara to drag her a few feet away from the car.
Leaning over, Jack called out the half open passenger side window, "Hey you two what is going on?"
"Nothing Mr. Brandon... I just need to talk to my stubborn best friend here for a quick moment."
"Yeah, Daddy we won't be long," Maggie said as they walked further away from the car. "But can you roll up the window as I don't want you to hear Kiara's incessant whining."
Sighing, Jack turned the key in the ignition before hitting the button to raise the windows.
He stared at them; they seemed to be in a somewhat heated debate before Maggie went storming off.
Kiara gave him a wan smile before heading back to his car and climbing into the front seat opposite of him.
"So what's going on?" Jack curiously asked.
"Your daughter, against my better advice, wants to give the idiot a second chance. She going back to his car to talk to him now... but I have an idea she is going to be bitterly disappointed."
"Why do you think that?"
"Coz my friend texted me advising that Brad is not exactly alone right now."
"Oh, with another girl?"
"Yeah, anyways when she finds out, she is going to come running back here all broken hearted... yet again and it will be up to you, Mr. Brandon to put your protective arm around her and give her whatever comfort she needs."
"When you say 'put your protective arm around her' what exactly are you talking about, Kiara?"
"Well I have a sort of bold and daring idea... so are you feeling bold and daring Mr. Brandon."
"I don't know... maybe... it depends on your idea."
Reaching out, Kiara grabbed the flask from where he was cradling it his lap before taking a big swig.
Holding the flask out, she smiled before saying, "Your turn... rum and coke does wonders in making bold and daring seem... you know... easy."
It was at this point that Jack, as the very attractive Kiara sat there smiling at him, fell in love with his daughter's best friend... from his waist down.
Maybe wanting to impress her, Jack took first one large swig and then a second even larger one.
"Very good, Mr. Brandon," Kiara said while reaching out and rubbing his arm in a most flirtatious manner.
"Anyways here is what I am thinking will happen. First, Maggie while catch Brad with that bitch Vicky and then she will come storming back here and start pouting. Meanwhile, Brad will let maybe thirty or forty five minutes pass, giving Mags a chance to chill out before he comes looking for her and that's when he will find he is in for a nasty surprise... if you are willing to play your part that is Mr. Brandon."
"What exactly is my part, Kiara?"
"Well my idea is simple, but it's probably going to sound like a bunch of teenage drama crap to you but... I don't know... try to listen with an open heart."
"Sure, I am listening."
"So Mags will be here, hanging out with you, in the back seat of your car..."
"Wait in the back seat... why the back seat what's wrong with the front seat?"
"Coz the back seat is, of course, Mr. Brandon where all the action happens, but before you start to protest hear me out."
"Fine," Jack said as he wondered just where the hell Kiara's bold and daring plan might take him... other than the backseat, of course, with his daughter.
"Anyways, April is going to go over and talk to Frank, that's Brad's best friend, and tell him Maggie is hanging out with some mysterious older guy who is both handsome and charming... I threw in the handsome and charming part on my own... by the way."
"Wait, you are talking about me?"
"Who else, Mr. Brandon?"
Jack resisted the urge to laugh as he could hardly believe his daughter's pretty little best friend was... maybe flirting with him. Deciding to ignore her flirtations, if that was, in fact, what they were, for the moment, Jack answered, "So I am guessing your plan is to make him jealous once he hears about this older mystery guy Maggie is hanging out with but bad news, no one is going to be jealous over Maggie hanging out with her father."
"That's the beauty of my plan... no one but me and April will know that you are her father... you see what I am getting at?"
"I think so but you better tell me more about your plan so I know exactly what I am getting myself into, Kiara."
"Sure to the point, you need to act the part of not being her father and being her, you know... date."
Jack shook his head. "Now that is some drama you are involving me in young lady wanting me to act like my daughter is my date."
"Yeah I know."
"Maggie will never go for it... me pretending to be her date."
"Leave that part up to me Mr. Brandon and my little friend here... Mr. Flask as between the two of us we can talk your daughter into most anything."
Jack sighed before saying, "I only agree to do this if Maggie will truly be OK with it. You understand that Kiara."
"Of course, Mr. Brandon... oh look here she comes now."
Kiara pointed across the lot as Maggie trudged, head down, toward the car.
"Now let me doing the talking if you don't mind, Mr. Brandon... I get her to agree."
"Yeah, but we don't even know yet if she caught him with that girl. I mean-"
"Trust me, she caught him... I can tell by the depressed way she is slogging along with her head down she is upset."
"OK, well, sadly I guess you know her better than I do," Jack mumbled as Maggie approached the car.
Spotting Kiara in the front seat next to her father she snapped, "Fine, I will just get in the back then."
After she climbed into the backseat of his car, she slammed the door shut hard enough to make the whole car shake, causing Kiara to shoot Jack a knowing look.
"What's wrong, Maggie," Kiara said as she turned around to stare at her.
"I caught him, in the back seat of his car making out with fucking Vicky," Maggie practically yelled.
"Honey... language," Jack quietly admonished her.
"Sorry Daddy, but he just makes me so mad," she said before crossing her arms in a pout.
"Here this might help, Mags," Kiara said to her as she handed the flask back to her.
Maggie was just about to take a big swig when she stopped to look at her father.
"Daddy can I... I mean do you mind?"
"Sure go ahead, I already talked about this with Kiara and she assured me you guys have a pair of designated drives, April and Rosie, I think were their names."
"That's right," Maggie and Kiara both said in unison before Maggie took a generous sip from the flask.
"Well I will leave you two girls to discuss things for a minute because I gotta go hit the bathroom. Do you need anything from the concession stand?"
"Maybe a large coke with lots of ice," Kiara said before crawling into the backseat with Maggie.
After taking several large swigs from the flask as her best friend imparted her daring and bold plan to make her ex-boyfriend wild with jealousy, Maggie took anytime to think about it before agreeing--happily--to letting her daddy pretend to be her date.
After going to the bathroom and getting the large coke with ice, Jack made the return trip to his car, confident Maggie would never go for Kiara's crazy idea, but as he came up to the car and started to get in the front seat, Maggie sang out from the back seat, "Come and get in the back seat with your pretty young girlfriend, Daddy."
Jack sighed; did she really go for it? Apparently so...
As he slipped into the backseat he said, "Hey where is Kiara? She is the one who asked for the coke?"
"Oh she had to run and find April... she'll probably be back later."
"Oh," was all Jack could think to say as he settled down next to his daughter in the __________ spacious back seat.
As Maggie snuggled up next to him, she gave him a fetching smile before whispering, "So I heard you want to pretend to be my boyfriend huh, Daddy?"
Jack pulled back. "Hey that was totally Kiara's idea Mags... come on now you--"
Maggie interrupted him by saying, "Oh I'm just teasing you, Daddy. I know it was her idea and she told me how you, like, gallantly resisted the idea of being my boyfriend and how she had to practically twist your arm to get you to even just maybe agree."
Jack let out a sigh of relief as she watched Maggie taking a couple small sips from the flask before she tried to hand it to him. "I've maybe had enough, hon?"
"Oh come on Daddy, don't be like that and make me drink all alone. Have a couple sips anyways."
"Honey I have to drive later."
"Don't worry about that April and Rosie are our designated drivers tonight remember and so one of them can drive Kiara's car and the other one yours."
She smiled at him then, totally disarming him and whatever lame excuse he was about to present to him about why he should not drink anymore.
"C'mon please don't make me drink alone, Daddy."
Jack reluctantly took the flask before taking a couple of small sips before handing it back to her.
Fixing him with a serious stare she asked, "So does the idea of me being your girlfriend really gross you out that much to the point where Kiara had to practically beg you to do it?"
"Honey it doesn't gross me out... if anything I thought you would be grossed out and that's why I was reluctant is all."
She snuggled up close to him, pressing her body against his as she dropped her voice to a low whisper, "Well, it doesn't gross me out at all, in fact, I can hardly wait for us to start pretending to be boyfriend and girlfriend."
"You can't?" he asked while being almost stunned over what she just confessed.
"Mmm uh... In fact, can we start now... please daddy... it will help take my mind off that other idiot... you know the one you want me to break up with?"
"Well, alright, but only if you are sure about this, honey?"
"Don't worry, I am totally sure... now stop being so shy and put your arm around your girlfriend and pull her tight against you because for the rest of the night you belong totally to me."
The words, you belong totally to me, hit him hard, making his heart race as he slowly snaked an arm around her shoulders.
After she got settled next to him, Maggie handed him the flask.
"Now take a big drink this time, Daddy to... you know... impress your new girlfriend in showing her how much you can drink. Guys are like that you know... wanting to impress their girlfriends with how much alcohol they can handle."
He thought of protesting but knew, in the end, he would cave to her as always so he took the flask from her before taking a pair of large swallows.
The potent rum and coke, Maggie had discretely added a healthy dose of rum to it earlier, burned its way down his throat making him feel almost instantly light headed.
Handing it back to her, he said, "There... are you impressed with your boyfriend's drinking ability, Maggie?"
"Actually, I am, but I am more curious as to what other abilities my new boyfriend, Jack, possess'."
He smiled back as he began to relax and maybe warm to the idea of his beautiful daughter being his girlfriend for the night.
"So what's this movie all about then," Jack said as he turned his attention to the movie screen.
"Who cares... it's just another cheap slasher movie, so instead of watching the movie and having our intelligence insulted, we should maybe practice some first."
"Practice what, Maggie?"
"I'll tell you but first let me turn the volume down on the movie as that stupid girl's screaming is getting on my nerves."
Maggie leaned forward, over the front seat, and as she twisted the knob on the car's radio down, Jack found himself staring helplessly at her ass.
Yeah, he tried not to look, but pretty much failed miserably as his "girlfriend's" ass, clad as it was in a pair of tight jeans, just made too tempting a target for his eyes.
Maggie sensed her date's eyes crawling all over her ass, and wanting to take full advantage of the situation, she took an extra-long time in fiddling with the radio before she finally was "able" to mute the movie.
After she got happily settled back down next to him, he asked her again, "So now tell me what do we need to practice, Maggie?"
Smiling at him slyly, she said, "I think we should practice something so it looks real when Brad comes by."
"But practice what?" he asked again.
Stroking the side of his face, she whispered to him, "Practice doing what boyfriends and girlfriends having been doing for years in the backseat of cars at the drive in, Daddy."
"You mean..." Jack swallowed hard as he had, naïvely as it turned out, thought pretending to be her boyfriend would encompass putting his arm around her some and maybe holding her hand... and nothing more.
"I mean this, Daddy," she whispered before boldly bringing her mouth to his.
In the end, Jack gave himself a pass by blaming what happened next on the rum, but in the meantime, he willing accepted her kiss.
The sound of their lips, softly coming together and parting over and over again, soon filled the quiet stillness in the backseat of his car.
As they made out, like any good boyfriend and girlfriend would do in the backseat of a car at the drive in theatre, Maggie boldly grabbed his hand before guiding it to the flat plain of her bare tummy.
He tried to break off their kisses then, but she was insistent on continuing their little make out session as whenever he tried to pull back some, she would aggressively use a firm hand to hold his head in place.
Jack was becoming lost to the world thanks to his daughter's, i.e. his girlfriend's, delicate kisses becoming more and more bolder with every passing second.
Finally, inevitably, her tongue arced into his mouth, just as she began to guide his hand resting on her bare tummy upwards.
It took a supreme effort of will power, but Jack just did manage to stop his hand just mere inches short of those super nice tits of hers.
Thankfully, she allowed his hand to escape as she finally pulled back, bringing their passionate series of kisses to a much needed halt... before things spun out of control that is.
"You are a good kisser, Jack."
"You too Maggie," he replied lamely as she dropped her head on her shoulder and let out a long sigh.
He enjoyed a nice two minute or so reprieve as they watched the movie in silence before her phone chimed.
"He is heading this way," Maggie said before punching the button to roll down the window-- just enough-- on her side so a curious bypasser could get a sneak peek inside.
"He is..." Jack replied, "But how will he know what car to look for. I mean he doesn't know my car."
"Kiara told him what your car looks like and exactly where we are parked so don't worry he will know. Anyways he is still a few rows away so it might be a minute or two before he gets here but I want to get started right away, but for real this time."
"You do?" he asked while wondering what "for real this time" actually meant as in Jack's mind things seemed pretty fucking real the last time.
"Yeah, of course, I want him to fully catch us in the act so let's do this and really put on a show for the idiot."
As their lips came together once more, Jack had a truly scary thought flash through his brain then-- Jesus if the first time wasn't real what the heck could he expect this time.
Apparently, doing it right meant her jabbing her tongue into his mouth, straight away this time.
After sharing several passionate kisses, she pulled back slightly before moving her mouth to his ear and whispering, "Daddy you aren't acting like you like me at all."
"Honey I'm sorry... what am I doing wrong?"
"Well you aren't kissing me like you mean it, but more importantly you are keeping your hands totally to yourself. I mean if you were really my date then..."
Reaching out, she took one of his hands into her own before brashly guiding it over to her bare tummy once again. "You need to get a bit more, you know, handsy with your date."
"Maggie I--"
"Shhh... don't argue with your girlfriend... just agree and start kissing me again... but for real this time."
Jack caved in as he brought his mouth to hers and this time, wanting to please her, he aggressively shoved his tongue deep into her mouth before swirling it around to maximum effect.
Maggie, feeling rash and reckless thanks to the rum and the burning desire to get back at her ex-boyfriend, took his hand and started to guide it upwards toward her chest. She broke their kiss off just long enough to breathlessly whisper in his ear, "In case you were wondering... I'm not wearing a bra, Jack."
Jack's heart skipped a beat or two as he allowed her to guide his hand fully up and onto one of her breasts.
Acting out of pure manly instinct when faced with just such a situation, Jack started to gently knead his date's breast and as he started to feel it she whispered, "See... I told you, huh."
"Yeah, I see..." he whispered back before she used a hand to guide his mouth down to her neck.
As he started to rain a series of passionate kisses on her bare neck he could only wonder what was taking this guy so long to get back to their car. After showering her neck with an abundance of kisses while he continued to knead her right breast with greater urgency, God it felt terrific, so big and nice and firm, Jack finally knew he had to stop before things really went too far.
With a supreme, almost super human effort, he managed to pull back both his mouth and his hand from her.
Looking at her, he whispered desperately, "Jesus what is taking this guy so long..."
"I... don't know... let me check," she said as she grabbed her phone.
As he watched her quickly bang out a text he willed, or maybe prayed, for his cock, by now it was a raging monster of hardness, to relax.
She gave him a sad smile before saying, "Sorry... guess it was a false alarm."
"What do you mean false alarm? I thought he was heading this way?"
"Kiara said he got sidetracked and went to the concession stand instead."
"Sidetracked?"
"Yeah, by some stupid girl I imagine," Maggie snapped obviously upset.
Unable to think what else to say, Jack quipped gently, "I'm sorry honey... we tried."
Maggie folded her arms under her prodigious breasts, clearly upset as Jack searched for something, anything to say to her that might make her feel better.
But before he could her phone chimed again.
"Kiara says they are heading this way again."
"Yeah... if he don't get sidetracked again."
"She said she is taking him by the hand this time... and leading him directly here and to make sure he doesn't stray she told him I want to talk to him real bad."
"Setting him up for a fall... Wow, I guess you two are devious."
"You know it... but he deserves it."
"Even though it's going to take them a minute or two to get back here we should, you know, get started again so it looks like we are really into it when they get here."



Again, for the about the tenth time, Jack thought of protesting but what was the point... he always caved to her.
Turning, she grabbed the flask before handing it to him. "Take a nice swig so it will loosen you up some Daddy and you will be a bit more aggressive with your girlfriend this time."
Jack sighed, amazed at the casual way she was handling what they were doing.
Sighing, he took a big drink before, taking a second and even larger swig of the potent rum and coke.
For the third, and still unbelievable even now, he found his mouth glued to his daughter's as they started to make out yet again.
They shared dozens of light delicate kisses as time seemed to stand still for them. His hand rested on her bare midriff, wanting to desperately move upwards, but he simply could not bring himself to be that bold.
Instead he settled with continuing to kiss her gently before their make out session slowly started to turn more passionate when she slipped her tongue inside his mouth, swirling it around, and nearly taking his breath away. In self-defense almost, his own tongue slipped out and did some exploring.
She gave him a brief respite when she pulled back--prior to turning up the heat on him even more when she whispered in his ear, "I want this to be as real as possible, Daddy so you need to start feeling me up again, but this time go under my top."
She pulled back, giggling before adding, "Like any good horny boyfriend would do."
His mind was whirling, did he dare follow her wish, especially since she made it a point to mention how she wasn't wearing a bra!
Jesus the thought of touching her bare breast made his cock instantly hard even as he hesitated. Sensing his conflict, Maggie whispered quietly in his ear, "Come on Daddy, you can feel your little girl's boobies up some... she doesn't mind."
Backing up her words with actions, Maggie boldly guided his hand up to the edge of her crop top before swirling her tongue in his ear, making him shiver.
He took the plunge as his hand carefully started to slip up and under her tight red top, but before he could get to the prize there came a heavy pounding on the window on her side; it was Brad and apparently he was pissed.
Jack glanced over in time to see Kiara standing behind Brad, smiling and giving him the thumbs up sigh.
Maggie quickly slide across the seat before getting out of the car.
Jack looked on, almost bemused, as his daughter/girlfriend read the idiot the riot act before he went storming off.
Kiara again smiled at him before skipping happily off herself to parts unknown.
After Maggie got back in the car, Jack slipped an arm around her as she was obviously still steamed.
"Well what did you tell him, sweetie," he asked gently.
"I don't want to talk about him, or think about him... ever again, Daddy," she snapped before snuggling tightly up against him.
"OK, well then, we will just sit here and watch the movie," he said with no small bit of relief as it seemed he had navigated, successfully, the treacherous, lustful waters, of pretending to be her boyfriend.
While he tried to watch the movie, Maggie seemed intent on finishing off the contents of the flask as she took several large swallows from it before handing it to him.
"Hey I thought we were saving that for Kiara?" he asked her.
"Kiara's not here... so her loss," Maggie snapped at him, still obviously upset.
"Fine," he muttered under his breath as he took the flask from her before taking a generous swallow.
She tried to take it back from him, but he held it aloft and out of her reach.
"Honey I think you need to slow down a bit with the drinking."
Expecting a major argument to ensue, Jack braced himself, but instead of arguing she hit him with a mirthful smile before whispering, "You know... Jack... most of the other guys that take me on a date to the drive in... they encourage me to drink."
"Well I guess I am just a gentlemen, Maggie and not into taking advantage of young drunken girls... and why did you call me Jack, Maggie as our little role playing game of being boyfriend and girlfriend is over... isn't it?"
"You want it to be over, Daddy... what you didn't enjoy me being your girlfriend or maybe I wasn't so much fun to make out with in the backseat of your car."
Pouting, she crossed her arms under her generous breasts. He knew this look well; his daughter was miffed.
Trying desperately to evade the inconvenient truth, Jack told her, "Honey what I wanted in that regard is... well irreverent. We did our role playing to make your boyfriend--"
"Ex-boyfriend," she quickly corrected him.
"OK, ex-boyfriend jealous and it worked so therefore there is no need for us to continue our roles... right?"
He let out a small sigh of relief when she answered, "I guess."
His relief was short lived though as she quickly added, "Unless we both wanted to continue playing our roles, Daddy?"
He was too dumbfounded to answer as he simply couldn't believe she was really suggesting they continue on this forbidden role playing act of theirs.
After a long drawn out moment where he searched for something to say, and came up with nothing, she finally whispered, "You know I would be OK with continuing."
He seriously hoped she was joking, but as she sat there, staring at him with an expectant look on her pretty, pouty face he knew, from experience, if he didn't tell her something she wanted to hear, she would really start to pout and become, hmm, difficult to deal with.
"Really you would honey because honestly..." He decided to try and make light of the situation then, "You aren't a bad girlfriend at all so if you did want to continue I suppose we could... but only we can't... you know... make out anymore so you'll just have to be content with your boyfriend putting his arm around you and snuggling you a bit."
"I will be OK with that as long as your promise to stay my boyfriend for the rest of the night as it will help take my mind off of him."
"I promise... but only if you promise no more drinking."
"Sure no more drinking... now part your arm me and hold your girlfriend tight, Daddy."
Jack was highly relieved as he had, at least, clarified they would not be making out again, and she would not be drinking anymore.
After a few minutes of quietly sitting side by side, she turned to him, "Jack, this movie is boring... can't we maybe do something else... like this."
She moved her lips closer to his, trying to kiss him, but he deftly pulled back. Trying to sound at least a little authoritative, he snapped, "Maggie... I said we wouldn't be doing that anymore."
"Yeah, but I didn't think you meant it for real," she said before giving him a serious frown.
"I guess I must be a really unattractive girlfriend if my boyfriend doesn't want to make out with me at all. Plus you aren't playing our game fair."
"Maggie, you are beautiful, you know that, it's just--"
Before he could even react she jumped out of the car and was bounding away. "Maggie wait..."
He opened the car door, meaning to give chase to her, but he had taken no more than a couple steps when he spied she had fallen in with a group of about four girls the next row over.
Not wanting to confront her in front of her friends, he went skulking back to his car.
After getting settled back down in the front seat of his car, Jack fished his phone out of his pocket and tried calling her. She didn't, of course, pick up.
A minute later, Kiara was tapping at the passenger side window.
Sighing, Jack motioned for her to get in the car.
"Boy she is really steamed at you, Mr. Brandon."
"Yeah, I suppose so. Did she tell you why?"
"No, but I do have a message for you from her and I think it's really important because I think she is contemplating doing something really stupid."
"Alright. I'm listening."
"She said you weren't playing enough attention to her and she is going to find someone who will... unless you want a second chance."
"A second chance," he muttered under his breath.
"Just so you know, Mr. Brandon I think the someone she is talking about is that asshole Brad."
"Oh Christ I thought she was done with him."
"I thought so too, but she is drunk and when she gets drunk she gets needy and emotional and I'm afraid if she ends up back with him she will do something really, really stupid."
"Like what?" Jack whispered, fearing the worse.
"Like letting him take her virginity."
Reaching out, Kiara suddenly grabbed his hand before whispering, "Please you can't tell her I told you any of this but your daughter is a virgin Mr. Brandon. A pure and unspoiled virgin... I mean she has never even really been felt up."
"Really?" Jack said while wondering if that could be really true.
"Yes. The truth is your daughter is a bit of a tease, but deep down inside she is sort of afraid of sex I think..."
"Afraid why?"
"Well, I don't want to go into any major details but a while back, we had a bad experience at a party where some guy almost raped her. I mean he dragged her off to a bedroom and was about to... you know... but then I walked in and kind of saved her."
"Jesus the guy. Who was it... someone in school? Did she report him?"
"She was drunk and at a party she was not supposed to be at and if she reported him it would have been this huge drama with it being her word against his and besides nothing actually happened as I walked in before things got out of hand."
"It wasn't that Brad guy was it?"
"No, not him, but speaking of him he has been trying to get into her, forgive me for saying this, her pants for practically the whole time they have been dating and I'm afraid she is thinking of finally giving in to him and he is such a jerk so the thought of Maggie letting him be the first really upsets me."
"So what do you think I should do, Kiara? I mean if I tell her she shouldn't let him be the first then she'll know you told me and besides you think she will really listen to me?"
"You're right so... well... she is really hurt and my advice is if I can get her to come back here just, well, don't hold back in providing her with the comfort she needs, both emotional and physical."
Jack sighed while wondering if Kiara was actually, maybe, suggesting what it sounded like she was suggesting.
"Please Mrs. Brandon... you have to do something."
"Well do you think you can get her back here and I'll try my best to get this sorted out."
"If I tell her you were practically begging for a chance to make it up to her I think she will come back with me."
"OK, then, try... if you would."
"Sure but you have to promise me this time you better give her the attention she wants Mr. Brandon or I really think she will go running back to him because she is very vulnerable right now and that has me worried... unless, of course, you are going to take care of her... like she wants."
Feeling he had no choice, Jack told Kiara. "Yes, I promise I'll do my best so just call her, or text her, whatever and tell Maggie to come back and... and yeah, tell her I was begging you for a second chance."
Kiara smiled at him before whispering, "Are you begging for a second chance, Mr. Brandon? I don't want to have to lie to my best friend."
"I am, Kiara. Trust me... I am OK?"
Kiara smiled again before turning to her phone and banging out a quick text to her best friend.
Roughly, ten seconds later, Kiara looked at Jack before saying, "She is on her way back."
"Good," Jack replied with a sigh of relief.
"You want my advice Mr. Brandon."
"I would welcome any advice you might have for me Kiara."
"Be gentle yet aggressive with her. She is a tease, always remember that, so she will invite you in and then want you stop but if you are... hmm slow and persistent with her you will find that works wonders."
"I'll try and remember that."
As she started to climb out of the car, Kiara told him, "Hey... here she comes. Now don't blow it this time Mr. Brandon."
After Kiara climbed out of the car, she stopped and exchanged a few words with Maggie before they both turned back to the car.
Maggie leaned in through the open window, saying, "Daddy, can Kiara hang out with us for a bit. She told you I need comforting right?"
"Yes, she did and I am more than willing to give you any comfort you might need, sweetie. You know that."
"Well I hope so, but I think it would be better..." She turned back toward Kiara before saying loud enough for the both of them to hear, "That is I want both my daddy and my best friend to team up in their efforts to comfort me."
Kiara stepped forward then before saying to Jack, "So is that alright with you, Mr. Brandon... us teaming up."
"Hmm, sure," Jack replied.
The two girls then hopped into the back seat of the car before inviting Jack to join them.
A minute later, all three of them were huddled tight together in the spacious back seat with Maggie being in the middle.
As soon as they got settled in the back seat, Kiara snaked an arm around Maggie's shoulder before saying softly, "You know I was telling your daddy how you were considering giving that idiot Bradley a second chance."
"I was thinking about it... I mean... I still am I guess."
"Maggie no," Kiara hissed at her almost fiercely. "He doesn't deserve someone as pretty and as nice and as sweet as you."
Glancing across the seat at Jack, Kiara gave him a look indicating now might be a good time for him to add something.
"Yeah, honey, I agree with Kiara one hundred and ten percent, sweetie. You can do better."
Maggie looked down, nervously twisting her hands in lap before whispering, "I don't know. I mean, Brad can be really sweet to me sometimes and... and I don't have the pretty exotic looks like you have going on, Kiara that drives all the boys crazy so... so maybe Brad is the best I can do."
"Maggie I agree my exotic looks, as you call it, does draw some attention from the boys, but so does your wholesome girl next door good looks... not to mention those... Hmm, super nice tits of yours."
Jack swallowed hard at Kiara's bold assessment of things while wondering if he dared to agree. The fact was he did agree, but if he stated such would they maybe think he was some kind of pervert for agreeing his own daughter was good looking and had a great set of tits.
Kiara was looking at him, again with that expectant look on her face indicating he was supposed to support her assessment.
Thankfully, before he could even formulate a response, Maggie spoke up saying, "I'm not that good looking otherwise..."
Turning to Jack, she finished up what would prove to be a very fateful statement by adding, "Why did my daddy act like it was such a chore to make out with me?"
Jack felt his face flushing at his daughter's pronouncement of them "making out" directly in front of Kiara before she doubled down on what Maggie just said.
"Yeah, Mr. Brandon, why was it such a chore to make out with your pretty daughter?" Kiara said in a tone that indicated she was wholly serious.
"Because he doesn't find me pretty that's why," Maggie said before looking down again.
"Maggie I..." Jack started to reply to his daughter's unfounded accusation when Kiara abruptly cut him off.
"Please Mr. Brandon... let me handle this. Look Maggie, your daddy was probably just nervous about, you know, kissing his daughter is all. I mean, after all, it is a kind of naughty thing to do."
"I suppose."
"But you know what, I think if we offered him a second chance, here and now, while both assuring him it would be our forever secret he would jump on the chance to make out with you again... I mean, I know I would."
Maggie turned to him. "Would you Daddy," she whispered, "jump at the chance to make out with me again, if we both promised it would be our secret?"
Put on the spot, by the both of them, Jack could only stammer out a halfhearted reply. "Maggie I'm... I'm your father and..."
Jack stopped in midsentence as his daughter sat staring at him. From over behind Maggie's shoulder, Kiara was mouthing the words, silently but forcefully, "Say yes!!"
Throwing caution to the wind, Jack bent to her will. "And despite it being wrong I would..." He dropped his voice to a quiet whisper before finishing up by saying, "Welcome a second chance."
"See, Maggie," Kiara responded smugly. "I told you earlier he would like another chance... and you didn't believe me."
Maggie turned to Kiara then before whispering, "And what about you, Kiara? Did you really mean that when you said 'I know I would'? Meaning you would welcome a chance to... hmm, make out with me?"
Kiara brought her hand up to Maggie's face, stroking it softly as she whispered, "Here let me show you how much I meant that, Mags. Close your eyes."
Jack watched, incredulously, as Kiara and Maggie exchanged an impassioned series of kisses, causing his cock to go on full alert status.
After a good dozen or so of these hot impassioned kisses, Kiara pulled back before whispering, "I think it's your daddy's turn now, Mags."
Maggie turned to him and before Jack could even think of stopping her she was pressing her lips against his... and he was lost.
He kissed her back as Kiara whispered, "See Maggie how pretty we both think you are and God you are so lucky to have a daddy willing to show you such love."
After finally pulling back, Maggie whispered, "Now it's you guys turn to kiss."
Despite what an alluring thought that was, kissing Maggie's beautiful best friend, Jack quietly demurred, "Maybe we should not... huh Maggie."
"Oh nonsense Daddy... kiss her... I mean I noticed the sly little looks you have been giving your daughter's hot looking best friend all night."
"Yeah, I've noticed too, Mr. Brandon so..."
Leaning past Maggie, Kiara boldly slipped a hand around the back of his head.
Almost as soon as their lips came together, Jack felt her tongue aggressively invading his mouth as Maggie whispered, "See I told you Kiara that my daddy had the hots for you."
Finally, after a breathless exchange of kisses, Kiara pulled back before whispering, "As nice as that was Mr. Brandon I think we should concentrate all of our efforts on your daughter so..."
Kiara gently pushed Maggie back against the back seat as their mouths came together.
For the next few minutes, Kiara and Jack took turns kissing Maggie as the sexual tension between the three of them began to slowly rise to nearly unbearable levels.
After Maggie pulled back from her latest tongue twisting kiss with her daddy, she said, "You know Kiara I'm wondering if you really meant what you said earlier about me having a super nice set of tits?"
"Of course I meant it and I imagine your daddy agrees... right Mr. Brandon?"
When he said nothing, basically because he didn't know how to answer such a blunt question, Maggie doubled down on things. "So do you agree, Daddy?" she asked him softly.
After a brief pause, he finally whispered, "Yes I agree totally, honey... you have a super nice breasts."
"See I told you, Mags so don't you think it's about time?"
"About time for what?" Maggie replied.
"Oh come on, what you told me earlier tonight about how no one has ever seen your breasts coz you're so shy."
"They haven't and I am shy?" Maggie quietly replied.
Jack, despite the fact he was half convinced they were putting him on, nevertheless felt a wild rush of excitement at the thought of maybe being the first person, along with Kiara of course, to see his daughter's breasts.
Kiara slipped a hand down to her bare tummy, tracing circles there as she said softly, "Let us be the first then to get a glimpse of those big virgin boobies of yours, Maggie... please... pretty please."
Looking over at Jack, she again gave him the "look" indicating he needed to join in.



Jack, after their hot little make out session, was too pumped up to even think of trying to keep things decent anymore.
"I agree with your best friend honey... that's its time you got over your shyness by... by letting us see them."
Maggie glanced around before whispering, "But what if someone walks by, Daddy?"
"Honey, don't worry the windows are tinted and no one can see inside."
"Yeah, he is right Mags. When I was walking up to the car I couldn't see inside until her rolled down the window."
Having eliminated that excuse they both looked at her expectedly.
"Really... well I suppose I could but it would really help put me more at ease if... hmm, Kiara showed hers off first."
"I think that would be only fair," Jack said smiling as it felt nice to be putting Kiara on the spot for a change.
"I guess that would be fair," Kiara said before whispering something in Maggie's ear. They pulled away briefly before glancing at him as they both began to giggle before coming together again and sharing another long exchange of breathless whispers.
Jack knew they were up to no good, but he really had no earthly idea as to just what that might entail.
After their long winded exchange of whispers, Maggie turned to her daddy and with an ultra-serious expression on her face snapped at him, "Really, Daddy... you have been staring at your daughter's best friend's tits all night."
Jack, knowing they were up to their teasing games again, decided to play along in whatever new direction this was going.
"Well, I guess maybe I have but... I mean... in my defense... she isn't wearing a bra and she is not exactly shy about showing off."
Kiara smiled before whispering, "A bra isn't the only thing I'm not wearing Mr. Brandon."
"Yeah, I bet. I mean the truth is daddy my friend here while she may pretend to be all sweet and stuff but the truth is... she is just a cock hungry slut."
Kiara immediately looked hurt before dropping her voice to a quiet whisper and saying, "I am not, Maggie! Take it back."
Crossing her arms in a pout Kiara actually began to sniffle before raising her voice louder and saying, "Take it back, Maggie... you have to... you know I am still a virgin too."
"OK, OK, I take it back... yes the truth is Kiara is actually a virgin... just like me Daddy."
"Yeah, I bet she is," Jack replied while not really believing it.
Maggie snuggled up to Kiara and after a short whispered conversation they both turned to him.
"So do you want to see them, Mr. Brandon?" Kiara asked quietly.
"See what?" Jack naively replied.
"Her virgin boobies, Daddy..." Maggie replied in a tone that suggested it was a dumb question. "I mean you have been staring at them pretty much all night."
"I think I would," Jack replied while wondering just how far his imaginative daughter and her wicked best friend were gonna take things.
"OK... Kiara you heard him... my daddy said he wants to see your tits so..."
"I don't know, Maggie. You really think I should."
"I'm afraid you might have to Kiara. He... my daddy, he can be kind of, I don't know demanding sometimes when he really wants something and if you disappoint him, after teasing him all night like I know your little bitch ass has been he might get upset and end up talking to my mom and rat us out for, you know, drinking and stuff, and then, of course, my mom will call your mom so..."
Maggie threw her daddy a wink, indicating he should play along, just before Kiara glanced over at first her and then at him. She had a seriously worried expression on her pretty face and as she sat there fidgeting she whispered, "Please Mr. Brandon... you... you can't tell Maggie's mom... I mean I will end up being in so much trouble... and so will she."
"Then you know what I want young lady," Jack said as he easily slipped into his role as the wicked blackmailer.
"Fine," Kiara whispered, "I guess you can unbutton my top, Maggie."
Jack, feeling emboldened by his new found power, said, "You know, Kiara I might be persuaded even more to remain silent if... if you two girls were to share some kisses first... as my daughter is undoing your pretty blouse."
"I think we could do that," Maggie said as she brought one hand up to Kiara's face.
"I have never kissed a girl before, Maggie," Kiara whispered as she effortlessly slipped into her role as the hapless, innocent victim.
"It's easy just close your eyes and follow my lead."
Maggie, loving the way her daddy was staring at them with such rapturous wonder pressed her lips fully up against Kiara's.
As their mouths came together the backseat of the car was filled with the quiet sound of their lips coming together and then parting, only to come together again as they exchanged an increasingly hot series of passionate kisses.
Finally, they broke the kisses off before Kiara turned so she was facing Jack straight on as Maggie positioned herself directly behind her.
Jack stared as Maggie reached around and slowly undid all four of the buttons on her friend's blouse and was pulling it down and off of her shoulders before Kiara suddenly brought her arms up in a covering defensive position.
"What's wrong, Kiara," Maggie said.
"I just... no one has ever seen my bare boobies before."
"Hmm, well me and my daddy would be honored to be the first... isn't that right, Daddy."
"We would be, honey," Jack said with a slight tremble to his voice as he desperately wanted to see Kiara's tits.
Kiara, both teasing and acting came natural to her, decided to test the limits then... just to see what might happen.
Turning to Maggie she whispered, "Look Mags, I... I have changed my mind. I mean I don't think I can show off my boobies anymore... even if it means your daddy tells on us."
To emphasize her point, she quickly adjusted her blouse back in place before re-buttoning it.
Hugging her arms tightly up around her midsection, Kiara make sure to seriously frown before mumbling, "I'm just too shy."
Maggie knew Kiara-- like the back of her hand-- so she knew exactly what Kiara was up to and happily played along.
"Tell her Daddy... it's too late to back out now."
Jack leaned in before quietly whispering in the most gentlest of tones, "Come on sweetheart, we know you are shy but... but please... I mean the truth is I... I really wasn't planning on ever talking to Maggie's mom about anything that I saw tonight."
Using one hand, he caressed Kiara's face gently as Maggie leaned forward, whispering in her ear, "Please Kiara let us see them... pretty please with sugar on top. I mean he is not blackmailing us and he easily could... don't you think we owe him at least a little something for that?"
Kiara sighed audibly before whispering, "I don't know... I mean my boobies... they aren't really big like yours Maggie and what if..." She looked from one to the other of them, drawing the drama out to its uttermost, "What if he doesn't like them, Maggie?"
Jack, slipping into the role as the kindly father of Kiara's best friend, said, "Kiara you are such a beautiful girl and..." Dropping his voice to a quiet whisper, he let his hands slip down to the front of her blouse. "I can't imagine you not possessing a most gorgeous set of tits."
Kiara, playing her role of innocent virgin to the hilt, let her arms, they were still crossed over her chest in a protective manner, slip down just a bit.
"Yeah, Kiara I too think they will be gorgeous so... please let us see them." Using one gentle hand on her cheek, Maggie turned her friend's face toward her before planting a delicate kiss on her lips.
They exchanged several light kisses and with every parting of their lips, Maggie would whisper a "pretty please" to her friend. Reaching out, Maggie touched her daddy on his face before whispering, "It's your turn, Daddy."
Kiara turned toward Jack as he leaned closer before giving her several delicate kisses as Maggie continued to whisper in her ear, "Please Kiara... I am begging... let us see them."
Jack pulled back from their latest kiss as he too began to plead with her, "Please Kiara... listen to your best friend... I know you are shy and innocent honey, but there is nothing to be scared of... I mean you trust Maggie right?"
Kiara turned before shyly looking down and murmuring, "With my life so... so I guess it will be OK... if you guys really want to see them that is?"
"We do," Maggie whispered in her ear as she began to run her fingers through Kiara's hair.
Reaching out, Jack began to carefully unbutton the first of the four buttons that stopped just about halfway down the thin V-neck white blouse.
Jack was having a hard time controlling his excitement as he slowly undid the second, and then the third button, before finally undoing the last.
Helping out, Maggie gently pulled her friend's blouse down and off of her shoulders as Jack leaned back to watch the show.
"Just don't sit there staring Daddy... help me," Maggie snapped at him as she began to softly knead Kiara's shoulders.
Moving his hands over, and onto Kiara's forearms, she still had her arms folded in front of her, just below her chest, in a protective gesture, Jack applied just enough gentle pressure to get her to drop her arms down a bit more just as Maggie let her hands slip down and onto her friend's upper arms.
Jack watched as Maggie carefully slipped her fingers under the thin blouse at the shoulders before slowly dragging them outward, allowing the delicate blouse to slip down, further and further, until finally a nice upper third, including a most delightful pair of perfectly round nipples, of Kiara's naked breasts were exposed to both their hungry eyes.
Carefully, Maggie jerked the blouse down further, just enough to fully expose Kiara's naked breasts to them.
"Oh My God, Kiara," Maggie gasped as she peered around her friend's shoulder, "You have the most gorgeous set of tits..."
Glancing over at her daddy, he was staring at Kiara's tits with abject awe, she added, "Doesn't she huh, Daddy?"
"Yes she does, sweetheart... they are absolutely beautiful."
"I'm glad you guys like them," Kiara whispered quietly before she shyly began to raise her still crossed arms up.
"Stop her, Daddy," Maggie whispered as she watched her friend try to cover her exposed breasts with her crossed arms.
Using a gentle voice, Jack whispered, "It's OK Kiara sweetheart, you don't have to..." Reaching out, he forcefully pulled her arms down a bit preventing her from covering up. "Be shy in front of me and your best friend."
"So just relax and let us gaze at them for a long minute... Please Kiara," Maggie whispered in her ear.
Kiara, after a brief pause, willing dropping her arms down before clasping her hands nervously in her lap.
Jack and Maggie both stared at her nicely sized tits for a lengthy moment before Maggie pushed things along with a quiet suggestion. "I bet my daddy would like to touch them, Kiara... would that be OK?"
"I don't know, Maggie... I... I mean no one has ever touched them before," Kiara responded in her most bashful voice.
"Please let my Daddy be the first... pretty please." Using one hand she turned Kiara's face toward her before bringing her lips to hers.
The two girls kissed as Jack, not waiting for an answer this time, slowly brought his hands up to those two dollops of perfectly formed medium sized breasts. Kiara's slightly pointed breasts were the color of light brown sugar and were deliciously nice and firm.
Jack let his fingers dance across the young girl's nipples, before he began to knead them softly, making her squirm as she continued to kiss his daughter with hot and furious passion.
Finally, Maggie pulled back from her friend, breaking off their kisses. "I bet my daddy would like to suck on them, Kiara... and so would I."
Kiara said nothing as she sat there nervously fidgeting.
"Pretty please, Kiara... let us," Maggie breathed in her ear as she too brought her hands down and started to fondle her best friend's tits.
After a brief moment, Kiara whispered, "OK... you guys can suck on them if you want."
Reaching out, Maggie smiled at her daddy before snaking a hand around the back of his head. Using gentle pressure, Maggie pulled her father's face down and in between the soft divide of her friend's gorgeous tits.
Jack closed his eyes before opening his mouth and as he began to tenderly suckle on her left breast Maggie dropped her own mouth to the other one.
Kiara sighed as she felt each of her breasts being enveloped in the warm mouths of her best friend and her father. This was going much further, and much better, than she could have ever hoped for as she let out a quiet whimper when both of their tongues simultaneously began to attack her tender young nipples.
"Oh God that feels good," she whispered just as she felt Maggie slowly pulling her down and back until she was laying prone on the backseat.
"Let's get that stupid little skirt of yours off Kiara so me and my daddy can play with that tight virgin cunt of yours."
Jack helped wrestle the skirt down and off of Kiara even if he doubted she was actually a virgin.
Maggie slipped down to the floor of the back seat before using her hands to spread her friend's legs.
"I'm going to eat the little bitch's virgin pussy Daddy while you continue to suck on her tits... that's OK with you right, Kiara?"
Apparently, the shy and innocent act of a young girl being afraid to go too far had finally worn thin with Kiara as she told them in a deep throaty whisper, "You guys can do anything you want to me."
Maggie smiled at her Daddy before dropping her face down and in between Kiara's legs.
Jack sighed heavily as he watched his pretty young daughter eat her lovely best friend out with his cock kicking into overdrive in the hardness department as Kiara began to moan quietly while squirming all over the seat.
In the end, it was the sight of those lovely mounds of brown sugar that were Kiara's tits bouncing beautifully up and down as Maggie attacked her cunt with a playful tongue that caused Jack to lose control.
Dropping his own face down, he began to eagerly suckle on her tits as Maggie lashed her tongue out, again and again, lavishing Kiara's snatch box with all sorts of loving attention.
Kiara began to whimper and moan ever louder as Jack gently suckled on her tits before bringing her mouth up to hers.
They engaged in a long impassioned series of unrelenting kisses just as Maggie found Kiara's clit with her tongue.
Flickering her tongue, faster and then slower, and then faster still across the nub of her friend's clit soon had Kiara squirming like mad all over the seat.
Sensing she was near, Jack raised up; he wanted to watch her come.
"Oh my God, you... you are going to make me come Mags," Kiara whimpered as Jack tenderly stroked her face.
"Come on... come for us, Kiara girl," Jack whispered as he watched, his cock growing to epic proportions of hardness as Kiara began to shake all over before letting out a loud moan as Maggie continued to assault her pussy with her playful, and apparently very skilled tongue.
A self-satisfied Maggie pulled her face up from between her best friend's legs before turning and beaming at her daddy.
"I bet you liked that huh Daddy... watching your pretty young daughter making her incredibly sexy best friend come so hard."
Kiara raised up and as she began to put her top back in place she added, "You know he did, Mags. Men love watching two hot young girls fooling around with each other."
Smiling, Kiara pressed her body up against his, marking an official end to her previous innocent and shy act.
"I bet he is as hard as diamonds down there, Mags."
Smiling back at her friend, Maggie said, "You think so... really?"
Maggie looked down shyly. The girls were in perfect sync as now it was Maggie's turn to play the sweet and innocent virgin.
"Uh- huh... what you don't Maggie?"
Maggie shrugged her shoulders and as Jack sank back in the seat between them, she quickly added, "You know I don't know nuttin about the sexy stuff... like you Kiara."
Kiara smiled sweetly at Jack before whispering, "Do you hear what you little girl said, Mr. Brandon. 'She don't know nuttin about the sexy stuff'. Hmm, I wonder if she is a totally naïve and innocent young virgin. I bet she is."
Picking up on their gambit, Jack decided to happily play along. "Is that true Maggie, are you really an innocent young virgin... like your best friend claims you are?"
"Oh I am, Daddy. I really am. Mom doesn't let me date at all and... and so I'm like totally innocent in every possible way."
"See... I told you Mr. Brandon... she is the most innocent of virgins."
Maggie tilted her head seductively at her daddy while trusting out her chest at him. "I really am a good little girl, Daddy. I swear. Are you proud of me?"
"I am baby... but..." He paused, not sure if he dared to continue down this path.
Leaning in, Kiara whispered in his ear again. "Suggest that we teach her a thing or two... about the sexy stuff."
Kiara leaned back before looking at him seriously and saying, "You know you want to."
As Jack was debating what to say exactly, Maggie spoke up. "I hope you don't get mad Daddy, but your little girl is a bit curious..."
"A bit curious about what honey?"
"About some of the sexy stuff you know... Please don't be mad for me being curious, Daddy."
"Daddy's not mad honey... in fact... me and your best friend... if you want." He reached out taking her hands into his. "Could teach you a little something about the sexy stuff."
"Really you guys could teach me?" Maggie said with exaggerated innocence.
"We could, Mags... if you want that is," Kiara chimed in.
After a long a pause as she looked back and forth between them Maggie finally whispered, "I would like that I think."
Kiara took charge then as she said, "OK so I think we should start with the basics. Have you ever made out with anyone before, Maggie?"
Maggie shook her head no as she smiled shyly at her daddy.
"Well maybe you should let your daddy be the first then huh."
"OK," Maggie said as Kiara's prodded her closer to Jack.
Slowly their mouths came together as Jack kissed his daughter-- nice and gentle at first. After allowing her daddy to give her several nice kisses, she finally kissed him back, prompting him to become more aggressive.
After several more tender kisses things turned serious when Jack slipped his tongue out before shoving deep in his daughter's mouth.
Maggie accepted his tongue eagerly, as their light, tender kisses turned quickly into an impassioned full blown make out session.
Finally, Maggie pulled back before whispering, "Wow that was kind of fun."
"I have been telling you all along, Maggie making out is fun and see I was right huh?"
Giving her daddy a coy smile, she whispered back, "Very right I think."
"Hmm, it made me jealous though watching you two make out," Kiara told her quietly. "Have you ever been kissed by a girl, Maggie."
Maggie shook her head no just as Kiara, using one hand, turned Maggie's face toward her.
"I bet your daddy would like to see us kiss..."
"He would?" Maggie said dumbly.
"Let's find out," Kiara whispered as she brought her lips to Maggie's.
The car was soon filled with the soft sound of the girl's lips coming together and then parting before coming together again.
Watching them kiss was, this up close and personal like, maybe the hottest thing Jack had ever seen in his life before they finally pulled back from each other as Kiara handed Maggie off to her daddy.
As they exchanged several more passionate kisses, Kiara interceded when she grabbed Jack's hands before guiding them up and onto the swell of his daughter's ample bosom.
Maggie's reaction was immediate as she broke off their kiss. Swatting his hands away from the front of her crop top, she whined, "I'm... I'm not ready for that."



"Well you gotta give us something, Maggie. I know... how about taking these stupid jeans off..." Reaching down, Kiara aggressively started to undo Maggie's jeans.
"Hey what are you doing Kiara?" Maggie whined.
"Help me get these jeans off of her Mr. Brandon," Kiara whispered harshly. "The little bitch has got to give us something and I want her jeans."
It only took a minute or two for Kiara and Jack to overcome Maggie's whining and half-hearted struggles to stop them for getting her jeans off.
Under her jeans, Maggie was wearing a flimsy pair of pink panties that were nearly transparent.
"Wow your panties are really sexy for such a sweet innocent young girl... don't you think, Mr. Brandon?" Kiara asked him.
"They are," he replied as Kiara reached down, trying to snake her hand inside Maggie's panties.
"Hey... stop," Maggie whined as she forcefully swatted Kiara's hand away. "Can't we just maybe make out again instead of doing that?"
"Sure, honey," Jack said happily as he suspected them making out again would lead to something a bit more naughty happening this time.
Maggie quickly dashed his hopes though when she added, "Yeah, but only if you guys promise not to try and feel me up again as we are making out."
"I promise," Jack immediately said.
"So do I," Kiara quickly added.
Once more Jack watched them kiss while eagerly awaiting his turn to kiss his daughter.
He watched and as Kiara's and Maggie's make out session stretched out with seemingly no ending in sight, he finally couldn't take it anymore. Reaching out, he aggressively used one hand to twist his daughter's face toward him.
Now it was Kiara's turn to watch as Jack and Maggie exchanged an increasingly passionate series of hot kisses. Sensing the time was right to push things along, Kiara reached down, grabbing Jack's hands from where they were resting on his daughter's bare tummy below her crop top.
Once more, Jack felt his hands being guided by Kiara's up and onto the swell of his daughter's breasts.
Again, Maggie reacted negatively as she tried to push his hands away, but this time Kiara was ready as she quickly snatched Maggie's hands in her own.
Holding them tight, she whispered sweetly, "Come on Maggie, let your poor daddy, and me, at least feel those nice tits of yours up through your pretty red crop top as we are making out. He promises he won't try and slip his hands under your top to try and cop a real feel... right, Mr. Brandon."
"Yes, I promise honey."
"See Mags, he promises, so come on... you gotta give us a little something."
Maggie smiled at them shyly, at first anyways, before her smile turned wickedly devious. Speaking softly she said, "I... I suppose you guys are right... I gotta to give you something, but instead of letting you guys feel me up... what if I... I like lifted my top up and showed my boobies to you both... that's giving you something right?"
"Yes that would be giving us something, something real nice I would think... right Mr. Brandon... you would be OK with that... your little girl showing us her boobies?"
Jack found his mouth going dry at the prospect of seeing Maggie's bare tits. The straight up truth was he had been dreaming of seeing them pretty much since this whole boyfriend/ girlfriend wicked fantasy began.
Not trusting himself to speak more than a few words he whispered, "Yes, I would be OK... with that."
Maggie straightened up, before slowly hooking a pair of fingers under the lower edge of her snug little crop top.
Moving ever so deliberately, if only to draw out the suspense, Maggie started to pull her top up before stopping.
"What's wrong," Kiara whispered as Maggie suddenly yanked her top back down.
Turning to Kiara, Maggie whined, "I can't do this on my own, Kiara... it's harder than I thought... showing off my boobies for the first time. Can you maybe help me?"
"Of course... what do you want me to do?"
"I don't know... I just want to feel you close to me as I pull up my top."
"Hmm, need some moral support huh..." Kiara said as she maneuvered herself around so she was snuggled up directly behind Maggie.
"Here... just help me pull my top up... OK," Maggie told her quietly.
Once more, Jack was treated to the teasing display of watching her daughter, with the help of her best friend this time, slowly pull her crop top up.
Jack watched in utter awe as the two of them gradually pulled the tight red top up, revealing, inch by glorious inch, the nicest, and the most spectacular, set of tits he had ever laid eyes upon.
Once she got the top completely up and free of her boobs Maggie gave them a sheepish smile before whispering quietly, "Do you guys like them, especially you, Daddy? Please say you do."
"Oh God honey, they are gorgeous," Jack said as he stared in awe at his daughter's beautiful tits.
Gorgeous indeed as her perfectly tanned tits were like two large tear shaped dollops of utter perfection. Adding to their perfection were a pair of gloriously large nipples that made his cock instantly hard.
Turning to her friend, Maggie whispered, "What about you Kiara? Do you like them?"
"Jesus Mags they are so big and super nice." Turning to Jack, she added, "Your daughter is truly blessed Mr. Brandon."
"Yes, she is," Jack murmured as he continued to stare at his daughter's lovely tits in abject awe.
Leaning forward, Kiara whispered just loud enough for Jack to hear, "Are you going to let us touch them, Maggie... Please say yes. I... I bet your daddy would love to touch them some."
Maggie smiled inwardly as once again she would play the shy card. "I don't know... I... I have never let anyone ever touch them before."
"Please, Mags, let us be the first. Me and your daddy. I know he really... really wants to touch them. It will be alright. Here..."
Kiara grabbed the flask before shoving it in her friend's hand.
Maggie, expanding her role playing to include being the sweet, innocent naïve little girl who gets drunk, and then gets taken advantage of, took not one, but two large swallows of the potent rum and coke before letting Kiara take it from her.
"Two big drinks... nice. I bet you are nice and relaxed now huh, Mags?"
"I am. I... I just wanna close my eyes and relax against you Kiara. Is that OK?"
"Sure, Mags..." Throwing Jack a wink, she added, "That sounds like a wonderful idea."
As Maggie leaned her head back on her best friend's shoulder, she closed her eyes, but not before, doubling down on her shy innocent act, she pulled her top back down.
While running her fingers through her pretty blond hair, Kiara let her best friend rest a minute before whispering in her ear, "You are so pretty Mags, can we share some more kisses."
Maggie, knowing it would only serve to turn her daddy on all the more, raised her head up before turning to face her best friend. Slowly their mouths came together as the soft silence of the car was broken, for yet the numerous time, by the loud smacking of their lips coming together and parting, over and over again.
Reaching out with her hands, Kiara grabbed Jack's hands before guiding them to his daughter's chest.
Carefully as they kissed, Jack began to knead his daughter's tits through her top.
After a few quiet seconds of this, they switched places with Jack kissing his daughter and Kiara kneading her tits through the red crop top.
"Can... can you lift your top up for us again, Mags so both me and your daddy can play with those big beautiful tits of yours without your stupid top being in the way."
Of course, Maggie, wanting to play the reluctant bashful card to the absolute limit, quietly demurred. "I... I don't know..."
"Please Maggie, lift it up for us again... pretty please," Kiara whispered in her ear as she stroked her hair.
"Yeah, please sweetheart, lift your top up for us, as... as your daddy is desperate to see those beautiful tits of yours again..."
"And to fondle them for real this time... right Mr. Brandon?"
"Yes."
"Well... OK..." Maggie said as she finally decided she had teased them enough with her shy naïve act.
Reaching down, she slowly pulled up her top before turning and engaging in another long series of passionate kisses with Kiara.
Closing her eyes as Kiara's tongue swirled in her mouth, Maggie felt the deliciously feeling of her having her boobies felt up by two sets of adoring hands.
"Oh God your tits are so nice, baby," Jack honestly told her as he gently fondled the most delicious set of tits he had ever had the joy of touching in his life.
Maggie leaned back as Kiara's kisses slipped off and away and onto her neck as her daddy continued to fondle her tits eagerly.
It was Kiara who first attacked Maggie's tits with her mouth, causing her to let out a quiet gasp. Reaching out, Kiara pulled Jack down and into the soft, warm bosom of his daughter.
Together, they suckled sweetly on Maggie's tits before the increasingly bold Kiara slipped one hand down and inside Maggie's flimsy pink panties.
As she pushed one finger up inside of her best friend, Kiara lifted her head up from Maggie's breasts. "God Mr. Brandon your daughter is so fucking tight down there. You ought to feel her."
Grabbing his hand, Kiara guided it down and in between her legs.
Jack, it all seemed like some kind of mad wild dream by now, carefully slipped his hand inside of her panties. Using one finger, he stroked along the entire length of his daughter's lovely cunt before carefully sliding his index finger up and inside of her.
"See I told you the little bitch was tight huh?" Kiara happily called out as he watched Jack begin to finger fuck his daughter.
Dropping her face down next to her, Kiara whispered in Maggie's ear, "Oh I bet that feels so good the way your daddy is fingering that tight little cunt of yours huh, Mags?"
Kiara, somehow she had become the de facto director of this forbidden drama, allowed Jack to finger bang his daughter for a few more precious moments before pulling Maggie away.
He watched as they huddled in the far corner of the exchanging some hushed whispers.
They both turned to him as Maggie looked down while wringing her hands nervously in her lap. Once more, at Kiara's prompting, she would be reprising her role as the naïve and innocent young virgin.
"Mr. Brandon, your daughter is too shy to ask you personally but she..." Kiara paused to stroke the side of Maggie's face tenderly before continuing, "Really wants to see your... go on and tell him Maggie."
"Kiara I can't..." Maggie replied with a nervous giggle. "It's too naughty."
"Sometimes being naughty can be fun, Mags. Isn't that right Mr. Brandon?"
Picking up on their little gambit, Jack reached out, taking his daughter's hands into his before whispering quietly, "Your best friend is right, sweetie. Being naughty can be fun so go on and tell your daddy what you want to see."
Maggie was silent for a long moment as she was still looking down shyly in her lap. Finally, in a quiet voice she said, "I want to see your, you know, cock, Daddy."
Turning her face up to him, she batted her eyes seductively before whispering, "Kiara told me she thinks it's probably really, really big and hard by now."
Jack smiled at Kiara before saying, "You told her that huh?"
"Well I bet it's true, Mr. Brandon. Hmm, and just so you know, she has never seen one before and is more than a little curious... right Mags?"
"I am, Daddy," she replied shyly. "So... so will you show me it... please Daddy."
"Yeah, Mr. Brandon I am a bit curious myself on just how big and hard me and your beautiful little daughter has made you by now."
"Please let us see it, Daddy," Maggie whined again.
"Yeah, Mr. Brandon, pretty please," Kiara chimed in as they both dropped their hands to his lap.
Jack, finding it almost unbelievable how his "shy" young daughter and her best friend, were both begging to see his cock, took a deep breath as this wild trip he was on continued to bump merrily along.
"OK, well I suppose if both you guys really wanna see it I could get it out for you."
"Hmm, let us be the ones, Daddy," Maggie said with a soft smile as she started to slowly undo his belt while Kiara huddled closely next to her.
After getting his belt undone, she unbuttoned his jeans before pulling the zipper down.
Reaching across her best friend who was between them, Kiara boldly slipped her hand inside his open jeans and began to rub her hand all along the incredibly large bulge hiding under his white cotton briefs as Maggie looked on with curious delight.
"Hmm, your Daddy's cock feels really big and hard Maggie. Here..." Kiara grabbed Maggie's hand, guiding it down next to hers.
"Oh God it is," Maggie whispered as she began to stroke it too.
"Let's get it out, Mags," Kiara said in an excited whisper. "First though you need to get his jeans off of him."
With the two of them working in conjunction, it only took a quick second for them to forcefully remove his jeans before Maggie tossed them up and into the front seat, allowing them to become part of the growing pile of discard clothing up there.
Moving in tandem, they both then hooked a pair of fingers under the waist band of his briefs before ever so slowly pulling them down.
As his cock sprang out from the tight confines of his briefs, Kiara leaned back, hissing loudly, "Oh my God Maggie... look at how big and hard your daddy is."
Jack let out a proud smile as the two girls gazed intently at his nearly seven inches of hard manhood.
"God he's really big huh, Kiara?" Maggie said quietly.
"He is," Kiara told her. Leaning forward she whispered something in Maggie's ear that made her giggle before she answered back quietly, "You really think he would let me?"
"I don't know? Why don't you go ahead and ask him, Mags."
"You ask him for me, Kiara. I'm too shy."
"Alright, I'll ask him," Kiara sighed. Looking seriously at him, Kiara whispered to Jack, "Your shy young daughter wants to know if it would be OK if she touched it, Mr. Brandon... touched your big hard cock with her virgin hands that is."
Jack sighed. True or not, all this talk of her being such a shy, sweet, naïve virgin truly was turning him on as his cock rose to new heights of hardness at the thought of her touching it.
After a brief pause, Jack whispered back, "Of course you can touch it baby... if you want."
"I want," she replied quietly as she allowed Kiara to guide her hand down to it.
Using one finger, Maggie daintily ran it up and down the entire length of his hard shaft before turning to Kiara and whispering, "God it's so hard, Kiara."
"Yeah and it's all because of you, Maggie," Kiara replied before leaning in and whispering something in her ear that Jack could not quite make out.
Pulling back from her friend, Maggie gave her daddy an artful look before turning back to Kiara and saying, "Really... I... I think I would like to try that but you think he will let me, Kiara."
"I bet he would. You be the one to ask him this time though."
Maggie turned to her daddy; dropping her voice to a sultry whisper she said, "Daddy... can your little girl put your big cock in her mouth... Kiara told me Daddy's like putting their big hard cocks in their pretty daughter's mouths... especially if their daughter's mouth have never had a cock in it before."
"Really baby, you have never let a boy put his cock there before... in your mouth I mean?"
"Never, Daddy," Maggie whispered back.
"I can attest to that Mr. Brandon. She has always been too scared to do that but... but she's not too scared to let you put it in her mouth." Running her fingers in her hair, Kiara added, "Isn't that right, Mags."
"That's right, Daddy. I... I want you to be the first. Please Daddy let me."
Jack was too stunned to reply right away which only caused them to up the ante.
"Kiara said she would tell me what to do to make you feel really good, Daddy and she said she would even be willing to join me in sucking on it... if you wouldn't mind."
Jack, after taking a deep shuddering breath, finally found his voice as he whispered, "If you really want to sweetie, Daddy will let you put it in your mouth."
"And my best friend too, Daddy... Please Kiara really wants it also... and beside I need someone to help show me what to do."
As if he was making a huge concession, Jack whispered, "OK I guess your best friend can also put it in her mouth too."
Jack looked down as Maggie slowly lowered her mouth to his hard cock. Kiara was holding up her hair and as her mouth drew nearer to his cock she began to whisper quiet instructions.
"Before putting it in your mouth Mags, use your tongue to lick it up and down some. Men like to be teased like that."
"OK," Maggie replied as she lashed her tongue out.
Jack let out a quiet hiss as his daughter's tongue went to work licking up and down the entire length of his hardness.
Reaching over and down, Kiara cupped his testicles as Maggie continued to flicker her tongue, expertly he noted, up and down the length of his hardness.
Jack leaned back, closing his eyes as his daughter's tongue worked its magic up and down his hard shaft making him sigh with forbidden delight.
"Go on, Mags, you've teased him enough... take it in your mouth now."
Lifting up, Maggie whispered, "Show me how its done Kiara and then I'll try."
"Would that be OK with your Mr. Brandon if I put it in my mouth first and show your naïve little girl how to suck a man's cock?"
"Yeah, that would be OK, Kiara," Jack said as he squirmed in anticipation of having his daughter's sexy, beautiful friend's lips wrapped around his cock.
Kiara quickly maneuvered herself around to the other side of Jack. "Why don't you let your daddy play with your boobies some as I'm sucking his cock, Mags? I bet he would like that."
"I would, sweetie," Jack eagerly said as Maggie smiled at them both.
Jack was in fucking heaven as he felt his hardness being expertly swallowed, inch by slow inch, by Kiara just as he was treated, once again, to the sight of his daughter slowly raising her pretty red crop top up to show off those spectacularly large tits of hers.
Leaning close to him, Maggie whispered something that made him nearly cream in Kiara's mouth right then as she said, "Why don't you suck on them, Daddy as she sucks on your cock."
Jack was soon lost in a wild jungle of carnal delight as he buried his face in between the twin mounds of his daughter's gorgeous tits while Kiara continued to bob greedily up and down on his cock.
"That's it suck on my tits," Maggie hissed at him as his tongue lashed out and around one of her large areolas before he clamped his mouth around it and began to suck greedily.
Kiara was only supposed to warm him up before letting Maggie take over, but deciding it might be fun to steal her daddy's orgasm from her best friend, if only to see how she might react, Kiara decided to go for broke and see if she could make him come in her mouth.
She expected, considering the way he was so greedily attacking his daughter's tits, along with the way they had been teasing him for the past hour or so, it would not take much to make him spurt a huge load of cum in her mouth.
Using all her young skills, Kiara began sucking on his cock then with reckless abandon while no longer worrying about saving his pending "happy ending" for Maggie. Using one hand, she began to stroke his cock up and down while fervently sucking on it.
As she suspected, it wasn't going to take long as Jack soon was moaning loudly in between his carnal sucking of his daughter's tits.
Maggie, suspecting maybe Kiara planned on taking things further than planned, cried out, "Kiara's it's my turn!"
When her plea was ignored she whined, "Daddy make her stop," she whined again.



"Oh baby, I... I... can't," Jack cried as he never had his cock sucked on so eagerly, and as expertly as Kiara was doing now.
Instead of obeying his daughter, Jack reached out, pulling Maggie closer before, once more, burying his face in between her tits.
He began to suck on them wildly, even as Maggie struggled to get free in order to make Kiara stop sucking on his cock.
It was to no avail as Jack's wicked passion to suckle on his daughter's tits was too strong. Holding her tight, he didn't allow Maggie to escape as his orgasm came rushing home.
Kiara smiled inwardly as she felt her mouth being filled with his warm cum and after swallowing it she rose up with a sheepish grin.
Jack, his passion released, fell limp, allowing Maggie to pull away from him.
"Hey you were supposed to let me make him come... you promised, Kiara!"
"I know Mags but I... well I mean I guess I just got carried away."
"Carried away... bullshit..." Maggie snapped angrily at her. "You are just a cock hungry little slut."
Jack was amused at first at their arguing, but as Maggie angrily yanked her top back down before leaning forward and snatching her jeans out of the front seat of the car he was beginning to suspect maybe she really was upset.
Putting his hand on her shoulder, Kiara said, "Hey Maggie... I'm sorry... yeah I got carried away. It's my fault."
Maggie ignored her and after getting dressed she climbed into the front seat of the car before crossing her arms and pouting.
"Honey, I..." Jack leaned forward, planning on apologizing to his daughter, but after Kiara waved at him and made a shushing gesture with her finger, he fell silent.
He watched then as Kiara, apparently intent on doing damage control herself, climbed into the front seat, and after their intense hushed whispers finally turned to soft giggles, Jack suspected maybe everything would be OK.
"Daddy, Kiara suggested you take me to the Pinewood where you can make things up to me nice and proper."
"The Pinewood. Is that that small little motel that has cabins as rooms?"
"Yeah. April will drive us there in your car with Rosie following in her own car if that's OK. It's really close, about a mile only down the road and Kiara is going to make things up to me by paying for the room."
Jack, stunned by this latest development, said nothing for a long moment.
Stretching her hand back over the seat, Maggie softly used it to stroke the side of his face before dropping her voice to a quiet whisper, "Tell me you really would like to spend the night with your daughter... fucking her brains out in a cheap little motel out by the highway."
Jack swallowed hard as despite the tawdry way his daughter so elegantly put it that was exactly what he wanted to do.
Kiara smiled as she interjected by saying, "He wants to so let's go."
"I know he does," Maggie said quietly before Kiara hopped out of the car.
"I have to get something out of my car. I got you a graduation present, I have been saving it for the end of the night Mags so give me a minute and I'll be right back."
Kiara was back in a short minute carrying a small bag from Macy's.
Jack and Maggie waited in the car while April and Kiara went to the office to pay for the room.
"Cabin sixteen, Daddy," Kiara happily announced as she hopped back into the front seat of the car next to April.
April, with Rosie following behind in her car, steered his car to the back where cabin sixteen was located, and after everyone said their goodbyes, Jack let them into their room.
The cabin room was small and cozy with the prominent feature being the large king sized bed. Other than the bed, the furnishing included a small nightstand next to the bed, a cheap wooden desk with a padded chair in front of it, along with a small dresser/TV stand. Above the desk, was a small mirror on the wall and next to this was a floor lamp.
After they entered the room, Kiara told him, "Can you go wait in the bathroom. I will call you when I'm ready."
"What do you mean? Ready for what?"
"Well, Kiara hinted my graduation gift is a little bit sexy and she thinks I should put it on just for you and I'm want to surprise you so."
A long few minutes passed before Maggie finally called him to come out.
Jack exited the bathroom before pausing, dead in his tracks.
Maggie was perched on the edge of the bed, staring at him with a sly smile. She was wearing a lovely dark pink satin robe along with a pair of sexy high heels.
"You remember how ever since I was a little girl you always told me how I looked pretty in pink, Daddy?"
"Sure I remember honey and you still do... quite obviously."
"Yeah, I told Kiara about that once a while back, just in passing you know, and look how thoughtful she is because she went out and got me this gorgeous pink satin robe. You like it, Daddy?"
"Of course, it looks fantastic on you."
"Speaking of fantastic I have the other things she got me on under the robe. Hmm, I think you might like them. You wanna see?"
"Yes, baby I would love to see what else your thoughtful friend got you, Maggie."
"I figured you might," Maggie said as she climbed to her feet and after taking a step closer to him, she slowly started to undo the knotted tie that held her robe closed tight around her body.
Jack let out a long sigh as his daughter leisurely pulled open her robe to reveal a most alluring sight underneath.
Jack sighed in abject desire as he stared at his young daughter. Underneath the robe, she was wearing a super sexy pink lace wire free bra that did a tremendous job of showing off her big tits.
The bra, most deliciously showed off a generous amount of boobie flesh while having the cutest and most delicate little pink ribbon on the center gore.
As his eyes slipped down, almost reluctantly off his daughter's ample tits, he noted the matching delicate lace pink panties she was wearing along with the pale pink lace stockings. All in all, Maggie was a vision of pure beauty as she stood there, in a pair of four inch silver pumps, smiling softly, allowing her daddy to admire her terrific body at his leisure.
Finally, she sat back down and after crossing her legs she whispered, "So you like what your little girl is wearing under her robe... just for her daddy?"
"Jesus yes, I do honey. I mean you are, without a doubt, a vision of pure beauty."
"Pretty in pink huh," she said quietly.
"Very much so," he said while his eyes become stuck once more on her tits.
Noting just where her daddy was staring, Maggie said slyly, "So I am guessing you like the way my new bra shows off my boobies huh, Daddy?"
"Yes... it... ahh... does a rather nice job of that for sure."
"Come closer so I can see how much you really like your little girl's new bra, Daddy," she whispered sweetly to him.
He slowly crossed over to her before stopping directly in front of her.
She reached out then, boldly running one hand up and down the front of his jeans. "Wow you feel real hard, Daddy so I guess you really do like my new bra."
"I told you, sweetie."
"You know, I am thinking there might only be one thing in the whole world you might like better than how your baby girl's new bra looks on her?"
"Really... and what might that be?"
She smiled before whispering, "How it looks off of her."
Moving deliberately, Maggie reached out and carefully pulled the straps of her bra just enough off of her shoulders until those big fucking tits of hers came falling out.
She tilted her head sideways as he stood gaping at her tits, "Hmm, so was I right, Daddy? Tell me?"
Striking a pose, she opened her mouth before putting a finger up to it in a classic sexy look that had Jack squirming as his cock, somehow, managed to grow even harder.
He decided to go all in then on making sure his little girl knew exactly what he thought. "Maggie, sweetheart, while your sexy pink bra is beautiful beyond compare it... it somehow manages to... yes, come in second place to those absolutely and utterly fantastic tits of yours. I mean, I have never, ever, in my whole life, seen such a lovely set of tits as you possess young lady."
"Really, you mean that Daddy?" she whispered to him.
"Yes, absolutely. Stand up and I'll show you just how much I love those big boobies of yours little girl."
Maggie slowly climbed to her feet before moving closer to him, but when he reached out for her, she suddenly backed away, saying, "You'll have to catch me first, Daddy,... if you want to get your paws on your little girl's big boobies."
Thinking she was joking, he moved a step closer to her before reaching out for her again.
Giggling, she ducked away before darting a few feet away and toward her left. "Come on, Daddy and chase me."
Sighing, he gave in. He lunged at her, half-heartedly, and as she maneuvered away she gave a teasing smile. "Got to do better than that old man," she teased.
"Old man... I'll show you old man," he said as he sprang at her again, but this time for real.
He just managed to get her by the arm before, taking him off guard, she violently twisted away and out of his grasp before scampering off and darting inside the bathroom and slamming the door shut.
He quickly crossed the few feet to the bathroom door, smiling because trapped inside the small bathroom, she would have precious little room to escape his lecherous clutches.
The door was locked.
Hearing the doorknob rattle, she teased him some more. Singing out she said, "Haha, little pink riding hood is safe from the big bad wolf."
"Hmm, for now maybe but sooner or later Little Pink Riding Hood has to come out of her house and the big bad wolf will be waiting."
"I can only hope," she sang out to him.
Inside the bathroom, she first took off her robe and then her pink bra before putting the robe back on. After this sexy little preparation of hers, she waited a good two or three long minutes, allowing the tension to build before she slowly cracked open the bathroom door. Not seeing him anywhere she crept out of the bathroom--while hoping to be attacked at any moment.
Her hope was soon realized when the "wolf", he was crouched down behind the bed, came leaping out and with a loud half snarl, half yelp, lunged at her.
Little Pink Riding Hood, tried to scurry back to the safety of her house, aka, the bathroom, with the hungry wolf hot on her tail.
As she scampered into the perceived safety of the bathroom, she turned, trying to shut and lock the door behind her, but this time the wolf, his blood was up, was too quick for her as forcefully slammed into the half shut bathroom door.
The door flew open all the way from the force of his shoulder slamming into it before he reached out and grabbed her around the wrist. The bigger and stronger wolf, after a brief struggle, had poor Little Pink Riding Hood pinned against the bathroom's counter.
Another small scuffle transpired as she used the last of her energy to try and escape, but it was to no avail as the bigger and stronger wolf again pinned her against the bathroom's small counter containing a circular sink.
Turning her back on him, she whispered, "What does the big bad wolf want with poor Little Pink Riding Hood."
"Why to rip her throat out, of course," he said in his best snarl.
Wanting to add emphasize to his words, Jack leaned forward before raining a series of almost brutal kisses, and not so soft bites all along her neck.
"Please, wait, Mr. Wolf," she cried as she struggled against his kisses. "I have something better for you to do to me instead of ripping my throat out."
Leaning back, the wolf snarled, "So like what are you offering the big bad wolf little girl?"
"Hmm, maybe this..." she whispered gently.
Reaching up, she slowly pulled open her robe.
The wolf sighed audibly as Little Pink Riding Hood's big majestic tits slowly became uncovered for his viewing pleasure.
He met her mischievous gaze in the bathroom mirror for a long moment before his eyes slipped down to her chest.
"Does the wolf like what he sees?" she whispered.
"Yes, he does... they are beautiful little girl."
"Do... do you want to play with them Mr. Wolf. I will let you..."
Snarling, the wolf snapped, "You let me do nothing Little Pink Riding Hood. The wolf takes as he wants."
Something snapped inside of Jack then. Dropping his mouth down to her neck, he rained a wild, savage deluge of kisses upon her vulnerable neck as he brought his hands up to aggressively knead her large tits.
She twisted her mouth down and as it found his they kissed with brutal raw passion. Fueling her own passion, she could feel his hardness pressing up against her backside.
The wolf ferociously twisted his victim around to face him. Taking a small step back, he stared at her.
Her pretty pink robe was hanging down around her mid-section now fully revealing her gorgeous tits to him. His eyes immediately became stuck on those pair of immensely large areolas.
God they are beautiful, Jack thought as his already out of control lust cranked up another notch or two.
Allowing his passion to grow to nearly unbearable levels, he gazed longingly at her tits for a few more long seconds.
Then, without warning, the wolf suddenly lunged at her. Pinning her against the counter, he buried his face in between Little Pink Riding Hood's mounds of joy.
With a wild, uncontrolled craving, the wolf showered her tits with a series of unrelenting kisses. Finding one of her nipples, he latched onto it with a hungry mouth and began to suckle on it as if his very life depended on his sucking ability.
"Oh that's it, Mr. Wolf suck on my big tits... as much as you want," she whispered to him fiercely as things were quickly spinning out of control.
Tilting her head back and closing her eyes, Little Pink Riding Hood pushed her chest out, offering up her tits as sacrificial lambs to the wolf's raging lust.
The wolf took full advantage as he slurped and sucked on her tits while his cock grew unreasonably hard.
Finally, after several long glorious moments, the wolf simply couldn't take it anymore.
Pulling back from her, he gripped her around the waist before easily lifting her up and onto the bathroom counter.
She stared at him, blinking her eyes like a little lost lamb, before whispering, "What are you going to do to me now, Mr. Wolf?"
"You are going to get it out and then... you'll see little girl."
"Get what out, "she asked innocently.
"My big cock, now do it..." Grabbing her hands, he aggressively forced them over to his waist. "Undo my jeans and get it out... now!"
She gave him a little smile before undoing his belt and then unzipping his jeans. She paused, allowing the tension to rise before she slowly yanked his jeans and underwear down. After kicking them aside, he stared at her, his cock, fully hard, jutting out at her.
Switching gears, Jack somehow managed to dial back his passion as he reached up to carefully stroke her face with one hand. Forbidden passion had gotten them to this point, but love, pure simple, and oh so powerful, would now take over.
"God you are so beautiful," he whispered as he stroked her face lightly with one finger. "And Daddy loves you so much, honey."
Knowing the role playing game was now over, Maggie whispered back, "And your little girl loves her daddy also... so so much."
Their mouths came together as they exchanged a breathless series of loving kisses. Reaching up, this time he gently fondled her beautiful tits.
"Are you going to make love to your little girl, Daddy," she whispered after finally breaking off their kisses.
"Yes, nice and slow... after I have properly warmed you up though," he whispered back.
Taking her hands, he pulled her down and off of the counter and onto her feet. "Take your robe off and turn around baby," he whispered.
"OK, Daddy," she said. She quickly stripped off her robe before tossing it aside and turning around.
Wanting to show off some, she slyly stuck her bare ass out, half expecting this might prompt a return of the wild and savage wolf.
Holding her breath, she waited for the wolf to return and give her a good fucking, right there up against the cheap little bathroom counter,
in this cheap little hotel room.
But instead of the savage wolf, she got a pair of gentle hands slowly caressing her bare ass.
Dropping down to his knees, Jack proceeded to kiss and lick both her butt cheeks all over, slowly, sweetly, before whispering, "Now spread your legs baby so daddy can eat that sweet little virgin pussy of yours... OK."
"OK, Daddy," she whispered.
Leaning forward against the counter, Maggie spread her legs, allowing him full access.
Maggie squirmed against the counter top as she felt his tongue probing her inner depths before gently caressing the vertical gash of her pussy lips. Bringing it slowly forward, he attacked her clit with a darting, playful tongue causing her to let out a loud moan.
Dipping and swirling his tongue to maximum effect, Jack soon had his daughter whimpering for more. "Please daddy, don't stop... make me come... pleaaaaseeee..."
Reaching up with one hand, he carefully shoved his middle and index fingers deep in her wet hole making her wriggle all the more. Leaning back to watch his handy work, he went to work finger fucking her tight little cunt.
"Oh God... that feels so good," she moaned as she felt herself nearing a tremendous orgasm. Sensing as much, Jack dialed back the speed of his fingers before leaning forward and showering the entirety of her pussy, up and down with a series of light kisses and licks.
Maggie drew nearer to the edge from his soft attentions and was just about to be rewarded with a wildly satisfying orgasm when he suddenly pulled back.
"Daddy I was almost there," she whined.
"Yes, I know..." he said with a knowing smile before suddenly scooping her up in his arms and carrying her out of the bathroom using a bridal carry.
"Daddy where are you taking me?" she cried out.
"Out of here little girl and to the bed of course," he gleefully answered.
He stopped short of the bed though, a good six feet anyways, before smiling down at her. "Ready to see if you can fly little girl," he told her.
"Don't you dare toss me from this far away, Daddy!" she whimpered.
Ignoring her pleas, he started swinging his arms while counting down. "One..."
"Please no," she whined again.
"Two..." he said loudly as her swung her back even further.
"Daddy no..." she said as she closed her eyes.
"Three," he happily shouted out. Tossing her toward the bed with a mighty heave, she went high in the air before she came tumbling down right in the middle of the bed.
Jack smiled confidently, having had no doubt of his aim or if he could toss her that far, as both his energy, and his adrenaline, were at max peak thanks to the night's forbidden activities.
"Oh God," Maggie cried out as she went flying through the air. She closed her eyes as she let out a loud squeal before hitting in the center of the bed and bouncing.
As she rose up, she gave him a bright smile. "That was fun..."
"And so will what comes next, honey," he said as he started to undo his jeans.
Scooting quickly over to the edge of the bed, she swung her legs down so they were resting on the floor before saying, "Let me do that... let me take them off and free the raging monster inside."
He looked at her. Perched on the edge of the bed, utterly naked and so beautiful, his eyes immediately became trapped by those big, gorgeous tits of hers. Again.
His eyes glued to her tits, he slowly crossed the short distance over to the bed. Reaching out, she slowly started to undo his belt. Using her best "sweet innocent little girl voice", she whispered, "I bet it's big and hard huh, Daddy?"
After getting his belt undone fully, she stopped to run her hands up and down his crotch. "Hmm, it feels hard anyways. Here let's switch places... you sit down."



He obeyed and after he got settled down on the edge of the bed, she dropped to her knees before unzipping his jeans and then pulling them off of him. Tossing them casually aside, she then made short work of his underwear.
His cock stood upright, hard and proud as she rose up so she was standing directly in front of him.
Taking a step forward, she dropped her voice to a quiet whisper before saying, "I bet I can get you so turned on daddy you won't want to make love to me anymore."
"Really... well if I won't want to make love to you what will I want to do, little girl."
"Fuck me... hard and fast, over and over again. Can I try? Please..."
"Sure you can try, sweetie."
"Good, then close your eyes and then put your hands behind your back, Daddy."
"Sure sweetie," he said while curiously wondering what she was up to.
He soon found out when he felt her wrapping some kind of cloth binding around his wrists before tying it off.
After getting his hands secured, making this teasing game up on the fly, Maggie added, "Oh and you are not allowed to speak either... unless I ask you a direct question. Those are the rules. Do you agree?"
"Hmm, sure honey," he answered while wondering, again, what she was up to.
"You can open your eyes now, Daddy."
His eyes fluttered open. She was standing directly in front of him, very close, leaving him on nearly eye level with her boobs.
"Now just stare at them for a good long... hmm, three minutes I think will be good and during that whole time you will not be allowed to do anything but look... no matter how badly you want to do more."
Not being allowed to speak, he instead only nodded his head OK.
Picking up her phone she told him, "OK so now I will set your personal teasing timer to the allotted time of three minutes."
He watched her as she fiddled with her phone for a minute before setting over on the nighstand. Turning her attention back to him, she was quiet for a few seconds--as his eyes, just as she wanted, crawled all over her beautiful tits.
Finally, she began speaking in a sultry whisper, "They are nice to look at huh, Daddy?"
"They are beautiful, sweetheart?"
"Are they bigger and nicer than Kira's boobies, Daddy?"
"Much bigger and much nicer, Maggie."
"Well I'm glad you like them better than hers but, hmm, you know..." Reaching out, she playfully ran her finger along his cheek before whispering, "You know, the longer I let you just stare at them, Daddy the more you are going to want to do more than just stare... am I right?"
"Yes, I think so..."
Dipping into the sweet and shy playbook that worked so well back at the drive in, Maggie told him, "Well, I'm afraid your baby girl is a bit shy, Daddy so all she will let you do is stare at them... And nothing more. Are you OK with this?"
"Well, I guess I have to be right but... but it's really so unfair, honey."
"Yes I know... but your little girl is just a tease... she can't help it."
She fell silent then before moving a bit closer to him.
Her tits jutted out at him, mere inches away and as she predicated, as she wanted, his desire to do more than just stare became harder to ignore.
She stood perfectly still, a look of quiet sultriness on her youthful innocent face.
His eyes became stuck on those tremendously large areolas of hers. He was close enough to see how they were dotted here and there with small goose bumps.
Wanting to ramp up his teasing to even greater heights, Maggie began whispering to him again. "I bet you can't take your eyes off my nipples, Daddy huh. I bet you would really like to suck on them huh?"
"I would honey... please let me... pretty please."
"Hmm, maybe when the three minutes are up I'll let you but until then... you will just have to be content to stare at them."
She fell silent then, just standing there, her hair falling down obscuring half her pretty face while giving her a wholesome, innocent look that stood in direct contrast to what they were doing.
Smiling at him, she finally turned away. He watched, helplessly, as she strode across the room, those big tits of hers bouncing delightfully, and grabbed the nearly full ice bucket off of the small desk stuck against one wall of the room.
She brought the bucket back and after fishing a large ice cube out of it, she brought it up to her chest before whispering, "Just watch, Daddy."
He sighed loudly, desperately even, as Maggie began to rub the large ice cube all over first one of her nipples, and then the other. They, of course, became almost instantly erect, making them all the more delicious to stare at.
"Hmm, that feels good... the cold ice cubes all over my highly sensitive nipples, Daddy."
After taking what seemed like forever rubbing the solitary ice cube all over both her nipples, until it had melted down to almost nothing, she casually tossed it into the bucket.
Reaching out, she playfully ran her fingers along the side of his face before dropping her voice to a low whisper, "Hmm, too bad I don't have a warm mouth to suck on my freezing cold nipples to warm them up some."
He debated speaking up, if only to volunteer his mouth for the duty, but remembering how he had been directed to remain silent, he said nothing.
"Well your face feels warm so maybe I could just do this instead..."
Taking two small steps forward, she raised up just enough in order to press her tits up and into his face.
Giggling, she proceeded to "massage" his face with those big soft tits of hers causing him to squirm mightily as he struggled against the binds that tied his hands together.
Back and forth she smashed her tits into his face while he was forced to take her wild teasing in silence as his cock grew to epic proportions of hardness.
After a long glorious minute or two of her teasing face massage, she finally pulled back.
Looking at him seriously, she paused for a brief moment before whispering, "Are you enjoying your little girl teasing you, Daddy? Please tell me you are and that you don't want me to stop... Please Daddy?"
He sighed; he wanted nothing more than to attack her, but, as usual, he would gave in to her wishes.
"Yes, honey, I'm enjoying your teasing little game and don't want you to stop, but Maggie I think it's a bit longer than three minutes. My teasing should be up by now."
Reaching out, she stroked the side of his face before whispering, "Poor Daddy, I'm afraid I lied to you. I actually added a zero to the time."
"Wait a... a zero... you mean you set the timer for... thirty minutes?"
Smiling, she nodded her head yes. The actual truth was she had not set the timer at all. "I hope you aren't too mad at me, Daddy... Hmm, maybe I can make it up to you by doing this..."
Reaching down, she wrapped a hand around his throbbing member before dropping down to her knees. She slowly brought her mouth down to it and as her tongue lashed out, lathering it up and down he sighed with resignation.
Licking up and down the long hard shaft of his cock, her teasing of him ramped up to the next level.
Pulling back, she gave him a serious look before whispering, "Oh I almost forgot... don't you dare come Daddy because if you do I will never, ever, let you touch your little girl's body... ever again."
"Oh God, Maggie... you can't be serious."
"I am... promise me you won't come... promise me now or this is it. Forever."
He looked at her. Was she serious? Deciding quickly it really didn't matter if she was serious or not as this was the game she wanted to play so...
"OK, sweetie... Daddy promises."
"Good... so now we can continue."
She dropped her mouth back down to his cock before raining a series of soft gentle kisses all up and down the shaft of his erect cock, making him squirm as he fought to maintain control.
"Now let's see if I can get you to break that promise to me by maybe doing this..." Raising up, she reached over and grabbed a small bottle of lube from the bedside nightstand.
He watched as she dumped a generous amount of the lube all over her tits before putting the bottle back over on the small desk across from the bed.
Smiling at him, she settled back down on her knees in front of him.
"I bet you would really like to fuck your little girl's big boobies, huh, Daddy?"
"You know I would, baby."
"But can you do it without coming all over them... let's find out."
He watched as she maneuvered her chest so his erect cock was in between her tits. Smiling up at him, she slowly used both hands on the outside of her boobs to push them together.
"Oh God honey... that feels so good," he groaned as she slowly started to work her chest up and down.
His cock slide speared easily up and in between her well-oiled tits as he fought to maintain control. Forcing himself not to give into his desire to thrust his hips up and forward, he closed his eyes as she continued to work her boobs up and down.
"You have to watch me as I do this for you, Daddy."
He sighed. Since he couldn't come, watching would only make it worse, but he had no choice. He looked down, just in time to see her come to a complete halt.
She squeezed her hands together even tighter around his cock as she smiled innocently up at him. "You like the way this feels, Daddy... you having your hard cock in between your little girl's big virgin boobies."
"I... I do, honey," he whispered as he looked down while fighting to maintain control.
The sight was surreal as she stared up at him with an innocent little smile on her cute face while holding her tits together to keep his cock cradled safely in between them.
She held his gaze for a long moment, that look of innocence frozen on her face. Finally, she whispered, "Now remember... don't come all over my boobies, Daddy. No matter how much you want to because you promised."
Slowly, she began to work her chest up and down, causing her well-oiled boobs to glide up and down the hard shaft of his cock, both easily and deliciously, causing a flood of warm sensations to crawl up and down his spine.
He so badly wanted to thrust his hips up and down, hard and fast until he came all over them but... yeah he promised. Biting his lip, hard, he was, once more, forced to endure her wicked teasing.
Luckily, she "only" forced him to suffer for maybe a minute or two of this wonderfully painful teasing before she pulled back.
Raising up to her feet, she said, "I going to go grab my lube again as I don't think you've had enough of fucking your little girl's boobies, but this time I am going to force you to do it for much longer, Daddy... and you had better not come."
She paraded the short way over to the desk while wondering if he was near to snapping. Maggie had purposefully not tied the thin strip of cloth she used to bind his hands very tight. She basically wanted to give him an avenue of escape as her teasing ramped up.
She noticed he had been wriggling his hands behind his back, more than a bit, as she worked her tits up and down his cock. Knowing this could only mean he was struggling to free himself, Maggie could only wonder what his reaction might be once he was free.
As she picked up the bottle of lube, she sensed him coming up behind her. Holding her breath, she remained still as she felt his looming presence behind her.
She only had to wonder for a moment if he managed to free himself before she felt his hands on her shoulders.
"Your game of teasing your daddy is over little girl."
"What are you going to do to me, Daddy?" she said quietly and with more than a little excitement.
"Hmm, good quesiton," he murmured as he mulled over his options. To his mind, he had two options: go crazy and unleash his lust all at once in a wild, furious attack, or go a bit slower, ramping up his assault on her in well measured, but passionate phases.
He quickly opted for the second. Using one hand, he turned her face gently toward him before whispering harshly, "Turn around and put your hands behind your back, little girl."
Maggie happily replied and was rewarded, just as she had secretly hoped, when she felt him wrapping the strand of cloth around her wrists before binding them... extremely tight.
She smiled secretly to herself as she knew she would not wriggling free anytime soon.
After getting her hands bound, he forcefully turned her back around, liking the way those big boobs of her bounced around with her hands bound tightly behind her back.
"Please tell me what you are you going to do to your little girl now, Daddy," she asked.
"Anything and everything I want, honey," he told her before bringing his mouth to hers. "But it all starts with a kiss... like this..."
He crushed his lips against hers, and as he speared his tongue deep inside her mouth his hands dropped down to grope her tits.
After they exchanged several passionate kisses, he took a step back before easily lifting her up and onto the small desk facing him.
His mouth darted forward as he attacked her tits with a frenzied passion bordering on being out of control.
His mouth flew, suckling like mad, on one of her generous tits after the other. Finally, he slowed down some before pulling back slightly.
Moving his mouth over to one of those deliciously large areolas of hers, he lashed his tongue out several times. Using his playful, darting tongue he teased her nipple until it was fully erect before giving the same treatment to the other one.
Maggie found being bound and helpless only increased the intense feelings of pleasure she was experiencing as she squirmed all over the desk from her daddy's carnal attentions.
After satisfying his initial lust for her boobs, Jack pulled back before yanking her off the dresser and onto her feet. Grabbing her hands by her bound wrists, he aggressively dragged her across the room to the bed.
He quickly stripped off his boxers before plopping down on the bed. He twisted her around then so she was facing away from him.
"Now you are going to sit on your daddy's lap little girl, just like you used to when you were little so come on... don't be shy and get on up here."
Maggie scooted back and with a bit of help from him, lifted herself up and onto his lap.
His hands quickly slipped around her body and to her boobs, and as he pawed at them he brought his mouth to her ear, "Can you feel how much your daddy loves his little girl... down there, sweetie."
"Oh God yes Daddy... I can tell you love me a lot..."
"And how exactly can you tell that, honey. Don't be shy... tell me."
"Coz you are so big and hard... down there, Daddy."
"And do you want that baby... do you want your daddy's hardness inside of you. I bet you do honey as all naughty little girls, like yourself, want their daddy's cocks inside them."
"I do, Daddy... I do want your cock inside of me."
He began kissing her neck as he continued to paw at her tits. "Beg for it little girl... like you used to beg me for candy when you were little."
"Please daddy, put your cock inside of me... Please, I want it so badly," she whined. "I will be a good little girl from now on if you just... just put it in me."
He gently, carefully began to lift her up, putting her in position to be impaled on his cock.
"Come on Daddy... put it in me... please... I want it so bad... come on... I---"
Her final pleas were cut short when he forcefully rammed his hips upwards while at the same time he used his hands gripping her by the hips to pull her down.
She let out a loud squeal as he buried his hard manhood up and inside of her.
Jack's blood was up from her intense teasing so he went from zero to sixty in about two seconds flat as he wasted no time in propelling her, hard and fast, up and down on his cock.
Peering over her shoulder, he liked the way the hard fucking he was giving her make those tremendously large tits of hers bounce up and down.
He also enjoyed the way she was moaning so loudly as he propelled her up and down on his hardness.
He buried his face in her neck as her breathing became ragged from the intense fucking he was giving her.
Finally, after several more hard thrusts he came deep inside of her. He normally might have lasted longer if he really tried, but he didn't try and the need to come, thanks to the earlier wild teasing session he had to endure, was, by now, simply overwhelming.
Maggie smiled to herself as she felt him go limp against her. He hadn't even tried not to come inside of her so turned on he was. Knowing this was just the beginning, she felt her heart began to race in anticipation of what might happen next between them.
A few minutes later they were relaxing on the bed together, still naked, and snuggled tight, while waiting for him to recover.
They both actually dozed off for a few minutes when she decided he had had enough rest.
"Daddy, wake up... your little girl is lonely and needs some more attention."
"What kind of attention baby?" he asked.
Moving her mouth to his ear, she whispered, "The kind that involves you making love to your little girl."
He wrapped his arms around her before bringing his mouth to hers.
It started with a soft exchange of kisses, their lips coming together briefly, only to part again just as quickly.
Finally, having enough of these teasing kisses, Jack rolled her over onto her back before he leaned down, crushing his mouth against hers. They shared several light kisses as Jack's passion for his young daughter slowly weaved its wicked spell around his heart.
He stared down at her, admiring her beauty for a long moment. He especially admired the way those big tits of hers jutted up at him, just begging to be assaulted yet again. And then...
The wolf was back! Jack dropped his hungry mouth down, assaulting her lips, neck, and throat with a series of wild, frantic, and almost savage kisses. She willing accepted this fresh attack, happy her naked body could inspire such wild animalistic passion in him.
His frenetic kisses slipped down from her neck to the flat plain of her chest just above the rise of those majestic tits of hers.
He paused before lifting up. Looking down at her, he whispered, "Close your eyes little girl as your daddy is going to make love to those big beautiful tits of yours with his mouth now."
Maggie obeyed, closing her eyes as he yanked her down so she was flat on her back. He forcefully pinned her arms up and over her head and to the side before taking yet another long moment to admire the scene, to admire his daughter's naked boobs that is.
The truth is--he was addicted to them by now, such was their beauty to him. Whispering, he told her the truth, "Oh God honey, your boobs, such beauty... such big, beautiful, splendor is truly a thing to admire and behold..."
Reaching down, he used the fingertip of his index finger to trace a soft outline along the edges of her large areola, one after the other.
"Such splendid beauty deserves to be make love to... like this..."
He dropped his mouth to her breasts then and began showering every perfectly tanned fabulous inch of them with a soft array of gentle kisses. The gentleness was never bound to last long because as his cock got harder and his passion ramped up, he started to suckle on them... gently at first before he soon found himself out of control... again.
"Oh God that's it daddy, suck on my boobies... don't stop please," she pleaded with him as his mouth flew from one large, delicious mound to the other.
Keeping his mouth glued to one of her nipples, he slowly rose up, positioning his hardness over her wet opening as she spread in legs in happy anticipation about what must come next.
Pulling up, he made eye contact with her before whispering a softly, "I love you so much, Mags."
"I love you too, Daddy," she murmured back... just as he slowly entered her.




As his hardness pierced her tight young pussy, she let out a loud moan.
Jack began to patiently make love to his daughter at an excruciatingly deliberate pace. Pumping up and down, he controlled his wanton forbidden lust, the one that wanted to straight away start pummeling her with his large cock.
Closing his eyes, the sight of her big tits bouncing slowly up and down as he pumped into her would only serve to make him lose control, he buried his face against her neck.
He proceeded to carefully nibble on her neck, finding her weak spot, straight away as she started to moan louder from the delicate way her father was making love to her.
Maggie allowed his beautiful love making to her to continue for a good minute or two before deciding she needed more.
Bringing her mouth to his ear, she whispered, "Do me harder, Daddy... I want to feel your cock punishing your wicked little girl. I know you want to fuck me."
Raising up, Jack stared down at her. "That's what you really want little girl... to be fucked?"
Maggie bit her lip before tilting her head seductively at him and saying, "I never been really fucked hard before, Daddy... I want you to be the first... Please."
Jack took a deep breath before pulling back. He allowed his cock to linger for a long moment just barely at the entrance now to her tight little cunt... before he rammed it home... as hard as he could.
Maggie let out a loud moan, and then several more as he rammed his cock back and forth inside her three more times in rapid succession. Her loud moans only served to turn him on all the more as he started to lose control.
Raising up, he supported himself with his arms as he pumped his cock in and out of her dozens and dozens of times, loving the way it made those tremendously large and gorgeous tits of hers bounce up and down.
If he had not just come, he would have never lasted this long with her, but lucky for her, and even luckier for him, he had come, very recently, so he had the stamina to give his lustful young daughter what she really wanted: a good hard fucking.
Reaching down, he forcefully pinned her arms by the wrists to the bed before he really began to plow into her.
In and out, he slammed his cock into her and before too long she was moaning louder than ever as she felt a tremendous orgasm wash over her. Sensing she had already come, Jack went for broke. Not holding back he almost viciously fucked her, slamming his cock in and out as hard as he could before he came himself deep inside of her.
Afterwards, they cuddled tight under the covers, naked and content like a pair of fat cats who had too much cream, before falling asleep in each other's arms.
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Jimmy was eighteen when his dad, Roger, took him hunting for the first—and last—time. They were in Colorado, hunting deer, when they happened to come across a large puma.
Roger shouldered his rifle and fired. Although he was sure he scored a hit, the puma bounded off to the left. Roger swore loudly before racing after the cat.
When he found the blood trail, he urged his reluctant son, "Hurry up and follow me."
After falling far behind, Jimmy sped up when he heard his father curse in pain.
"Good..." Jimmy mumbled to himself. He resented his father for forcing him on this hunting trip, as it would not make up for the years of tension between them.
"You should have left the fucking cat alone, asshole," he mumbled to himself.
Jimmy did not like his father. Years of harsh treatment and neglect had built up deep resentment. He was hoping to find the cat giving his father a hard time.
Jimmy found his father about thirty yards away, locked in a losing battle with a large black bear. In his pursuit of the puma, Roger had run into a female bear escorting cubs across the trail.
Not bothering to consider the implications of what he was about to do, Jimmy raised his rifle and fired twice. He was aiming at the bear, or at least that is what he told himself, but subconsciously, he truly might have been aiming at his father. Maybe.
When he saw the bear rise, he retreated, afraid the bear was going to charge.
Turning tail, Jimmy darted back down the hill, praying that if there was any justice in the world, the bear would stay put instead of giving chase to him and finish the job. That last part, about the bear finishing the job on his father, came unbidden, but was the truth in all its ugly glory, fueled by a lifetime of anger toward Roger.
The bear didn't chase him. Jimmy thought of returning, but remembered how his father had treated his mother.
"I hope the fucking bear . . ." Jimmy let his voice trail off, not daring to finish the thought as he decided to leave his dad's fate up to the whims of nature.
An hour later, after Jimmy called 9-1-1 about the bear attacking his father, two park rangers found Roger's mutilated body, which also had a gunshot wound to the neck.
Sometime later, the case was closed. Jimmy was cleared of any wrongdoing. Authorities simply said he shot his father accidentally while trying to scare off the bear. The rangers could see that Jimmy was shaken and told him he should not feel too guilty. They gently noted that encounters with wild animals can sometimes have tragic outcomes, acknowledging how challenging the experience must have been for him.
He felt little guilt, chalking it up to karma giving his father what he deserved.
Marcy, Jimmy's mother, played the part of the grieving widow, but the harsh reality was that deep on the inside, she was more than a little relieved to be free of her neglectful husband, whose behavior had weighed on her for years.
Jimmy's reserved manner after the accident left Marcy uneasy. Feeling she needed to say something to him, she pulled him aside at the funeral. Her voice trembled with uncertainty as she said quietly, "What if you had shot the bear instead of your father? It might have just made the bear mad. He could have come after you. Honestly, given the choice, I am glad you survived this ordeal and not your father."
Without Roger's income, Marcy and Jimmy needed to find a smaller, cheaper place to live.
She hoped to find a three-bedroom apartment or condo within her budget, using the extra room as a home gym or exercise space. With Roger gone, Marcy was determined to work out and regain her figure after letting herself go for several years.
Though Jimmy rarely expressed his feelings, he was proud of his mother. To him, she was beautiful, and he even harbored a secret crush, which he kept hidden.
At forty, Marcy—part German, part Slovenian—could pass for someone much younger when she got all dolled up.
At five foot three and about 135 pounds, Marcy hoped it wouldn't take much work to get back her figure.
Marcy's dark hair, falling past her shoulders, shone with beauty. Combined with a creamy complexion and dazzling smile, she remained attractive despite her extra weight.
Before gaining twenty pounds, Marcy saw her legs and ass as her best features. Her only other regret was her small to average sized breasts.
Marcy aimed to lose eighteen to twenty pounds, hoping to return to her pre-baby weight while toning up both her legs and belly.
After two weeks, they found a three-bedroom garden apartment with a private backyard. Marcy's confidence grew as her strict diet and exercise routine allowed her to shed the extra weight quickly.
As time passed, their lives settled into a quiet routine. Jimmy focused on his senior year at high school, while Marcy adjusted to her newfound freedom from her former overbearing husband.
She briefly considered trying to meet someone, but rejected the idea for a couple of reasons, the primary being that she did not want to jump right back into another relationship after just winning her freedom.
Eight months ago, they moved from Brooklyn, New York, to West Carlie, Colorado, with just over eleven thousand people. For Marcy, the transition from lifelong city life to a small town brought ongoing culture shock.
It was not a move Marcy wanted, but Roger, the boss, was adamant about moving. He was tired of the city and wanted to move out west.
Then, thrust into the role of a grieving widow just four months after the move left her feeling dazed.
She might have considered moving back to New York, but Jimmy seemed to enjoy his new surroundings. Figuring maybe her young son was a simple country boy at heart, she decided to stay and make the best of the situation.
Less than a month after moving in, Jimmy's disorganized habits frustrated Marcy. One Tuesday morning, while he was at school, she decided to organize his room.
At first, it was naturally a rather dull job — that is, until she started digging around in his messy closet, where she came across an old calendar from some years ago. Its headline told the story: Big, Blonde & Busty.
Curious, she began flipping through the pages. Not surprisingly, it featured a whole plethora of blond beauties in skimpy outfits, such as bikinis, half-t-shirts, tight little tank tops, Daisy Dukes, miniskirts, and snug little mini dresses. Basically, the calendar was nothing more than eye candy for young, horny teenage boys—like her son.
Though she knew it was normal, a teenage boy having such a calendar, Marcy still felt a sharp mix of envy and jealousy.
She was envious of the calendar girls and their large breasts, and jealous that she was no longer the only woman in Jimmy's life.
Although he knew her jealousy was irrational, Jimmy had been so sweet since the accident that the thought of him focusing on other women stung. Loneliness made her unwilling to share the one person she felt closest to, even with calendar girls.
After putting the calendar back where she found it, she slammed the closet door shut, suddenly no longer in a mood to clean.
The next few days, she sulked around the apartment, snapping at her son for the slightest thing, before deciding she needed to talk to someone.
Recently, she began befriending an older woman in the hallway across from her. Her name was Kate, and she was a free-spirited, ex-hippie from San Francisco and, like her, recently widowed.
After having lunch a couple of times a week, along with going on morning walks together, Marcy felt close enough to Kate to confide in her.
They met for breakfast on a Saturday morning, where Marcy planned on discussing her jealous insecurities with her new friend.
After their food arrived, Marcy carefully broached the subject by saying, "Hey Kate, can I get your opinion on something?"
"Sure, honey."
"Remember how I told you I was getting frustrated with my messy son and I planned on cleaning up his room a bit for him since he wouldn't do it?"
"Of course," Kate replied.
"Yeah, well, I found something in the closet that has caused me a bit of . . . I don't know what to call it, actually . . . jealousy maybe, or envy."
What did you find?" Kate asked.
"Oh, this is silly. I'm probably being dramatic. I shouldn't even say."
"The only silly thing Marcy would be not telling me at this point. Obviously, whatever it is, it's bothering you, so tell me. Trust me, you will feel better."
After taking a sip of her coffee and picking at her eggs for a moment, Marcy decided Kate was right. "OK, so here it is. I stumbled upon one of those girlie, sexy calendars buried deep in his closet, among his other belongings. All the women in it are young, have beautiful blonde hair, and have large breasts. They aren't naked or anything like that, but they are all wearing skimpy outfits, or bikinis, or lingerie... You know stuff like that."
Kate smiled. "Actually, you do sound almost jealous. Why?"
"Honestly, I don't know. Maybe I am, but I'm really not sure why."
Kate smiled at her and, after taking a large sip of her own coffee, she said quietly, "To put it quite simply, I do think you are jealous and I have a firm opinion as to why."
"Then tell me, please, Kate."
"I will just lay it out there. I think you are upset with the calendar because those women represent things you are not. While you are not old at all, especially compared to me, on the other hand, neither are you young anymore, compared to the girls in the calendar. And you don't have the big breasts like they do, nor the blond hair, and you don't run around in sexy outfits like them, so what the calendar represents... in your mind, is the kind of girl your son wants, which is the opposite of you, and maybe that is why you are jealous, Marcy?"
Marcy set her coffee down as she carefully considered everything Kate just told her. "I think you are right. You know I have been snapping at him lately, more so than usual anyway, since I found that stupid calendar."
"Ask yourself why. Is it the calendar, really, or something else?"
"I think it might be something else."
"OK, so forget the calendar for the moment. What outside of the calendar are you upset about?"
"This will probably sound like a silly thing to be upset about, but I have really been working my butt off to get back in shape since Roger's death. I mean, he knows this, as I have turned the third bedroom in our apartment into my exercise room and been spending a good hour, or sometimes more, there almost every day, and he hasn't said a thing to me."
"And this upsets you because you consider yourself back in shape now, and he hasn't seemed to notice, but yet you imagine him noticing the girls in the stupid calendar, and there, my dear, is the source of your jealousy."
"You make it sound so simple, but I think you are right. I mean, Kate, I am back down to a bit less than one hundred twenty pounds."
"That is great, right. I remember you telling me that was your goal, and Jimmy hasn't said anything?"
"No, not a damn word."
Kate was silent, as if she were pondering something. Finally, after setting her coffee down, she said, "Let me ask you something. How do you dress around the house?"
"I don't know... normal, I guess. Nothing special. Why?"
"Well, would your normal equate to dressing conservatively?"
"Yeah, I suppose."
"Well, maybe that is the part of the problem. I mean, if you want him to comment on your weight loss and what great shape you are in, you gotta give him a chance to do so."
Kate leaned forward, whispering, "If you want my advice, show off a bit. Stop being so conservative—it's just the two of you. If you want the poor boy to notice how great you look, you have to show it off."
Kate leaned back, giving her friend a wistful smile.
"You might have a point, Kate. Honestly, I never wear anything revealing around him, but I think I just realized why after seeing the calendar."
"And what might that reason be, hon?"
"I'm insecure about my not-so-large boobs. Seeing all those girls with big breasts in that calendar just made it obvious to me."
"I guess that is understandable. Can I make another suggestion?"
"Sure, Kate," Marcy said.
"Why not do something about your boobs?" Kate told her with a smile before adding, "No pun intended, but breast enhancement is huge now."
"I've tried those creams and herbs. Nothing worked—still stuck with my small tits."
"I'm not talking about that, and I don't trust those natural products either. I meant surgery."
"I've thought about it, but it's expensive, and I don't know any doctors I trust here."
"My brother-in-law is a plastic surgeon, married to my youngest sister. His office is just south of here, outside Denver, about an hour's drive. I could get him to see you."
"Yeah, but still, it's costly, isn't it?"
"You have decent credit?"
"I actually have excellent credit," Marcy said proudly.
"Perfect. With excellent credit and me vouching, he'll work out a payment plan. You will need a small down payment."
"Thanks, Kate. That actually sounds interesting. I'll seriously think about it."
"Let me give you his name anyway—Miles Ashby. You can look up his reviews online if you want."
At home, Marcy looked up the doctor online. Most reviews were glowing, but it was the before-and-after pictures on his website that convinced her.
The next day, Marcy called Kate to tell her she was interested in visiting her brother-in-law. Two months later, just as spring was winding down, Marcy now proudly possessed a pair of delicious-looking 32 DD breasts, which was a rather notable upgrade from her previous size.
Marcy, very much by design, kept her surgery a secret from Jimmy as she continued to dress conservatively even after she had fully recovered from the surgery. She wanted the reveal of her new look to be deliberate, waiting for summer weather to make an impact, both for herself and for Jimmy.
Just before the onset of summer, Marcy went on a shopping spree, splurging on a whole array of new, sexier outfits, including bikinis, lace bras, skimpy tops, and some lingerie from Victoria's Secret.
Maybe more importantly, Marcy now had both the means — and the newfound confidence — to show off for her young son, driven by a desire to see if her efforts would be noticed.
As mid-May turned to late May and then early June, with the weather continuing to heat up, Marcy was determined to get Operation Summer Show Off underway. Her motivation was to finally embrace her newfound confidence and gauge Jimmy's reaction, especially since the forecast promised near-record high temperatures for the coming weeks.
Unfortunately, Operation Summer Show Off got off to a rocky start when Jimmy arrived home from school in the middle of the afternoon, around his usual time. It was his last week of school before his summer vacation kicked in.
Tossing his backpack on the sofa as he walked through the front door and into the living room, he yelled out, "Hey Mom, I'm home. Where are you?"
Getting no answer, Jimmy checked his mom's room and his own, then went to the kitchen.
Not finding her, he figured she was outside tending to their small garden.
With a sigh, he realized he'd have to make his own lunch and opened the fridge.
Marcy was in the backyard, sunning herself on a beach blanket. She checked her phone—it was 2:26; Jimmy would be home soon.
Yawning, Marcy glanced at the sliding door and spotted Jimmy entering the kitchen, probably looking for her.
She slowly climbed to her feet as she murmured to herself, "Well, here goes nothing."
Jimmy banged the fridge shut, not finding anything quick and easy he might throw together for lunch. Turning around, he got a start when he saw his mom enter through the glass sliding door with a fetching smile on her face. It was a smile he barely noticed, thanks to the extremely skimpy dark pink string bikini she was sporting.
The bikini highlighted his mom's newly upsized breasts. Jimmy was momentarily surprised: he didn't remember her breasts ever looking that large, or that nice, even on the rare occasions when she'd worn something a bit revealing in the past.
He could not think long on the subject, though, as his mother was staring at him, probably expecting him to say something.
"I was looking for something to eat," he said, trying not to stare at his mom in her bikini. "Were you out getting some sun?"
She noticed his surprised look when she appeared in a bikini. "Yeah, it's so warm I thought I'd lie out in the backyard and get some sun. "Maintaining a casual attitude, Marcy entered the kitchen and said, "You want me to make you some lunch, I suppose." She wondered if her offer would be enough to entice him to hang out in the kitchen with her while she prepared his lunch.
"You know what... maybe later, I gotta go study. I will be on the computer."
That marked the auspicious start of Operation Summer Show Off, as her son retreated to study. Later, Marcy considered wearing a sexy, tight top to draw more attention to her newly upsized tits, but decided moving too quickly might push him away, so she took baby steps.
The next day showed slight improvement. Again, she lounged outside, sunning herself in a different but equally bold yellow string bikini.
Like before, she waited until he entered the kitchen before coming inside. This time, his eyes lingered a bit longer on her—particularly her chest—she happily noted as she walked in.
"How was school?"
"Good."
"Hungry? I can make you something to eat."
When he hesitated, not wanting to relive yesterday, Marcy stepped close to him. Sliding an arm around his waist, she said, "Let me make you something to eat, hon, since you refused my offer yesterday." She hoped her warmth would encourage him to linger.
Feeling a bit playful, she added, "And you know how much I like taking care of my boy."
"Just a sandwich would be OK, I guess. You know the usual," Jimmy replied, a bit surprised—pleasantly so—by his mom's flirtatious attitude. "I'll be in the living room watching TV."
"OK, I will bring it to you."
He started to leave the kitchen, more slowly than the day before, but still he left, leaving Marcy to wonder if her efforts made any difference at all.
At the threshold of the kitchen, he paused. "How was your day, Mom?"
"Oh, you know the usual. I went for my walk, worked, came home, lay out in the sun a bit—I'm going to start doing more of that—and then you came home."
"Cool," he replied before retreating to the living room.
Marcy smiled as she slapped peanut butter on the bread. At least he didn't flee at the sight of her bikini. They even had a short conversation. To Marcy, it felt like progress, reinforcing her hope that patience would pay off. Baby steps.
Later that evening, she again resisted the urge to put on anything sexy as they sat on the sofa watching a movie. She made this choice deliberately, thinking that pushing too hard might make things awkward. He seemed unusually quiet, and she wondered if it had anything to do with her showing off for him these past two afternoons.
Halfway through the movie, as Marcy grew upset about his continued quietness and was about to snap at him, her phone buzzed.
"I got to take this," she said, leaving the room. It was Kate.
Kate, always direct—this was one of the things Marcy liked about her—asked straight away, "So how is Operation Summer Show Off going, Marcy?"
"Kind of not great, as my adoring public, that is Jimmy, has not been so adoring these past two days since I started trying to show off for him."
"Why, what happened?"
"Nothing really, except he practically flees every time he sees me in one of my new bikinis. I bought three the other day and have already worn two, but nothing positive has come of it yet."



"Are you sure you aren't exaggerating when you say he is fleeing, Marcy?"
"I don't know... maybe, but he's definitely not showing any inclination to stick around and pay me a compliment or two."
"It could be something else... him leaving."
"You mean something other than he is grossed out by his forty-year-old mother trying to look sexy in a stupid bikini?"
"Marcy, stop. I doubt he's grossed out. Maybe it's the opposite, and that's why he's, as you say, fleeing. You understand what I'm telling you."
"No, not really," Marcy answered truthfully.
"OK, he's fleeing or whatever you wanna call it, because he actually likes what he's seeing and is simply shy and maybe a bit embarrassed that he thinks his mom looks hot in her new bikinis."
"That is a very optimistic viewpoint, Kate."
"Well, I am an optimistic person, Marcy, and if you want some more of my sage advice, I will give it to you."
"Please."
"First, are you letting him leave?"
"Yeah, I guess. The first day, I tried to make him lunch, but he declined and left. Today, at least, he let me fix him something, and we actually had a short chat in the kitchen before he left."
"So things improved from day one to day two. Moving forward, here is my advice. . . ."
Marcy spent the next few minutes listening to Kate's advice and discussing how she might implement some of her bold suggestions.
By the end of their conversation, Marcy felt encouraged enough to look forward to trying Kate's suggestions the next day.
On the third day of Operation Summer Show Off, a Thursday, Marcy was determined to follow her friend's advice and be more assertive about demanding attention from her son. Encouraged by her plan, she slipped on the third of her three new bikinis, hoping he would notice and respond.
This bikini, which Marcy thought was the sexiest, had blue, brown, and white horizontal bars, with a large blue flower on one cup. The bottoms matched.
The string bikini also had one other rather alluring feature: the small gold chain between the cups that held it tightly closed, with a small heart-shaped pendant dangling down from it.
Adding to the bikini's appeal was its extreme way of showing off her tits. She hoped he would notice and offer a small compliment.
Like the last two days, she waited until he came into the kitchen before she entered the apartment from the backyard. She chose this timing deliberately, hoping to catch his attention and see his reaction. While her son offered no verbal comment, his eyes lingered on her new bikini, specifically on her tits, which gave her some hope.
This time, as she made lunch, he remained where he was. The apartment had no formal dining room, only an open area between the living room and kitchen, where he sat at the table.
She glanced up and gave him a quick smile over the counter separating the two spaces, liking that he chose a seat facing the kitchen—so he could watch her, maybe. She suspected his seat choice was not accidental, but part of his own curiosity or interest.
After preparing his lunch of mac and cheese, she brought it out to the table and sat down across from him at the dining room table. They made small talk as he ate his food slowly, occasionally glancing in her direction.
By lunch's end, Marcy felt better about her operation's chances and decided to be direct with him, as her friend suggested. She wanted to move beyond subtle hints and test if he would respond to a more direct approach.
After lunch, he took his dishes to the sink, leaving them for his mom to wash later, as usual.
Marcy, watching him the whole way, determined the usual would not do today.
Striding around the counter, she blocked the entrance leading out of the kitchen.
"What?" he said as he pulled up short with his mother blocking the entrance.
"Not today, Mister."
"What's not today, Mom?"
"Dumping your dishes for me to do later."
"Oh," he said, somewhat relieved as he thought it might have been something serious. "I can do the dishes."
"All of them... not just yours. Last night's dishes from our supper are still there, you know."
"I can do all of them, I suppose."
"Good boy," she said before reaching out to ruffle his hair. "Tell you what. How about I help? I will rinse the dishes off, and you load them in the dishwasher."
"Sounds like a plan," he replied as they headed over to the sink.
As she rinsed off the dishes one by one, she decided to be brave and implement one of Marcy's suggestions, which was to push him to spend some quality time together later during the evening.
"Hey, since I have the day off from work tomorrow, I was thinking maybe we could stay up late tonight and do something together... unless, of course, you wanna go hang out with your friends or something."
"I sort of had plans but . . ."
"Oh well then," she sighed sadly. "Maybe another time."
He stared at her. She looked so god damn hot in that colorful bikini that it instantly changed his mind. "You know what... my friends, heck, I can hang out with them another time, Mom. Sure, we can hang out tonight."
Turning to him, she hit him with her most charming smile. "Oh, that is so sweet, baby. I mean, there aren't a whole lot of eighteen-year-old boys who would rather hang out with their moms instead of their friends."
"Well, there is not a whole lot of eighteen-year-old boys who have mom's . . ." Jesus, it almost slipped out-- As hot as you—he nearly said. "As nice as you."
"Thanks, sweetie," she purred as she handed him the last of the dishes to be put into the dishwasher.
Turning to him, she smiled before saying, "Speaking of nice... what do you think of your Mom's new bikinis. This is the third one I've worn this week, and not once have you told me I look nice in any of them."
"I'm sorry, Mom. I mean, I have been meaning to tell you... You look better than nice. I mean, you look fantastic in your new bikinis.
"So which one is your favorite?"
"Which one?" he asked dumbly.
"Yeah, about your mom's three new bikinis. Which one do you like best?"
"Hmm, I guess, I mean, they all look real nice, but this one... the one you are wearing now... really it's the best."
"Really . . ." she nearly squealed. "This is your favorite? It's mine too." Feeling playful and wanting to draw some attention to her chest, to see if she could make him squirm a bit, she moved up close to him.
Reaching down, she fingered the small pendant hanging from the chain running between the cups of the bikini. While subtly thrusting her chest out, she said softly, "I really like this little pendant thingy hanging from the front here. Don't you think it's cute, sweetie? Go on and take a good look at it."
Christ, it was as if she was inviting him to stare at her tits, considering the pendant hung a bare inch or two down from them.
"Yeah, I like it," he replied nervously as his eyes flitted from the pendant to her tits and then back again.
"Good," she said before twirling away from him. She was about to head out of the kitchen when she suddenly stopped. Turning to him, she said, "Hey, why don't we make a day of it... us hanging out. I was planning on going back outside to the backyard to get some more sun. Why don't you come keep me company, sweetie?"
A chance to hang out with his mother while she was wearing her sexy bikini. Hmm, not a hard choice. He immediately agreed.
Marcy laid a blanket out on the grass before settling down on it with him next to her. She started by lying on her stomach, and after about five minutes, she asked him, "Hey, hon, would you mind spreading some lotion on your mom's back?"
"Sure, Mom," he happily agreed.
God, her skin felt heavenly as he took his sweet time rubbing the lotion up and down her back. Heavenly enough where he was actually getting a rather pronounced boner by the time he was done. His boner was helped, mainly in part by the way his eyes kept slipping down to the soft rise of her delicious-looking butt covered so sparingly by her thong bikini bottoms.
When she turned over, she happened to notice the distinct bulge hiding under his dark blue gym shorts, leading her to believe that maybe Operation Summer Show Off might not be a dud after all.
She told herself it was a mere accident, her noticing such a thing, but deep down inside; she knew it was a lie as her eyes, very purposefully, travelled to his crotch, hoping to see some evidence he was turned on by her running around in her bikini, and then having his hands all over her body. Spotting that evidence caused Marcy an untold amount of excitement, which also had the dual effect of boosting her confidence.
Later that evening, as they sat side by side on the sofa in front of the TV, Marcy stretched before letting out a soft groan.
Jimmy, ever attentive to his mom, quickly asked, "What is wrong?"
"Oh, I just think I tweaked my neck and maybe my back while working out the other day, and it's bothering me. I hate to ask Jimmy, but could you give your mom a little neck massage? Maybe it will help."
"Sure, Mom," he replied.
She stretched out, face down on the sofa, resting her head on one of the throw pillows.
"You want me to massage your shoulders a bit while I'm at it," he asked in a hopeful attempt to expand his massage as much as possible.
"You know what, if you don't mind, why don't we just make it a full-blown massage and you can do my neck, back, shoulders, and if you really don't mind, you could rub the back of my legs too . . . you know, if you are in the mood to pamper your mom."
"Pampering you is what I live for, Mom," he quickly retorted.
"Well, in that case, if it's OK with you." She rose, climbing to her feet. "I probably should just take off both my jeans and my blouse since, you know, they will just be in the way."
"Ahh, no, I don't mind," he murmured as his cock stirred inside his jeans at the thought of seeing her mom in whatever nice underwear she might be wearing under her clothes.
He tried not to stare too hard, as she slowly stripped off first her blouse, and then her jeans.
Marcy, acutely aware of the way her young son was staring at her as she got undressed, felt a quiet pride at the way he was pretending not to stare at her while all the time he was.
Jimmy found it even harder not to stare at his mother after she finished stripping off both her jeans and blouse, as he really liked the dreamy white bra and panty combo his mom was wearing. The bra was of the push-up type, causing her already large boobs to look even bigger, while the thong panties showed off her well-toned ass to a most delicious degree.
She was just about to lie down when she stopped. "I think I will get a glass of wine first," she told him. "It will help relax me and make your massage all the better."
He stared, spellbound, as she strutted across the living room to the small globe bar stuck in one corner, seemingly wholly unconcerned about walking around in her bra and panties in front of him.
Or maybe she is doing it on purpose, showing off, like with the bikinis, he thought before dismissing the thought as being too far-fetched.
Of course, his idea, far from being far-fetched, was spot on, as that was precisely what Marcy was doing by strutting around in her sexy bra and panties: showing off for her son.
After she stretched out on the sofa again, face down, he began by first rubbing her neck and then her shoulders, before letting his hands slip down to massage up and down her back, and then onto the back of her legs.
After a good ten minutes or so, Marcy sighed deeply as she turned to face him. "You give nice massages, hon, and I wish you would pamper your mom like this more often, I think."
"Sure, I mean whenever you want," he replied, trying to suppress the naughty thoughts nipping at his brain.
Standing up, she said. "Well, the wine went right to my head. I guess I am going to go lie down."
"OK... good night. I guess I will probably turn in myself."
As she started to walk away, his eyes immediately fell to her appealing-looking ass, causing more of those naughty thoughts to invade his brain.
Marcy met Kate the next day for an early lunch, and as usual, the older woman got right to the point: "So how are things going with Operation Summer Show Off now, Marcy?"
"Better, I guess. He is paying more attention to me now when I run around in my bikinis, and last night he actually gave me a nice back massage."
"Hmm, that is nice. Did you use the back massage as an excuse to take your top maybe off and show off whatever sexy bra I'm sure you were wearing?"
Marcy smiled at her friend. "How did you know?"
"Simple because that is what I would have done in your place. I also probably would have asked him to massage the back of my legs, giving me an excuse to take off my jeans too."
Again, Marcy smiled.
Kate smiled back. "I knew it. You are learning, hon. I'm proud of you. So what was his reaction?"
"I think he liked what he saw. I mean, I noticed how his eyes kept flickering over to my body when I took a minute to show off by crossing the room in my underwear to get a glass of wine."
"See . . . I told you. Your self-confidence should be booming now, Marcy."
"It's getting there, but still . . ." Marcy let her voice trail off, unsure if she should speak her mind.
Kate knew as much. Prompting Marcy to really open up to her, she reached across the table, grasping her hands. "Come on, sweetie. You can open up to me, you know. Tell me exactly what is on your mind and don't hold back."
Her friend's warm touch melted her heart. "You are so easy to talk to, Kate."
"So talk to me then, Marcy."
Marcy sighed before spilling her guts to Kate. "Fine. It's just the more he gives me, the more I want, but instead of asking for more, I chickened out and went to bed."
"What more do you want?"
"For us to maybe cuddle under a blanket for a bit."
"And just where were you hoping this cuddling might lead, Marcy? Hmm, don't tell me, but I am guessing you were secretly hoping the cuddling would lead to maybe something more." Kate smiled at her warmly before adding, "Like you two sharing a sweet little kiss or two."
Marcy felt her cheeks grow warm, amazed at how intuitively her friend seemed to understand her, before finally saying, "I don't know... maybe."
"I think the way you just were blushing says otherwise, Marcy. I think that is exactly what you were hoping for, and I only have one question if that is the case."
After a long pause, Marcy, knowing Kate already knew the truth, whispered, "It is the case. I suppose I could blame it on the wine, though."
When Kate's only response to her wanting to blame things on the wine was a wry smile, Marcy gave her a sheepish smile before saying, "So what is your one question then, Kate?"
"Would you have let it go further than just a few simple loving kisses?"
"I don't know. Maybe," Marcy replied, shrugging her shoulders. "Like I alluded to earlier, I drank some wine and wine makes me, you know . . . hmm, kind of reckless and . . . horny."
"I think you do know... deep down inside, Marcy, but are just unwilling to admit what your heart really wants."
After taking a bite of her sandwich, Kate looked at Marcy seriously. "Should I just say it?"
"Yes," Marcy whispered. "Tell me, the more I would have wanted."
Kate smiled before dropping her own voice to a whisper. "As you were cuddling and kissing, I think you would have wanted to feel his shy young hands slowly moving up, across your tummy, and then onto those nice breasts of yours. Yes, I think, Marcy, you would have wanted him to feel you up as a prelude to him trying to take off your bra so he could finally get an up close and personal look at those new and improved boobies of his mom's."
Marcy turned bright red then.
"You are blushing, even worse than last time, which means I nailed it, but of course, like you said, the more he gives you, the more you want. I think in the end you would have wanted even more than to be felt up."
Marcy took a deep breath before whispering. "You are right. I guess that makes me an awful mother."
"No, it makes you human. Look, I am going to be frank with you, my young friend. I come from the hippie generation, you know, and our motto was 'if it feels good and is not hurting anyone, go for it.' You should try thinking that way, Marcy."
"You mean, I should not feel guilty about having such thoughts about my son?" Marcy said, still finding it hard to believe, that they were even discussing such a thing.
"Not at all, as long as he is willing and of age, I think you should have nothing to feel guilty about, Marcy."
"He's of age—well past eighteen—and as for being willing..." She stopped shrugging. "I think...maybe he is."
"There are ways you can find out. You could do something that might reveal his interest, and if it works out, that would be great. If not, then nothing is lost."
"Something? Like what?"
"Try starting with something that seems normal at first, but could develop into something a bit flirtatious or suggestive."
"Any ideas?"
"Let me see..." Kate took a bite of her sandwich, chewing thoughtfully before smiling. "Back in college at Berkeley, we played Scrabble—with a few naughty twists. Like..."
Kate spent the rest of lunch explaining the rules of what she and her college friends called 'Naughty Scrabble.' Marcy listened with keen interest, thinking this might be the perfect approach, especially since she and Jimmy often played the game together when he was younger.
Later that afternoon, Kate, who still had her Scrabble game, brought it over to Marcy's apartment for her to borrow.
Marcy waited nervously for Jimmy to get home from school that Friday, and as soon as he arrived, Marcy, dressed casually in jeans and a loose-fitting blouse, as opposed to one of her bikinis again — much to his disappointment — made her suggestion.
"You know, Jimmy, I was thinking, since it's a Friday and your mom doesn't have to work tomorrow and you don't have school, maybe we could hang out again tonight... if you want, you know, like we used to every Friday when your dad would stay out after work with his buddies."
"Yeah, hanging out was fun. Let's do it."
"I was actually hoping you would treat your mom to a nice dinner somewhere."
"Sure," he said while quickly tallying his available credit on his card.
Marcy let out a quiet sigh of relief as the first hurdle, getting him to hang out with her, was cleared. Now came the second and more difficult hurdle: getting him to play Naughty Scrabble after they had enjoyed a nice dinner.
Before their nice dinner at the city's lone steak house, Marcy changed into a new pair of jeans, tight of course, and a new snug white cashmere sweater.
During their nice dinner, Marcy downed two glasses of wine, hoping it would give her the courage to make her wicked suggestion to play Naughty Scrabble later on. The long look he kept casting at her chest did nothing but encourage her to continue to suck down the wine.
Back at home, Jimmy asked, "What now, Mom? Movie?"
"I'm not in the mood for a movie. How about we revive our old Friday board game tradition?"
"Okay. What game? Monopoly? Sorry? Yahtzee?"
"Scrabble. You used to beat me all the time, but maybe I've improved. Up for the challenge?"
"Get the game. I'll prove my skills haven't faded."
He then frowned.
"What's wrong?"
"I just remembered I don't think we have it anymore. I think it got sold at that garage sale we had before we moved out here."
"Don't worry, your mom is prepared, as Kate let me borrow her version of the game."
"Her version. I didn't know there was more than one version?"
"Let's go sit in the living room after I go run and get the game, and I will explain what her version is all about, and if you are feeling both bold and adventuresome tonight, like your mother is, you will agree to play it with me."



He smiled as she dashed off to get the game, thinking that his mom, "feeling bold and adventurous," sounded promising.
After entering the living room, game in hand, she plopped down on the sofa next to him and, after taking a deep breath, she explained the rules of Naughty Scrabble to him.
"OK, this is the adult version—or maybe better described as the drunken college version. Kate told me they played it at her fraternity back in college. There's a naughty element, so if that's not your thing, we can play the normal way."
"Try me, Mom. I am not a kid anymore and can handle the naughty stuff."
"Alright. Katie says it's like Scrabble with drinking and strip poker mixed in."
"Intriguing, especially the stripping aspect," Jimmy remarked.
"Oh, it is. Now, so the drinking part comes into play when someone can spell a word using the letter Z, the other person has to drink."
"Drink what, though?"
"I have some tequila—half shots okay with you? That way we won't get too wasted."
"Yeah, but ahh, wait. Is Z the only letter we are forced to drink on?"
"Yes, only Z. Why?"
"Well, because there are not that many Z's in the game, as I recall."
"Yeah, just one. But those college kids were clever—they turned other letters into Z's with whiteout. Now there's plenty."
"OK... cool."
"OK, the other rule is the naughty one: if you spell a word with X, the other person removes an article of clothing of their choice."
"Really. Well, I guess that is why you said it partly like strip poker."
"Yeah, but listen," she touched his hand. "If it's too much, we can skip that rule."
He scoffed. "It is fine, Mom. Besides, you'll be the one stripping a lot more than me so . . ."
"Hmm, that sounds like a challenge. So that means you are ready to play?"
"Break it out. I assume they turned other tiles into X's too?"
"Oh yes. Plenty of X's too, hon."
Five minutes later, they were seated across the game board from each other. Marcy grinned. "Let's spice it up—winner gets three wishes from the loser."
"Three wishes, huh?"
"Yes. Three wishes that must be granted. How does that sound... unless you are chicken?"
"Of course not, Mom, especially since I shall win and happily collect my three wishes."
"We shall see, hon," she replied as her wicked plan bounced along merrily.
Before they started, they both decided on an equal allotment of five items of clothing each. Marcy's outfit consisted of her tight jeans, her new cashmere sweater, her bra and panties, and a pair of sexy white four-inch heels she wore to dinner and still had on for the game. The pair of shoes they determined would count as one item.
His five items of clothing were as follows: a pair of jeans, his button-up dress shirt, and the plain white tee shirt he was wearing under the button-up dress shirt, his briefs, and a pair of socks, which, like her shoes, would count as one item.
The game started with him striking first in the naughty department by spelling the word 'zip' on his second turn, forcing her to drink the previously agreed-upon half shot of tequila.
He then struck two turns later with 'zoo', making her drink another half shot of tequila while she got him back on her turn in the drinking department with 'size'.
An 'X' made its first appearance a turn later when he spelled 'extra'. He smiled at her when she surprised him by saying, "Hmm, well, I think I will remove my panties first."
Like a gentleman, he turned away, allowing her to struggle out of her jeans, remove her panties, and then put her tight jeans back on. Twirling her panties, they were of the black satin thong variety, on her finger in front of him, she asked him in a sultry voice, "Would you like your mom's panties as a souvenir, hon, for being the first article of clothing removed?"
"Mom, stop it. Of course, I don't want your panties. You keep them."
Despite his denial, she very much got the feeling he would have loved taking her black panties as a naughty souvenir.
There was a brief lull in the naughtiness of the game for about three turns as they managed to spell a couple of common words without the use of any X's or Z's.
This lull was followed by a flurry of naughtiness, though, when he first forced her to drink a pair of half shots after scoring with the word 'sizzle'.
She retaliated with 'X-ray,' forcing him to make the safe choice of removing his socks.
Next, he used the word 'exit,' prompting her to whisper, "Hmm, I guess I will remove the rest of my underwear."
She was comfortable enough not to turn away this time. Reaching up and under the back of her sweater, she unclasped her bra before removing it with a smile. The bra soon joined the other garments on the floor.
Her turn came up empty, leaving her frustrated, but she was not so lucky on his turn when he spelled the word 'daze'.
After downing her now fifth half shot of tequila as part of their ongoing challenge, Marcy was starting to get drunk.
Thankfully, for the now tipsy Marcy, there was another brief lull of three turns with neither of them again being able to make any of the 'penalty' words.
Finally, she made 'exact' on one turn, and then 'fix' on the next, compelling him to remove a single article of clothing on successive turns. Looking on happily, she watched as he unbuttoned his dress shirt before stripping it off. Tossing it down, it joined his socks and her underwear in the growing heap of discarded clothing. She was even happier the next turn when he chose to remove his T-shirt.
He fought back with 'exam' two turns later. Giving him a whimsical look, she announced, "I fully expect you are thinking your mom will remove her shoes now, hon."
"Yeah, I guess. I mean, that would be the logical choice, right?"
"Yes, it would be, but after the five shots of tequila, your mom is not feeling at all logical, so..." Standing up, she removed her jeans. Her sweater fell to just below her waist, providing almost enough coverage to cover her pussy while revealing the entirety of her well-toned thighs . . . and most of her butt.
She smiled at him, playfully reaching out to ruffle his hair while whispering, "Now try not to stare too much, hon . . . or sneak any peeks."
"Mom . . ." he whined.
"I know. You won't stare or peek. I'm teasing."
The game continued after this gratuitous display of hers, but was followed by a lull for two turns before she struck again, spelling 'Xmas'. He briefly argued 'Xmas' was not a real word, but when his mother insisted it was, he gave in and agreed to remove another article of clothing.
"What'll you remove, hon—your jeans?" she teased.
Deciding to surprise her and keep the playful spirit alive, he announced, "Nope, I will follow your lead and remove my underwear, I think."
As he had done before, she looked away, allowing him the privacy to strip off his jeans quickly, and then his underwear, before putting the jeans back on.
"Should we continue?" she asked quietly, genuinely concerned if he was OK with pushing the game further. "I mean, if I can spell one more X word, you will have to finish the game... completely naked, so I'll understand if you want to quit now."
Sensing she would be very disappointed if he did want to quit, and wanting to keep her spirits up, he gamely snapped back, "I don't think you have the spelling of another X word in you, Mom, so let's continue."
"Fine," she said.
After they both came up empty two turns in a row, he nailed her with 'zebra', forcing her to drink yet another half shot of tequila.
On his next turn, after she could only spell the simple word 'fine', just as he was reaching down to pick up his tiles, ready to make a word, she reached out to him. Feeling the effects of the tequila fully now, she told him, "Hey, look, hon, your mom is pretty tipsy now, and I think we should maybe end the game... if you don't mind."
"Fine, but if we stop now, we name a winner. I've got, let me see, Mmm . . . three hundred and thirty points. You?"
She smiled sadly. "Not quite that much, I'm afraid, but I was hoping maybe you would pass your winning wishes off to your mother as she was really looking forward to you granting her wishes."
When he hesitated, she reached across the table. Using one hand, she stroked his face tenderly. "Please, Jimmy, let your mother have your wishes."
He smiled. "But maybe I had some nice wishes lined up also for you to grant, Mom."
"I'm sure you did. That is why I am prepared to offer you a consolation prize. Normally, after the game, everyone gets fully dressed again. Since you watched me strip off my clothes so eagerly, I imagine you might be disappointed if I got fully dressed again."
"Hmm, maybe a little," he said casually.
"Well, in that case, if you give up your winning wishes, your mom will agree to stay just as she is . . . right now with her pretty cashmere sweater on—and nothing else for the rest of the night."
"So you'll stay like that for the rest of the night? That sounds tempting, Mom, but what if you go to bed right away? Then the rest of the night wouldn't be very long."
"You're not thinking, Son. If I go to bed right away, won't I miss out on my wishes being granted? Anyway, if it makes you feel better, I promise I have no intention of going to bed any time soon. OK?"
"Fine, you win. You can have my wishes."
"Of course," she said, stroking his bare chest. "But you have to stay unclothed like me for the rest of the night."
After doing some quick thinking, Jimmy said, "I agree, but you have to pay for my wishes, Mom."
"Pay how?"
He smiled and filled the shot glass with fresh tequila. "By downing this in one swallow."
"Fine," she announced without thinking. Grabbing the shot glass, she drained it.
"That did it, honey," she giggled, slamming the glass down. "Your mom is officially drunk."
"Be thinking of your first wish then . . . if you are not too drunk," he teased her. "In the meantime, I have something for you. A present. I got it for you the other day. I'm just going to run and get it from my room. Be right back."
"Oh, how sweet, honey, but meet me in my bedroom, as that is where the first of my wishes is going to take place."
He dashed off for the present, trying—and mostly failing—not to think about her wish taking place in her bedroom.
A minute later, he was back, knocking softly on her closed bedroom door.
"Come in," she said.
He entered to find her sitting on the edge of her bed, looking at her phone.
"I can't believe you really got me a present, huh, and it's not even any kind of special occasion."
Holding out the black oblong jewelry case to her, he said, "That makes it even more special, right?"
"It does, sweetie." Marcy opened the case to find a glittery strand of white pearls.
"Oh, honey," she shrieked, "I've always wanted a pearl necklace."
"You like them, Mom?" he whispered.
"Love them, baby. Should I try them on?"
"Yeah, put them on," he told her.
He looked at her as she walked to her vanity and put the pearls around her neck. She admired them in the mirror, then called him over. "Come see how your present looks on me before you grant my first wish, Jimmy."
He hurried across the room toward her. "Wow, the pearls look really nice on you."
"Thanks and thanks again for being so thoughtful and getting them for me. Anyway, here is my first wish. I'd love to share a slow dance with you. It's been years since I did that."
A minute later, after playing a favorite slow dance from her playlist, they swayed to the music.
Jimmy, ever the gentleman, kept his hands safely around the middle of her back as they swayed to the soft music. Although it was tough, he fought the urge to let them slide downward from her back and onto that nearly bare ass of hers.
Marcy, noticeably drunk, leaned on her son as much as she danced.
After the song, she led him to the vanity. "So, do you really like how the pearls look on me, hon?" she whispered.
Reaching out, he carefully fingered the pearls around her neck as he whispered, "Yes, they look beautiful... like you, Mom."
"Really? You mean that, sweetie?" she asked as she leaned heavily on the vanity table.
"Yes, of course."
"Sit here," she said, patting the vanity chair. "Time for my next wish."
He sat down, leaning back against the chair's scrolled wrought iron back, before staring up at her in the mirror as she stood behind him.
Their eyes met in the mirror as she leaned forward. Using her hands to steady herself against the back of the chair, she whispered her next wish.
"For my second wish, you just have to promise to be totally honest with me, Jimmy. Can you do that?"
"Yes."
"Good. Now, am I embarrassing myself tonight running around half-naked?"
"No, of course not," he quickly replied. "Why would you say that?"
"I'm not so young anymore, so I was just wondering if you thought it was, maybe, a little gross, seeing me half naked like this."
He wanted to admit how hot she looked, but feared she'd see him as a pervert. Yet, if he didn't say something nice, given how emotional the tequila had made her, things could get messy.
"Mom, you still look great."
"Earlier this week, when you saw me in my new bikinis, I was wondering what you really thought. Now, be honest, as my wish compels you to be."
"Really, Mom, you looked fantastic. I mean, I was surprised, pleasantly, since you usually don't wear bikinis."
She hesitated, then explained her reason for seeking his opinion, revealing her insecurity. "Yeah, you're right, so here's the truth. A while back, I found a calendar in your closet. I'm sure you know the one. It was called Big, Blonde and Busty or something like that."
"Oh God," he muttered under his breath, having only whacked off to that calendar like about a thousand times.
"Anyways, the stupid thing made me feel jealous because... well, you can imagine why. So I talked to Kate--"
"Wait," he interrupted. "You told her about my calendar?"
"No, of course not," she lied. "I told her I was simply insecure about my breasts not being so big, and her brother-in-law is a doctor. A plastic surgeon, actually, and so, yeah, your mom got her boobs done. I guess my running around in bikinis was my way of showing them off and maybe seeing if you noticed, and if you did, then maybe it would help quell my jealousy over you being attracted to a bunch of bimbos on a calendar."
"Well, your bikinis did the trick because, honestly, I did notice."
She looked down, shoulders slumping. He noticed a sad smile on her pretty face as she started to speak again, he voice trembled. "I guess I am just being silly, being jealous over a bunch of calendar girls and their stupid big breasts."
"You have nothing to be jealous of. You're better than them."
"Better how... in which way I mean?"
"I mean in the . . . you know . . . the breast department."
"Am I? Really, you think your mom's breasts are nicer than theirs."
"Yes. Your new breasts look really nice, Mom."
She smiled, then whispered, "That's nice, hon, but I need to sit. Too much tequila."
"Sure. Here... sit down. I'll stand."
She sat down on the chair facing the mirror while he moved up directly behind her.
Gazing down in her lap, she whispered, "Honestly, though, you can't really believe your mom's boobs are nicer than those girls."
Their eyes met in the mirror, her sad expression making it clear to him that she was looking for more than just a compliment; she was still struggling with her insecurity about her breasts and hoping for honest validation from him.
"Why can't I?" he naively asked, not seeing where she was taking this at all.
"Because you haven't really seen your mother's breasts, Jimmy. Not bare, I mean. Sometimes a woman's breasts look better covered up... like in bikinis and such."
"I doubt that is the case for you, though," he told her kindly.
"Hmm... well, the truth might come out if you are brave and grant me my third wish, baby."
"Well, I promised I would, so let's hear it."
"It's. . . I want to show them off to you, Jimmy. I mean, really show off my new boobies to you, so hopefully you can tell me how they really look, sweetheart."
He swallowed hard—the singular thought of seeing his mom's tits had only crossed his mind about a thousand times in the past week-- before nervously answering, "Well, if that is what you really want, I could, I mean, tell you how they really look."
Standing up, she maneuvered around so she was standing in front of him. Moving closer, she bowed her head before whispering, "I want you to be really honest with me after I show them to you... promise?"
"OK," he whispered.
"But first, I really want to know that you are OK with seeing them. That you aren't just saying you are OK with it to please me."
Knowing she was looking for definitive reassurance, in a voice tinged with quiet desperation, he told her, "I do want to see them, Mom. Really . . . I do."
Marcy, noting the tone of desperation in his voice, decided to tease him a bit then. "What... no, please? I..." Reaching out, she took his hands into hers before whispering, "I remember when you were younger and you really wanted something from your mommy, you used to beg her practically."
Sighing heavily, she looked down again before adding, "Now I'm not even worthy of getting a please?"
Jimmy took a deep breath before deciding to set his male pride aside and do as she was hinting at. "Mom . . . Mommy please, pretty please . . . let me see them."
Wondering just how far she could push him, a playfully drunk Marcy replied coyly, "See what baby? What do you want Mommy to show you?"
"Your . . . your boobies," he whispered back as he went happily down the path she was leading him.
"I would show them to you, hon, but you know, if anyone found out Mommy showed off her boobies to her not-so-little boy, she would be in big trouble, so it would have to be our little secret, honey."
"It will be. I promise, Mommy. I won't tell anyone. Pretty please, let me see them."
Marcy sighed again, loving the way he was begging to see her tits. Determined to push the envelope even more, she whispered, "Again, I am remembering when you were younger and when you really wanted something from your mommy, not only would you practically beg her, but you would shower her with lots and lots of sweet loving kisses as you were doing so."
Not wanting to disappoint her in the least, Jimmy leaned closer before planting several light kisses on each of her cheeks while accenting each kiss with a "pretty please, let me see them".
Pointing softly to her lips, she whispered, "Maybe a kiss, or two, from my shy little boy planted here... might go a long way in getting your mommy to agree to showing off her boobies to her curious little boy."
Marcy closed her eyes as she felt his hand deftly tilt her face upwards. Their lips came together, slowly, carefully, as they exchanged several light, airy kisses. He broke away from her, whispering again, in a voice he made purposefully pitiful, "Mommy, please let me see them. Let me see your boobies. I want to so bad. Pretty please."
Leaning forward, he gave her several more kisses, this time a bit more forceful as he allowed his lips to linger on hers. Thinking maybe he should be more aggressive, he reached up and began to fumble with the top button of her sweater, trying to undo it with a pair of extremely nervous fingers.
Marcy swelled with pride at the desperate way he was clawing at the sweater's top button. Swatting his hands away, she said, "Here... you better let me do that, honey, before you tear the buttons off of your mommy's pretty new cashmere sweater."
He was excited that his over-aggressive act apparently paid off, and he let his hands slip away from the front of her sweater.



"But first, your mom needs to sit down again, as all those shots of tequila are really doing a number on me, honey."
"Sure, Mommy, sit down," he eagerly said while jumping to his feet.
After they turned the chair around so it was facing away from the mirror, she sank on it heavily before slowly bringing her hands up to the top button of the sweater.
Carefully, as if in a dream, Marcy started to undo her sweater as Jimmy stood there directly in front of her, watching breathlessly. After leisurely undoing the top three buttons, she paused; her shirt was open to just below her breasts, allowing a nice slice of cleavage to be revealed.
"Should I go on?" a teasing Marcy asked him coyly. "And undo the last two buttons."
He stood there, staring helplessly at the broad swath of perfectly tanned skin her half-open sweater was providing him, and was lost. He needed to see more, was frantic to see more.
Yes, please, Mommy, undo the last two buttons."
"Is that what you really want?"
"God, yes, more than anything." Before he could lose his nerve, he added, "I... I have been dreaming of seeing your boobies all week. I mean... ever since you started showing off for me in your bikinis, really, that is."
Reaching down, she slowly started to undo the second-to-last button, "Really, you have been dreaming of seeing them, sweetie."
"Yes," he answered.
"It warms my heart to hear you say that, but..." She hesitated, frozen, as the moment of truth was almost upon them.
He took a step closer to her, whispering, "What's wrong?"
"I'm just . . . you know . . . scared you won't like them," she murmured. She lowered her head again, feeling sad at the thought that he might be disappointed when he finally got a glimpse of them for the first time.
"Mom . . . Please . . . I can't imagine not liking them." He lowered his lips to hers, giving her several soft kisses before pulling back. "Please let me see them."
She sighed heavily before finally undoing the second-to-last button, and then, with her heart pounding away, she undid the final button.
She allowed the sweater to fall open, but not wide enough to show off her tits fully. Acting shyly, she placed one hand between her legs, covering her womanhood from his curious eyes.
Bowing her head to the right, she said nothing, allowing the tension to build.
Jimmy stood there, holding his breath, waiting and hoping for a glimpse of heaven before dropping down to his knees, preparing to beg some more.
Finally, after what seemed to be forever, Marcy slowly raised her head. With the way he was crouched down before her, on his knees, they were nearly face to face as she gazed at him with a half-serious, half-fetching look on her face that spoke of mature seduction at its finest.
Carefully, with a hand on each side of the sweater, she pulled it open all the way while subtly thrusting her chest out.
Jimmy swallowed hard. This was his first glimpse of a woman's boobs in person. "So do you like them, sweetie? Do you like your mommy's boobies?" she whispered to him.
"Oh Jesus, Mom, they are beautiful," he said in a voice that was barely loud enough to qualify as a whisper. He swallowed hard as he felt his cock becoming fully erect as he continued to gaze at those two large dollops of utter perfection.
"You... you think they are big enough, baby?"
"They are fucking perfect, Mom," he said in a voice hoarse with desire.
"And yet I still feel insecure about them, despite your kind words . . . maybe because they aren't real." Once more, she lowered her head while bringing her knees together and crossing her arms just below her breasts.
He continued to gaze at her tits. They were perfectly framed now, on both sides, and under, by the cashmere material of her long-sleeved sweater.
"That doesn't matter to me, Mom . . . that they ain't real . . . they are gorgeous . . . like you."
"Thank you, sweetie," she said.
The tension continued to build as Marcy debated quietly to herself on just how to proceed from here... if at all.
He continued to stare longingly at her tits before noticing how her long strand of pearls had become twisted, with a length of them falling beautifully in between the deep divide of her breasts before making a loop that circled over her left breast.
Not knowing what else to say, but feeling he needed to say something, he whispered, "Your pearls are all twisted, Mom."
"So fix them," she quietly murmured.
Reaching out, he carefully fingered the extra-long strand of pearls, making sure not to make contact with her bare breasts before twisting them around, allowing them to fall back in place and all the way down past her navel.
Withdrawing his hands from the heat, he told her in a whisper, "There, I think that is better."
He took a deep breath, then took a chance. Playing the sweet and innocent card still, hoping it would pay dividends, he told her quietly, "And just like the pearls your little boy bought you, your big boobies are gorgeous, Mommy, and... and only if you would let me, I would worship them... all night long."
"You would, baby? Really?"
"Yes, Mommy. I mean, I would lavish them with such loving adulation that all of your insecurities about them would melt away into nothingness."
"And where exactly would all this adulation come from, baby... from your hands maybe?"
"To begin with, yes."
"Then show me," she said after only pausing ever so slightly.
Marcy let out a soft, gentle sigh as she felt him delicately run his hands all over her tits, touching them as if they were almost fragile, like, and after circling his hands around them several times, he finally gave them a few tentative squeezes.
"Does Mommy's boobies feel nice, baby?" she whispered.
"They feel heavenly," he told her as he started to fondle them with a greater purpose.
"You... you can play with Mommy's nipples, if you want, honey. They are highly sensistive, though, so be gentle."
He happily commenced to flickering his fingers lightly over her nipples and was rewarded with the splendid sight of them becoming almost instantly erect.
Marcy closed her eyes, leaning back while thrusting her chest out. After several more light, delicate flickers of his fingers over her hypersensitive nipples, she finally couldn't take it anymore.
In a voice hoarse with forbidden desire, she whispered to him, "C'mon, sweetheart, Mommy needs to have her big boobies sucked on by her eager little boy . . . now!"
Not waiting for him to answer, she aggressively snaked a hand out, wrapping it around the back of his head.
Jimmy closed his eyes as he felt his mom pull his face flush into the lovely divide between her tits. He delicately sprayed dozens of light kisses all over her tits before attacking her nipples with his hungry mouth.
"Oh God, that's it, baby, suck on them," she urged, "Please... pretty please."
His mouth flew from one delicious mound to the next as she guided his hand down and in between her legs.
Her pussy was wet and felt divine as he pushed one finger up inside of her, making her moan with soft delight.
After several desperate moments of this, Marcy, her knees shaking from his desperate attentions to her tits, almost collapsed back and onto the chair.
Staring up at him, she whispered, "That was super nice, sweetie, but your mom needs more... can... can you kiss me ... down here?"
He watched as, incredibly, she shook off her cashmere sweater, leaving her totally naked except for the pearls. Dropping one hand down and in between her legs, she gave him a serious look before whispering, "Mommy's pussy needs some attention, sweetie."
After spreading her legs wide, she boldly reached out with both hands before forcefully pushing him down and onto his knees in front of her.
Again, she wrapped a hand around the back of his head, guiding his face down and in between her legs. Jimmy started by kissing up and down her thighs as Marcy squirmed on the chair in wild anticipation of letting her young son eat her out.
Jimmy lacked experience in the art of eating a woman out, but what he lacked in know-how he made up for in sheer enthusiasm as he rained dozens of sloppy kisses all over the folds of his mom's lovely gash.
"Use your tongue, baby, up and down, all around," she whispered harshly to him.
Following her instructions, he flickered his tongue back and forth along the vertical folds of her wet hole before stumbling, wholly by accident, onto her clit. In tune with the reactions of her body, Jimmy noticed the way she let out a loud moan after his tongue stumbled across the nub of her clit.
Gleefully, he decided to pay more attention to it as he purposefully used the flat part of his tongue to gently lap at it, causing her to let out an increasingly noisier series of moans.
He circled his tongue around it several times before flickering it faster, then slower, eliciting more cries of forbidden passion from her.
Marcy couldn't take it anymore. Twisting her fingers in his hair, she yanked his head out from between her legs.
"I want you inside of me, sweetie," she hissed at him. "Take me, fuck me hard."
After standing up, she clawed his jeans off of him before twisting around. Leaning against the vanity table, facing the mirror, she spread her legs as she reached back and guided his hard manhood to the edge of her wet opening.
"Do me hard and fast, sweetie, and make yourself come hard, baby," she whispered as he entered her slowly—at first.
The slowness would not last, could not last, as the forbidden passion he felt for his mother soon had him propelling his hips forward, faster and harder, driving his erect cock into her over and over again, making her let out a series of desperate yelps.
Soon, he was out of control. Encouraged by her loud squeals, he pounded his cock into- faster and harder- showing no regard for delicacy.
His desire only increased when he glanced up to see the results of his handiwork in the mirror. The way those scrumptious tits of hers were bouncing up and down from the hard fucking he was giving her was simply mind-blowing.
Egged on by the image of her bouncing tits in the mirror, he somehow found the energy to begin fucking her even harder. Grunting, he propelled his cock deeper inside her, making the vanity table, which was covered with small bottles of perfume and other various makeup items, begin to shake, rattle, and roll as if it was the epicenter of a small earthquake.
"Oh God, baby, that's it, you are fucking your mom soooo gooood," she whined. "Oh God, honey, Mommy is going to come . . . yeah fuck me harder, son. Harder . . . make me come."
She spread her hands on the table, parting her legs even more, encouraging him to give it his all, as her cries of pleasure filled the room. Like a runaway freight train, her orgasm came rushing home as she let out a loud wail.
Unable to forestall the inevitable any longer, Jimmy came mere seconds later.
Together, shaking from the dual after effects of their joint orgasms, they staggered over to her bed.
Snuggling under the covers, Marcy held her son tight and as she softly stroked his hair, whispering her love to him, he dozed off.
Roughly an hour later, Jimmy woke up. She was still holding him.
He reached for her, but she softly pushed his hands away. "Listen to me, Jimmy."
"Sure," he replied, steeling himself for the inevitable "that was nice, but it can never happen again," speech, but he could not have been more wrong. The truth was, Marcy wanted more; needed more.
"Listen, before we do anything more, I need you to go sit over there on the vanity chair, and wait for me while I head into my closet to put on something special... just for you, baby."
His heart rate nearly doubled then, as this was pretty much the total opposite of the "we can't ever do that again" speech he had been, maybe, expecting.
More than a little excited, he followed her instructions.
Roughly five minutes later, after testing and rejecting several pieces of her newest lingerie, she finally settled on something she was sure would impress him.
After getting it on, she poked her head out of the closet, telling him, "Close your eyes, so your mom can surprise you with what she is wearing."
Jimmy, not feeling comfortable totally naked, slipped his jeans back on before closing his eyes and settling down over at the vanity table's chair. He was feeling akin to a little kid at Christmas who was about to open up a very nice present.
From across the room came her soft voice, "Come closer, baby, so you can get a better look at what your Mommy picked out to wear . . . just for you."
His eyes fluttered open. She was sitting over on the chaise lounge, pushed up against the wall on the left side of her bed. As he drew nearer, she rose to her feet, giving him a full-on look at what she was wearing: an all-white ensemble that looked absolutely gorgeous on her. The lace teddy was skin-tight and practically see-through, with the matching garter belt and lace stockings adding to the overall sex appeal of her outfit.
"So do you like it, baby?"
"God, yes, Mom, you look so sexy."
"Can we share another slow dance first, nice and romantic, before I let you make love to me?"
Knowing the answer already, she snaked her arms around his neck. They circled the room maybe twice with his hands sliding-- almost immediately-- down to her ass.
As he ran his hands all over his mom's nice, firm butt, their mouths came together. They slowly circled around and around the bedroom while exchanging an ever-increasing plethora of impassioned kisses.
Finally, as the song ground to an end, and another soft romantic ballad started up, they found themselves back over at the chaise.
Stepping back, she half leaned down with one knee on the lounge as Jimmy eagerly began to paw at her tits through the white lace of her teddy.
"Oh God, Mommy, you are so beautiful and... and I want you so bad," he panted as she smiled at her son's youthful desire.
"Hmm, I am thinking, I want our loving making . . . when I finally let you put it in me . . . to last for some time so . . . I have a plan, and all you need to do is sit there, relax, and be quiet and let our mom do all the work . . . OK?"
"OK," he replied while wondering curiously what "doing all the work" might entail.
Smiling, she patted the chaise lounge, indicating he should sit down.
He quietly obeyed as she leaned forward before giving him several more kisses as she slowly undid his jeans, and after yanking them down and off of him, she tossed them aside.
She sashayed over to her vanity table with Jimmy tracking her ass as it swiveled its way across the bedroom, returning with a small bottle of coconut oil and a smile as she settled down next to him.
"Now Mommy is first going to take care of you with her hand, little boy, so sit back, relax, and enjoy her soft attentions."
Jimmy sighed as he watched her dump a generous amount of oil into the palms of her hands.
After wrapping one hand around his cock, she began to slide it up and down, ever so slowly.
"You can play with your mommy's boobies if you want, baby, while she takes care of you," she whispered.
Reaching out eagerly, he began to paw at her tits through the soft material of the teddy.
As she leaned in, her hand began to move faster, and she brought her mouth to his. Their kisses soon regressed to a battle of tongues as she expertly stroked his growing manhood.
Although he had already come once, she sensed he would not last so long from the loving attentions of her hand, which was just perfect for her wicked plan.
Pulling her mouth back from his, she looked down before saying with exaggerated sweetness, "Oh my God, look how big you are now, little boy. You must really like mommy playing with that little cock of yours, huh?"
Giving him a sly smile, she added, "Hmm, but I guess it's not so little anymore, huh?"
Smiling, she leaned toward him, supporting herself with both arms on the chaise before whispering, "But I wonder if your mommy was to show off her big boobies for her sweet little Jimmy, yeah, I wonder if it might help make that cock of his even bigger."
"I would like to find out," he whispered back as she sat back down on the chaise facing him.
Slowly, he hooked a pair of fingers inside the V-neck of her teddy, one on either side, before she gradually pulled outwards. Eventually, gravity took hold, and her big tits came spilling out of her sexy white teddy.
Once more, Jimmy gazed at the awe-inspiring sight of his mom's nicely sized tits being put on full display—just for him.
Reaching out, she wrapped her hand around his throbbing member, causing it to increase its hardness by a factor of ten. As he played with her tits, this time without the pretty lace teddy in the way, she slowly began to stroke his cock, nice and leisurely like, until he started to groan and squirm.
She knew he was trying to make things last as long as possible, while also knowing if she put an effort into it, i.e., started stroking his cock faster and faster with a more serious purpose, she would have him spewing cum in less than ten seconds.
Instead, she came up with what she hoped would be a much more pleasant way to make her young son blow his top.
Pulling back from him, she climbed to her feet.
"Mom . . . why did you stop . . . I was almost there," he whined.
"I know you were honey, but your mom has thought of a much nicer way to make her young son come, so do me a favor and don't ask any questions, but instead just go over to your mom's vanity table and bring the chair over here so you have someplace to sit."
He obeyed her, swallowing the questions he had about what she was up to.
As he obeyed her orders and went to retrieve the chair, she took the moment to tuck her tits back inside her sexy teddy.
After he carried the chair over, at her direction, he placed it in front of the chaise lounge toward one end.
Positioning herself directly in front of him, she began the next round of his teasing by whispering, "So Jimmy, I bet it was a hard week for you, watching your mom strut around in her sexy bikinis all week, huh?"
"Yes . . . it . . . Hmm, was."
"And when you went to bed at night, after watching me run around in one of my bikinis, what exactly did you do? Hmm, did you maybe dream what it would be like to get a glimpse of your Mommy's nice tits?"
"I did," he admitted.
"And I bet as you dreamed about seeing them, you began touching yourself down there?"
"Y-yes," he admitted again.
"So show me now . . . I want to see you touching yourself, honey. Go on, take off your underwear first, though, as they will only be in the way. Here, let me help."
After he stood up, she practically clawed off his briefs before pushing him back down onto the chair.
Reaching over, she grabbed the bottle of lube she had retrieved from the nightstand as he dragged the chair back across the room.
"Hold out your hands," she demanded.
After squirting a generous amount of the slippery lube on both of his hands, she whispered, "Now play with yourself, baby. Mommy wants to see her little boy get all nice and big and hard, just for her, and don't stop until you are all big and hard . . . and this is most important . . . . Whatever you do, don't get carried away and make yourself come."
Jimmy reached down and began stroking himself as he stared at his mom's gorgeous body. In particular, those spectacular tits of hers demanded his attention, especially since they were being shown off so nicely by her sexy teddy.
"That's it, baby, keep stroking yourself for Mommy while dreaming of seeing her boobies for the first time like you did in bed all alone, all week."
She watched, her eyes focused like lasers on his cock, as he stroked it with the most desperate of looks on his adorably cute face.



Deciding to be merciful, she whispered to him, "I think you are big and hard enough now, baby, to stop."
Jimmy let out a sigh of relief as he stopped stroking his cock. While he wasn't really that close to coming, hmm, unexpected accidents still sometimes happened.
She leaned back on the armrest of the chaise before whispering, "Now I am going to fulfill your fantasy by letting you see your mom's big tits in all their naked glory. Pretend for our little fantasy, you are seeing them for the first time, honey."
"OK," he whispered as he watched her reach up and untie her teddy from around her neck. Slowly, ever so, she dragged the white lace teddy down until her tits came into full view.
Crossing her hands in front of her, the white teddy dangling from them, she seductively tilted her head to one side before whispering, "So do you like them, baby... now that you are seeing them for the first time."
"Oh my God, yes," he croaked.
"Are they nice?"
"Mom, they are gorgeous and . . . and so big and beautiful and . . . and I think you have the most magnificent tits in the world," he gushed.
"Hmm, your praise does wonders for my self-esteem, baby, and should be rewarded, so go ahead and do me a favor and tuck those restless, curious hands of yours under your butt where they will be nice and secure and won't get into any kind of trouble."
Again, he did as she demanded, tucking his hands under his butt.
"Now close your eyes and try to relax, honey, as your mommy is going to give you a nice big reward for all the nice things you said about her boobies."
Marcy stood up before moving close to him. She slipped one hand around the back of his head before slowly pulling it close to her bosom.
Jimmy let out a soft sigh when he felt the warm flesh of his mom's beautiful tits being pressed against his face, but what was not soft was the way his cock was becoming painfully erect as she continued this soft teasing game of rubbing her tits in his face.
"You like that baby . . . Mommy rubbing her boobies in your cute little face . . . tell me you do . . . Please."
"I do..." he nearly gasped as she continued to rub her tits in his face enticingly.
"Do you wanna see how your mommy's boobs look . . . Hmm, up close and personal, baby?
Again, he replied with a definitive, "Yes."
"Then you can go ahead and open your eyes."
His eyes flickered open; they were mere inches away, and up close like this, the view was nothing short of spectacular.
As she ran her fingers lightly through his hair, she whispered, "So do they still look nice this close up, sweetie?' she cooed to him.
"Oh my God, yes, Mommy. They look perfect."
Pulling back some, she whispered, "So besides dreaming of seeing your mommy's boobies all week while you were alone in your bed, did you fantasize about anything else... Hmm, like maybe playing with them some, Jimmy?"
"I did . . ."
"I bet that makes you all nice and hard down there, huh... thinking of playing with your mommy's big, beautiful boobies?"
"It did . . ."
"Well, you've been such a good little boy in enduring your mommy's teasing that I guess you deserve a reward so... Hmm, you can go ahead and pull your hands out, and then mommy will let you play with her boobies some."
He let out a shaky breath as he quickly yanked his hands out from under his butt before bringing them slowly up to her chest.
Knowing how it would excite them both, she doubled down on the idea of him still being a sweet, innocent young virgin when she whispered, as his hands drew nearer, "You never touched a woman's boobies before, huh, baby?"
"No, Mommy," he quickly replied as he was, indeed, enjoying pretending they were being naughty for the first time now.
Carefully, so very carefully, Jimmy ran his hands all over his mom's tits, treating them as if they were the most fragile things in the world, and when he lightly flickered his fingers over and across her nipples, he watched as they almost instantly became erect.
"Oh, sweetie, that feels good, you're playing with your mommy's nipples."
"Does it?" he asked shyly.
"Hmm, yes, they are very, very sensitive, you know, hon?"
"They are?" he again responded in his best, most bashful voice.
Using his thumbs, he playfully batted her fully erect nipples back and forth several times before dropping his hands down and cupping her sizable breasts.
He jiggled them up and down in his hands so tenderly that it caused her to let out a noticeable sigh.
Wanting more, Marcy grabbed his hands before kissing them lightly, each in turn, and whispering, "Do you wanna suck on them, sweetie. I bet you do, I bet you dreamed of that alone in bed more than anything."
"I did and I do, Mommy," he said as she pulled him to his feet. Still holding hands, she fell back onto the chaise, bringing him down with her.
As he sprawled on top of her, she whispered, in a voice husky with desire, "Go on, baby... suck on your mommy's boobies... all you want."
Bringing his mouth down, ramped up by her artful teasing, he began to suck on them with such passion and fury that he reminded her of a ravenous wolf.
Marcy closed her eyes, thrusting her tits up for the wolf to enjoy as she whispered, "That's it, baby... suck on them... show mommy how hungry you are for her big tits."
His mouth flew from one large mound to the other as he mixed in a wild array of passionate kisses with his wild and out-of-control suckling.
Marcy allowed him to get his fill of his crazed passion for her breasts, but when she felt his stiff cock being pressed against her thigh, being humped against her thigh, she knew he was about to explode.
Not wanting him to come like that, she pushed his face lightly off of her tits before whispering, "Take a break, baby, and stand up."
Although it was difficult, Jimmy managed to dial back his lust and pull his mouth off and away from her tits before slowly climbing to his feet.
"Now close your eyes and don't open them until I say, Jimmy, as your mommy is going to prepare a nice surprise for you."
Grabbing the bottle of coconut oil, she brought it over to her chest before dumping a generous amount between her tits. She took a quick minute to rub the oil all over her boobs before she reclined back on the chaise, prone on her back.
Looking up at him, her eyes fell to his cock. It was jutting straight out from his body, and from this angle, it looked absolutely massive. In a voice quaking with desire, she whispered to him, "You can open your eyes now, hon."
His eyes flickered open, and when he saw her on the chaise, reclining on her back, those big tits glistening with unearthly beauty, his cock somehow grew even harder.
Making her voice as sweet as possible, Marcy offered him the ultimate prize. "I bet, besides seeing them, besides playing with them, and besides sucking on them, my sweet little Jimmy also fantasized about doing something else to his mommy's big boobies while alone in bed."
"I did," he admitted.
"Tell me, tell Mommy what else did you dream of doing to them baby?"
He almost blurted out the obvious answer, which was, of course, "fucking them".
But before he could blurt out this oh-so-obvious answer, he decided on a different tack. "I dreamed of making love to your boobies, Mommy," he answered quietly.
"Oh baby, that is so sweet . . . you want to make love to them . . . can you maybe show me how?"
Wanting to play things out to the hilt of being sweet, shy, and innocent, Jimmy said nothing while he just stood there shifting back and forth on his feet, looking down.
Finally, after a brief pause, Marcy said to him, "What's wrong, honey. Tell Mommy?"
"It's . . . it's just I never done that before . . . so I . . . I don't know how, really."
"Ahh, sweetheart, that is nothing to be ashamed of. I mean . . . as long as you really want to, you know, make love to my boobies, Mommy can help you some."
"You can," he said eagerly as he stared down at her tits, allowing his desire to grow.
"Yes . . . so c'mon don't be shy . . . come over here and crawl up on top of your mommy and then she'll tell you what to do next."
"OK," he said, moving over to her and carefully positioning himself to straddle her around the tummy.
"Now lift some and then scoot forward so that big hard cock of yours can nestle itself right there . . ."
Smiling, she pointed to her chest; to the valley between her twin peaks that is.
He did as she suggested, and once his jutting hard cock was just hovering over the middle of her chest, she whispered, "Now lean down some so it's directly in between them, hon."
He tilted himself forward, his heart trip hammering inside his chest as this part of their fantasy was true—he had never titty fucked a woman before.
Once his cock was resting in between her tits, Marcy, using both of her hands, squeezed her tits together.
Jimmy let out a pronounced sigh as he felt his stiff cock being enveloped inside all that warm, slippery tit flesh.
"Now go ahead and pump your hips forward and make love to them baby . . . slowly and softly."
Jimmy let out a deep sigh as he pushed his cock forward and back again. It slid easily in between her well-oiled tits, and the feeling, oh God, it was nothing short of heavenly.
Propelling his hips forward, again and again, Jimmy watched, utterly fascinated by the way his cock slid up and down, between his mom's tits.
"That's it, baby... nice and slow... make love to them..." she whispered even as she started to maneuver her own chest up and down some.
"That feels good, baby, huh... making love to mommy's big boobies?"
"Oh God, yes," he truthfully admitted, never having known anything could feel so good.
It only took another soft push or two, up and in between her tits, before he started to lose control, though.
She noted how he was picking up speed now, and wanting to urge him on, she whispered, "Go ahead, sweetheart, and begin... begin fucking them if you want . . . don't hold back."
Her words were akin to letting the dogs loose as Jimmy did, in fact, lose control then.
Not holding back, he started to pump his hips forward, harder and faster each time.
"That's it, baby . . . fuck 'em. . Harder, baby . . . harder!!" she cried out.
Jimmy bit his lip, trying to forestall the inevitable for as long as possible as he drove his cock, harder still with each successive thrust, in between those glorious twin mounds of hers.
Marcy made sure to keep her tits pressed tightly together so he had a nice tunnel of warm, slippery tit flesh to fuck.
It didn't take long then for the inevitable explosion to occur.
Knowing he was near, Marcy growled to him urgently, "Go on, baby, come... come all over your mommy's boobies."
Jimmy grunted as he slammed his cock up between her tits, one last time, before the most powerful orgasm of his young life swept over him.
His muscles turned to jelly as the first spurt of cum jetted out, followed by a second, coating her upper chest. Losing control, he found himself basically collapsing down and onto her.
She held him tight as he rested there, quivering from the aftereffects of his powerful orgasm.
Marcy let a few quiet minutes pass. "Time to get up, baby," she whispered in his ear.
"OK," Jimmy mumbled.
After he got up and into a sitting position, Marcy looked at him teasingly, "Well, that was nice, huh, Jimmy," she remarked as she looked down at the large splotch of cum that was busy drying on her chest.
"Yes, but... but I still want to make love to you."
"Even after mommy has already made you come twice, baby," she said as she ran her hand through his hair.
He nodded, holding his breath and praying she would approve.
"Well, why don't you go out to the hallway bathroom and freshen up a bit by splashing some cold water on your face and then go and relax in your own room for a few minutes, at least twenty minutes anyway, and after you've recovered, your strength come back to my room and I will be waiting for you."
"OK," he happily agreed as he climbed up off the chaise and headed, his heart singing, out to the hallway and down to his bedroom.
After putting on a fresh pair of boxers and a T-shirt, he waited nearly twenty minutes before exiting his bedroom and heading for her room. At her bedroom door, he knocked softly, and after she told him to come in, he slipped inside her bedroom to find the most enchanting sight of his young life.
She had taken the time to turn off all the lights and then light no less than two dozen small tea light candles, scattering them throughout the bedroom, giving the room a soft, romantic glow that made his heart ache with love for her.
Adding to the romantic atmosphere was some low, melodious music from her phone, which came from somewhere close to her nightstand.
But all that was just a bit of charming trimmings only as the absolute crème de la crème was her and what she was wearing.
Marcy was reclining against a pillow in the middle of her bed, propped up against the headboard. She had on an absolutely gorgeous dark red corset with black piping that ran all along the edges and up the middle of the sexy strapless corset. Matched with the sexy red corset was a pair of black stockings attached by a garter belt to the corset. As for her panties, he actually couldn't tell one way or the other about them as she had her legs crossed.
Adding to her alluring appearance was the way she had pinned her pretty hair up, giving her a more sophisticated look that she wore well. Finally, he noted the silver choker she had on around her throat; it looked good on her while giving the impression of expensive class.
Jimmy paused at her doorway, drinking the delicious scene in with his hungry eyes for a long moment or two before she gave him a soft smile and, saying nothing, she pointed at him before waggling a finger, indicating he should come closer to her.
Not wanting to risk bursting this most alluring fantasy by moving too fast, in case he was dreaming, he slowly crossed the room toward the bed.
As he drew nearer, she rose onto her knees. Once he was near her bed, she tilted her head seductively before saying in a throaty whisper, "Do you like what your mommy is wearing, sweetie?"
He took a quick moment to compose his thoughts as his eyes skated up and down the sexy corset before pausing as they slipped down past her waist. Jesus, she wasn't wearing any panties at all!
"I... I like it... a lot," he finally managed to stammer as his eyes ogled her bare pussy.
"Hmm, I thought you might, baby, and that's why mommy bought it... just for you," she told him before reaching out to him.
Grabbing his hands, she pulled him closer before dropping her hands down to the edge of his T-shirt. "Here... let's get this off of you first," she whispered before helping him strip off his T-shirt.
After tossing the shirt onto the floor, she said, "Do you like your mom's hair pinned up like this, Jimmy?"
"Actually, I do, Mom. I mean, it makes you look, hmm, classy and sophisticated. Reaching out, he touched the silver choker. "I like this too. It looks good on you."
"It was my grandma's, actually, and has been passed down through the generations. I only wear it on very special occasions... like when my adoring son is about to spend the rest of the night making love to his mother."
"Oh God, Mom," he whispered, "Please let me . . . Pretty please, Mommy."
"Hmm, I do love it when my little boy begs for something, but before he is allowed to make love to his mommy, he has to warm her up some."
"I will. I promise," he whispered back.
"And just how would you start warming your mommy up, sweetheart, by giving her some nice kisses like this, maybe . . ."
She stretched her arms out, putting them around his shoulders before drawing him into her embrace.
They shared dozens of soft, loving kisses as both their hearts began to fill with the forbidden love they felt for one another. As they kissed, his hands came up, pawing at her tits through the corset.
Marcy pulled back then, before things could spin out of control. Giving him a sly smile, she brought her hands up near her tits before whispering, "Hmm, I can tell by the way my baby was pawing at his mommy's tits he probably wants to suck on them again?"
"I do..." he answered in all honesty.
She held her pose, he hands over the top edge of the corset, a knowing smile on her pretty face, before she sank backwards. Reclining once more against the headboard, she whispered, "Well, maybe if you spend a few minutes cuddling with your mommy and sharing some more sweet little kisses, she will let you play with her boobies some before letting you suck on them, baby."
"I like cuddling with you so . . ."
"Then join me on the bed and show me, sweetheart."
He crawled up onto the bed and snuggled up next to her. Using one finger, he slowly traced a zigzag pattern on her bare shoulders above the corset as he softly lay his head against her chest.
Using one hand around the back of his head, she pressed his face tight against her chest before whispering, "Mommy loves her baby Jimmy so much."
He looked up at her, smiling faintly before whispering back, "Show me."
Their mouths came slowly together, and as they began to share a series of passionate kisses, it seemed as if time stood still for them.
As they kissed, he dropped his hands down to her thighs. The stockings felt soft and silky, and the ongoing kisses they shared felt heavenly.
Finally, his mouth slipped down. Guiding by her hand, she pressed it against her throat and was rewarded when he started to spray it with a series of the most delicate kisses.
Again, guided by her soft hand on the back of his head, his kisses slipped further down as she sprayed the entirety of her bare chest just above the corset with kisses.
Gazing down at him, she watched in soft amazement at the gentle way he was spraying her chest above the corset with kisses. This stood totally in contrast with the rough way Roger had about him in their sex life. The truth was, if she had bought something sexy like this corset for him, he would have already roughly ripped it off of her, and without any thought of warming her up or about her needs, he would have already had her bent over and been fucking her hard and fast... before he came, and that was it.
The fact that Jimmy was showing such soft, gentle love for his mommy was a significant turn-on. As she looked down at him, he was now affectionately spraying the exposed cleavage above the corset with a tender array of kisses—her heart filled with absolute and total love for him.
"Hmm..." she whispered, as his kisses bumped up against the top edge of the corset, "I think some little boy thinks his mom's sexy corset is in the way of what he really wants to kiss."
"It is, Mommy," he whispered to her as he flickered his eyes up to look at her.
Their eyes met, and something deep, dark, and forbidden passed between their very souls. It was a message of illicit love, mixed with the deepest and fiercest of love between them.
As it washed over both of them, Marcy whispered to him, "Tell me, Mommy, where you want your kisses to fall next, honey? Here, maybe?"
Slowly, she pulled down on the top edge of her corset just enough to expose one of her delicious nipples to his hungry mouth.
His tongue flickered out, attacking the one exposed nipple as Marcy let out a soft sigh. After allowing him a few precious flickers of her tongue over her nipple, she wanted more, as she was sure he did.
Pulling back from him, she said, "So that hungry little mouth of yours has more room to roam, maybe your mom should just go ahead and undo her corset some for you, huh, Jimmy?"
"Please," he whispered back.
Marcy rose to her knees before turning to face him. Giving him an impish smile, she dropped her hands down to the top of the corset, and as he stared hard, his eyes fixated on her chest, she slowly undid one clasp after the other.



As inch by inch of her gorgeous breasts were exposed to him, Jimmy's cock started to grow bigger. Finally, after getting the top four clasps undone, she pulled the corset open, allowing him a nice view of her breasts.
Reaching out, she grabbed his hands, guiding them up to her tits.
"God, I love your tits so much, Mom," he whispered as he started to use both hands to caress them so very lightly, just as she loved.
After some tender caresses, he pulled his hands back slightly before extending his index finger. Slowly, he used it to circle her nipple, tweaking it ever so lightly as she let out a soft hiss.
"Oh God, baby, that feels good."
"It does?" he asked before bringing his second index finger up to give her other nipple the same tender treatment.
"Yes, you know how sensitive your mom's nipples are, sweetie?"
"Yes, I know," he said as he continued to use both fingers to stroke her nipples until they were both fully erect simultaneously.
"Please, baby," she gasped. His playful teasing of her nipples was making her lose control. "Suck on them . . . suck on my tits."
Slowly, he brought his face down, mere inches from her chest, ready to do her desperate bidding. He paused first, though, staring at her tits longingly, allowing his desire and her anticipation to build. From this close, her tits looked achingly beautiful.
He allowed another long second or two to pass before, finally, unable to take it anymore, he brought his hands up as he pulled back some.
He began by cupping them gently, juggling them a bit up and down in his hands before running his hands all over them with an infinite tenderness that Marcy loved.
She stared down at her chest, watching as her son's playful thumbs went to work, simultaneously batting at her nipples.
She allowed him to continue to play with her nipples until they were achingly erect. Finally, in a voice hoarse with desire, she whispered to him, "Come on, sweetie, and suck on them... suck on your mommy's big tits... please, sweetheart."
It turned him on to the Nth degree, hearing his mother beg for him to suck on her beautiful tits.
Obliging her, he quickly dropped his eager mouth to her tits and slowly started to suckle on them, one after the other, as the quiet stillness of her bedroom was filled with the soft sound of him suckling so very sweetly on her tits.
"Oh God, that feels so nice," she moaned as she shut her eyes and her head lolled back. my happily sucked on her tits with a growing passion that soon had his cock rock hard, but as much as he was enjoying feasting on his mom's tits, she was maybe enjoying it even more.
This became evident when he finally pulled back some, if only to catch his breath. She immediately reached out, snaking a hand around the back of his head before whispering harshly, "No... Don't stop, Jimmy. Your mommy wants more."
Forcefully, she pushed his face back toward her breasts. Bringing one hand up, she wrapped it around the back of his head while she put her other hand around her neck, thrusting her chest out some for him to enjoy.
Trying to please both their insatiable appetites for him to suck on her tits, Jimmy made sure to ramp up the passion to the highest level then. Almost desperately, he began to suckle on her tits with a wild desire that only served to turn them both on all the more.
Finally, after what seemed forever, she nudged his face away from her chest. "Stand up and take your underwear off for your mom . . . slowly, Jimmy, so she has a chance to admire what you are going to reveal to her."
After crawling off the bed, he stood next to it. Their eyes met as he slowly started to peel off his simple white cotton briefs.
Marcy smiled wickedly as his large cock sprang out from under the briefs. "That's nice, sweetie, you being all big and hard just for your Mommy."
Patting the bed next to her, she gestured for him to join her.
She turned, resting on her side, facing him as he crawled up on the bed next to her.
Reaching out, she ran her finger lightly along his cheek before whispering, "If you want to continue our sexy adventures, honey, you have to make your mom a promise. Here and now, I mean."
"OK, tell me," he whispered back, unable to imagine him not promising her anything in the world, if only it would make this mad, wild dream of theirs continue.
"First of all, you like your mommy's big tits, right?" she whispered to him softly.
"You know I do. You know, I think they are so utterly beautiful . . . just like you."
"Then promise me mine will be the only ones you will ever gaze upon, the only ones you will ever touch, the only ones you will suckle on, the only ones you will ever fuck . . . for the rest of your life."
He was about to answer when she quickly put a finger to his mouth, effectively shushing him.
"For the rest of your life, baby... that is a long time, but if you promise me this, I will make my own promise back to you. Would you like to hear what your mommy will promise in return?"
"Yes."
"If you promise me this, I promise in return that anytime we are alone and it's safe to do so, you will be free to reach out and take your fill of your mom's tits in any way, shape, or manner you desire. You don't even have to ask . . . they will always be there for your taking."
"No matter what you are doing at the time?"
"Yes, no matter what I'm doing at the time. I could be vacuuming, I could be doing the dishes, I could be outside lying in the sun, or just sitting idly thumbing through a magazine or watching TV, and my big boobies will be free for your taking."
Jimmy took a deep breath as he considered the implications of what she just told him. A second later, he reached out and, after taking her hands in his, he squeezed them tight. "I promise."
"Then so do I, baby," she told him before, naturally, guiding his hands to her boobs.
As they kissed again, slow and passionately, he gently fondled her tits. His kisses fell to her neck and then down the nice slope of her breasts.
Thinking of how, in the future, he could do this anytime he desired only turned him on all the more. Eagerly, he began to suck on her boobs with his hungry mouth, flying from one delicious mound to the other.
"Oh God, baby, that's it, keep sucking on them sweetie," she cooed to him as she ran her fingers through his hair. "Get me all nice and warmed up before you make love to your mom."
He suckled on them for a few more quiet seconds before pulling back. "Well, if you want me to get you warmed up, nice and proper, maybe I should do this..."
He pushed her over so she was leaning back flat against the headboard before using both of his hands, he gently spread her thighs wide open.
"Do you want your little boy to kiss his mommy... down there?" he asked sweetly.
Feeling frisky, Marcy reached down; using her fingers, she spread her pussy wide open for him.
As he stared spellbound at her delicious-looking, wet pussy she whispered, "Go ahead, baby... your mommy is wide open for business." What happened next was a whirlwind of utter and most forbidden passion between mother and son. Dropping his face between her thighs, Jimmy enthusiastically began licking his mother's gash with so much love and fervor that he soon had her squirming and moaning all over the bed.
After a long minute or two of this, he pulled back before aggressively grabbing her and pulling her up in a sitting position.
Marcy's heart raced as he, once a shy young boy, manhandled her into position, and after maneuvering himself behind her on the bed, he wrapped his arms around her from behind.
Dropping his mouth down, he rained an almost vicious series of kisses upon her vulnerable neck as he pawed wildly at her tits.
"That's it, baby . . . take me . . . make love to me hard and fast like I know you want to," she hissed to him.
Reaching back, she found his hardness before guiding it to her wet opening.
Jimmy thrust forward, hard and fast, making her moan loudly as he entered her.
Turned on beyond belief, Jimmy started driving his cock into her hard and fast straight away as he wanted to do nothing more than to hear her moan.
He was aptly rewarded when Marcy indeed began to moan loudly as her young son drilled her as hard and as fast as he could.
Gripping her around the hips, Jimmy pummeled his mother for a good minute or two before pulling out just before he was about to come inside of her.
"Get on your hands and knees, Mom," he barked at her.
Marcy quickly obeyed as she positioned herself exactly as he wanted.
Resting her head on the pillow, she lifted her ass in the air as she spread her legs a bit. After closing her eyes, she breathlessly waited to be fucked.
After positioning himself directly behind her, Jimmy took a long moment to admire the scene as he rubbed his hands all over her super nice ass.
"You want your baby boy's big, hard cock inside of you, Mommy," he whispered to her sweetly.
"Please, baby, put it in me. Now, I'm begging you to, baby. Mommy needs your cock inside of her so badly!"
Jimmy snuggled his cock right up to the moist doorstep of her pussy, and as his mom continued her pleas for him to "put it in her," he slowly counted to ten, and by the time he was done, his desire for her was at nearly unbearable levels.
Marcy squealed as her young son rammed his cock into her so hard it made the whole bed shake. And then he did it, over and over again, nearly taking her breath away.
After this initial burst of passion, it lasted a good thirty seconds or so, Jimmy slowed down until he was making love to her slowly and sweetly. It was sometime during this even-paced fucking he was giving her that Marcy tipped over the edge, experiencing the most intense orgasm of her life.
Knowing she had already come—she had told the whole world in a long, loud shriek—Jimmy let loose again as he began to frantically fuck her once more.
Gripping her hips, he pummeled his mother with a desperate series of hammer-like blows until he finally exploded deep inside of her.
The next morning, Marcy met Kate for breakfast.
"So how is Operation Summer Show Off going now, hon?" she asked quietly as they both sipped on their respective coffees.
Marcy smiled.
"That good, huh?" Kate asked with a smile of her own.
Marcy nodded her head yes while blushing.
"You are blushing, honey. Does that mean?"
"Yes," Marcy responded.
"And how was it?"
Marcy paused a long time before smiling and saying, "Well, other than him making his mommy come over and over again, so many times in fact that I lost count, it was just OK."
Kate smiled back at her before whispering, "I'm happy for you, Marcy."
"I'm happy for myself, Kate. Thank you."
Reaching out, they grabbed each other's hands before they both started giggling softly like a pair of naughty school girls.
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Adventures in Babysitting
Halloween 1998
Stevie's big sister, Alyssa, was a bit of a snotty bitch while possessing the dual qualities of being both a show-off and a tease to a very high degree. Worse still, much to both Stevie's irritation and delight, was how Alyssa seemed to take extra special pleasure in showing off for both him and his two best friends, Edgar and Francis.
Sadly, despite knowing they had no chance with her, all three of them, had major crushes on Alyssa. They were all eighteen years old and highly inexperienced when it came to girls, as most nerds were.
For Stevie, it was especially complicated, as his infatuation was the kind of all-consuming, hopeless crush a younger brother might develop for his hot older sister.
Alyssa, now twenty-two, was secretly working her way through college as a stripper--a fact unknown to her parents; and with her looks and attitude, she seemed ideally suited for the job.
She possessed an impressive mane of platinum blonde hair that framed a pretty face whose main feature was a pair of dreamy, doe-like, light brown eyes. In addition, Alyssa possessed a flawless, perfectly tanned complexion and a sultry, voluptuous figure. Her tummy was flat, her thighs nice and muscular, but it was her outsized tits that were her body's most prominent feature.
Not afraid to casually show them off when her parents were out, which was a lot since they both worked in excess of fifty plus hours a week, Alyssa thrived on the attention she received from both her little brother and his two nerdy friends. It was her tits, more than anything, which had captured the hearts and minds of Stevie and his two best and only friends, Edgar and Francis.
Unbeknownst to Alyssa, Stevie knew she worked as a stripper at Club Diamond because Edgar's older brother, Phillip, had seen her performance one recent late summer night. Knowing that his younger brother was infatuated with Alyssa, Phillip, as any good self-respecting older brother would, made sure to brag about seeing his brother's crush naked.
After Edgar heard from Phillip about Alyssa's impressive performance up on stage as a stripper, he naturally shared the news with his two best friends. All three of them, being admirers of her physique, would have eagerly snuck into the club one night to see her show--if not for the Club Diamond's over-twenty-one age restriction.
Instead, as September turned to October, they relied on their imaginative minds to picture what Alyssa and her alluring figure might look like in person.
One boring Saturday night, a week before Halloween, Francis--the imaginative one--devised a bold plan to catch a glimpse of Alyssa's beautiful naked body, finally.
After kicking around Francis's plan for a day or two, Stevie, who was the key to the whole thing working, eventually agreed to go along with it. His curiosity about his sister and desire to impress his friends outweighed his reservations.
Stevie waited until Saturday afternoon to approach his sister with the first step of Francis's plan.
He caught her alone in the kitchen and opened with what he hoped was an attention-grabber.
"Hey Alyssa, I just found out a juicy little secret about someone. You wanna hear it."
Alyssa sighed before turning to him. Dismissive as always to her younger brother, she snapped, "No, not really?"
"It's really juicy, Alyssa, my secret that is."
Alyssa, hitting her little brother with her most sarcastic smile, snapped, "What kind of juicy secret could a nerd like you have, Stevie? Oh wait, did you, or one of your stupid friends, finally score with a chick?"
"Hmm, No, but thanks for the sarcasm. I will have to remember how to use that same cutting sarcasm the next time you ask me for help in completing one of your assignments for Pinewood."
Alyssa was taking classes at Pinewood Community College to become a Certified Nursing Assistant. Over the past two years, she had often come to her bright younger brother for help with challenging assignments.
This was typical for them--Stevie had helped Alyssa with homework since she was in high school and he was in junior high.
Remembering this inconvenient fact, Alyssa quickly softened her tone. "Fine, you're right. I'm sorry."
Plopping down at the kitchen table, Alyssa added, "Let's hear your juicy secret, little brother."
Stevie settled down across from her at the table, and as he attempted to keep his eyes off her chest, she was wearing a super-tight T-shirt, he launched Phase One of Francis' plan.
Dropping his voice to a low whisper, he said, "I know you are a stripper, sis?"
Alyssa's pulse quickened; she hadn't expected to hear that her little brother knew her secret.
"You haven't told Mom and Dad, have you? Please, they will freak out if they find out I'm a stripper."
Stevie resisted the urge to smile, as he liked the slightly desperate tone in his sister's voice.
"No, I haven't told them, but your secret is not entirely in my hands, Alyssa."
"Who else knows then? And how do you know? I mean, the club I work at is twenty-one and over, so..."
"Edgar's older brother saw you, and he told Edgar, who, yeah, told me and Francis."
"So just you and your ner..." Alyssa cut herself off abruptly, as she was going to say 'your nerdy friends' before deciding she better cool it on the insults. "So just the three of you know?"
"Yes, well, and Phillip, but he was only in town for the weekend before flying back to his job out in California, but anyways, me, Edgar, and Francis won't spill your secret if you do something for us."
"Wait... are you blackmailing me, Stevie?" Reaching out, she used one hand to stroke his face. "Come on, Stevie, that's not like you. You're always so sweet with me."
"I am sweet, Alyssa. But lately, it feels pretty one-sided."
"Well, what do you want, Stevie?" Alyssa prompted.
"It's what we want, actually."
"We?"
"Yeah, Edgar, Francis, and me."
"OK, what do the three of you want?"
"Just a little favor."
"What kind of little favor, Stevie?"
"We want you to babysit tonight. Edgar's mom and dad are out of town for the weekend, and he is supposed to be watching Melissa."
"Melissa... that's his little sister, right? She is what... like five or six years old?"
"Melissa is four and really easy to babysit. We have something important tonight, so can you help us out? It's got to be someone we trust, or Edgar won't agree."
"Stevie, I'd usually say yes, but it's Halloween and I have a party I am supposed to go to."
"We could be back by ten, so you can still make your party."
Alyssa sighed. "Yeah, but the party is across town and I'll be late."
"We'll pay you, and I'll help with your assignments for the next three months."
"How much will you guys pay me?"
"Say like, two hundred dollars?"
Alyssa looked unimpressed and shook her head firmly no.
"Three hundred?" he offered.
"Five hundred."
"Four hundred now, and I have the cash with me."
Stevie pulled out his wallet and dropped four one-hundred-dollar bills on the table, then fished a joint from his shirt pocket. "You can have this, too. It's really good stuff, Alyssa."
"Wait, you have weed, Stevie? Where did you get that from?"
"Edgar lifted it out of his older brother's stash this morning. It's part of our offer."
"I guess you know I smoke weed, huh, Stevie?"
"Yeah, I'm not clueless... like Mom and Dad."
"OK, deal," Alyssa said, scooping up the cash and joint. "But you have to promise all three of you won't say anything about my secret. And what about trick or treating? Will I have to take her?"
"No, Edgar is going to take her around early, so that will already have been taken care of."
"So deal?" Stevie said
"Yeah, deal, but you guys better keep your word and say nothing."
"Don't worry, we will, and you should smoke the joint, like tonight after putting Melissa to bed."
"Why?"
"In case you want to buy a small bag or something of the stuff. That way you'll know how good it is before you go to your party."
"A small bag... Jeez, how much did Edgar steal from his brother?"
"Just enough for us to have a little, but not so much that he will notice. I only tried a little, Alyssa. It's really good."
"I didn't know you smoked weed, Stevie," Alyssa said, genuinely shocked. She'd always thought of her nerdy younger brother as being completely straight-laced.
"If it's that good, maybe I should wait until my party, since I gotta drive and I really don't like driving when I'm stoned."
"Yeah, true." Stevie pulled out two twenties. "Cab fare, both ways. So you won't have to worry about driving stoned. Try it. If you like it, you can get more from Edgar when we get there, before you head off to your party."
"OK, sure, I'll try it."
Stevie got up from the kitchen table, eager to report to Francis and Edgar how perfectly Phase One of their plan went.
Halloween Night 8:38 pm
Edgar lived two streets over from Stevie, and as the three of them walked the dark, lonely street toward Francis' house, they noted how the trick-or-treating had pretty much dried up already for the evening.
"OK, time to get into our costumes and then put Phase Two of our plan into action," Francis told his two co-conspirators.
"You did put them out, right? And the voice modulator, too?" Stevie asked as they approached Francis' house.
"Yeah, they're in the garage. You called your sister already, right?" Francis asked him.
"Yeah, I called her from my house right before I left."
"And what about the joint. Has she smoked it yet?"
"She took her first hit right before I called. She was smoking as we talked."
"And she already put my little sister in bed, right?" Edgar asked.
"Yeah, she told me she sent her to bed around eight fifteen," Stevie told his friend. "So we should be in the clear, right, Edgar?"
"Yeah, my little sister..." Edgar grinned. "She always falls asleep right away, and once she is asleep, she's out cold and could sleep through a hurricane, so we're good. But remember, if she wakes up and comes downstairs during our plan, we'll have to scram right away. Got it."
"Of course," both Stevie and Francis sang out as they slipped into Francis' garage.
The gang's de facto leader, Francis, wore a Ghost Face costume with a voice modulator so he could do all the talking, while Stevie dressed as Michael Myers in a blue jumpsuit and white mask. Edgar, after some indecision on what to wear, finally decided on a Jason Voorhees costume.
After picking up the weapons they had stashed earlier that afternoon in the garage, the trio headed out.
They crossed the street and headed toward Edgar's house, where they imagined Alyssa would be relaxing in the front living room, watching TV and getting stoned.
After making a quick phone call to one of her friends, advising her she would be arriving at the party around eleven or so, Alyssa settled down on the sofa to smoke some more of the joint.
After taking a pair of small tokes, Alyssa smiled as she was catching a nice buzz thanks to the weed being as good as advertised by her little brother.
As she sat there, enjoying her nice buzz, it came to her how she might have a bit of teasing fun with her brother and his two friends once they arrived to relieve her of her babysitting duties. Hopping up from the sofa, she grabbed her overnight bag, which contained her Halloween party clothes for later that evening, and went to the downstairs bathroom.
In the bathroom, knowing she'd have an audience later in the evening, and ever the show-off, Alyssa decided her casual outfit needed an upgrade in the sexiness department.
She had entered the bathroom, dressed casually in a pair of dark sweatpants, a loose-fitting white T-shirt, and a dark green button-up sweater. After exiting the bathroom, she had replaced the sweat pants with a tight blue jean skirt and added a pair of white thigh-high stockings.
Before putting the green sweater back on--feeling naughty, after all, it was Halloween--Alyssa removed her bra from under her white T-shirt.
But after checking herself in the mirror, she was disappointed that her loose-fitting T-shirt significantly detracted from her overall sexy appearance.
Well... why not? Alyssa thought as she admired herself in the mirror. If you are going to tease them, do it in spades.
Smiling at her reflection, she quickly took off the sweater and T-shirt, and after packing away the shirt, she put the green sweater back on.
"There, that's better," she said after leaving the top two buttons of the sweater undone, allowing a bit of her tremendous cleavage to be put on full display.
8:55 pm
Alyssa was once again relaxing on the sofa, anticipating how her little brother's two friends--and even her brother himself--would react when they arrived.
The fact was, Alyssa had long suspected the three of them suffered from having secret crushes on her. Knowing it was probably not really all that nice, but simply unable to help herself, Alyssa did nothing to dissipate said crushes on her.
Of her three secret admirers, Stevie was the one she enjoyed teasing the most... maybe because he was her little brother, making the teasing all the more exciting simply because of its naughty nature.
9:02 pm
Alyssa was buzzing nicely while relaxing on the sofa when the front doorbell echoed throughout the quiet house.
As she hopped up to her feet, a trio of loud voices yelling "trick or treat" rang out from the porch. Alyssa sighed; earlier, she and Melissa had been busy handing out candies left and right, but shortly after eight pm, the flood of trick-or-treaters had quieted down to a mere trickle, and after another ten minutes, had pretty much died off completely.
Alyssa opened the door and smiled at the older trick-or-treaters. "Thought all the little monsters had gone home already," she said to them with a smile.
The one in the Ghost Face mask replied, in a modulated voice, "Yeah, all but us."
Alyssa smiled. "Cool, you even have the voice-changing thing. You sound just like the villain dude on Scream."
"Got his knife too, little girl," he said as he flashed a large eight-inch carving knife.
Maybe if she weren't stoned, the large, menacing-looking knife would have caused alarm bells to start clanging in Alyssa's head. Instead, the Ghost Face character flashing his, all too real, knife only made her giggle before she opened the door wider.
"Hmm, that is a big knife, but..." she cooed, "I'm not such a little girl, you know?" Wanting to underscore the fact she was not "a little girl," Alyssa smiled at them before thrusting her chest out.
"Oh yeah, I think the babysitter puts the treat in trick or treat," Ghost Face replied before turning to his partner and saying, "Don't you think?"
Stevie, his nerves on edge and his eyes stuck on his sister's chest, barely nodded his head yes as Alyssa turned to grab some candy from the bowl still sitting there by the front door.
"So I'm right? You are babysitting, huh?" Ghost Face said as she dropped a pair of small candy bars in each of their orange pumpkin-shaped baskets.
"Yeah, but not for much longer."
"Parents be back soon?" Ghost Face replied while wishing Edgar would hurry up with his part of the plan.
Just as his friend was hoping he would hurry up, Edgar was then wrenching open the panel door on the electrical box around on the far side of the house.
Scanning it, he finally located the switch to turn off the power in the downstairs part of the house.
"No, not my parents, this is not my house. My little brother and his dorky friends are coming to take over babysitting for me. Should be here pretty soon, I hope..." Alyssa said just as she started to close the door.
"Wait, can... can the pretty babysitter give us some more candy... Please, since we are the last trick or treaters you're probably going to get tonight, and no use saving it," Ghost Face said while silently cursing Edgar for taking so long to kill the power.
"I suppose," Alyssa said with a sigh. "Yeah, no use saving it right?"
After scooping out the four remaining bite-sized candy bars from the dish, she dropped two each into their baskets, where they landed with a dull thud.
"Thanks," Ghost Face said just as the lights all went out, plunging the downstairs into darkness.
"Oh shit, the power just went out, I gotta go see about this..." Alyssa said as she started to shut the door.
Stevie, wearing heavy work boots, jammed his foot in the door, just in time to keep it from shutting, as Ghost Face took a step forward, ramming the door open further with his shoulder.
"Hey, what are you two doing?" Alyssa squealed as she was caught completely off guard, staggering backwards into the house.
There was just enough light, streaming in through the front picture window from the street light directly outside the house, for Alyssa to see them as they stepped inside.
Slowly, not in a panic as she was too high to do that just yet, Alyssa backed away from the front door. One of them slammed it shut while the other darted over to the picture window before yanking the curtains closed.
"What do you want... Are you trying to scare me, huh?" Alyssa calmly told them while trying to keep a lid on the rising panic that was just now beginning to worm its way through her hazy buzz.
When they didn't respond, she continued to back up toward the kitchen slowly. There was still some light coming down the stairs from the upstairs hallway light she left on for Melissa's sake-- in the unlikely event she woke up and had to use the bathroom-- for Alyssa to make out the intruders' dark outlines as they stood, just inside the house and past the front door, unmoving-- thus far.
She took another step back before quickly turning, intending to make a mad dash into the kitchen before grabbing the phone and calling 9-1-1. Her mad dash lasted for all of three steps as she ran smack into another intruder.
Edgar, after flipping the breakers for the downstairs, continued around to the back of his house. Using his key, he unlocked the door that led from the backyard to the kitchen and let himself in.
He was emerging from the gloom of the kitchen when Alyssa suddenly turned and ran smack into him.
"Hey," she squealed as Edgar pushed her, causing her to tumble backwards, and into the onrushing Ghost Face and the other white masked character.
"Let go!" she whined loudly as the three of them manhandled her over to the sofa before roughly pushing her down. Usually, she would have put up more of a fight, but the half of joint she smoked had dulled her senses to the point where she had very little fight left.
"Better be quiet, as you don't want to wake up whoever that is you are babysitting, little girl."
Alyssa was actually thinking about screaming then, but quickly nixed that idea as the only one that might hear her was Melissa, and what help would she be?
Instead, she decided maybe she could bribe her way out of this mess. Looking up at the three of them, she said, "Please... I... I have a lot of cash. A bit over four hundred dollars, I mean... take it and leave."
Ghost Face looked at his two companions; all three of them slowly shook their heads in the negative. "We don't want the babysitter's cash... we want something else."
She noted how the three of them seemed to be staring directly at her chest, causing something-- a quiet excitement, perhaps--to begin to take hold of her heart. As they continued to focus their collective attentions on her chest, Alyssa sensed that maybe her three masked intruders wanted something a bit naughty in nature, and if she gave it to them, she would not be harmed.
The thought caused a cold chill of exhilaration to crawl up her spine, as Alyssa had always possessed a bit of a forbidden fantasy about being "taken advantage of" by multiple young men.



Ghost Face plopped down next to her, and as she shrank back from him, he brought his knife up to her throat while the other two just stood there dumbly looking on.
In the semi-gloom of the living room, she could just make out the dark outline of the blade advancing toward her, but as she started to raise one hand in an effort to push it away, the Michael Myers character reached down and grabbed her hand.
"Relax, and I won't have to use this," Ghost Face hissed at her before carefully pressing the sharp edge of the blade against her neck.
Alyssa did as instructed, immediately falling limp before whispering, "Yes, yes, see I'm relaxed..."
Ghost Face withdrew the knife from her neck just as he spied the fat joint her brother had supplied her with earlier, sitting there in the ashtray on the coffee table.
"But not relaxed enough still. Maybe this will help though..."
The joint was about half of its former size, and as he handed it to her, he said, "Light it and take a big hit or two. Do it now."
Alyssa took the joint from him, then grabbed the lighter and fired it back up, taking a significant hit, but after only a second or two, she nervously blew the smoke out.
Her rebuke came quick as Ghost Face snapped, "Take another hit and this time hold the smoke in..."
"OK, OK," Alyssa responded, taking another enormous hit from the potent joint. After holding the smoke in for as long as possible, she blew it out.
"Much better," Ghost Face told her as the other two nodded their heads in approval.
"Please, I need something to drink. Holding the smoke in that long hurt my throat."
"Good idea," Ghost Face said. Standing up, he gestured to Jason for him to come nearer. They moved slightly away from the sofa as Ghost Face whispered to him, "Do your parents have any alcohol to drink?"
"Just beer, probably. My dad drinks it all the time."
A minute later, Ghost Face was handing Alyssa a cold bottle of beer. "Here... take a big drink of this, and then you are going to take another hit, and after that you are going to take off that sexy little skirt of yours for us."
"I guess you guys are trying to get me wasted, huh?" she said as she took the beer.
"We could do worse than get the babysitter wasted," Ghost Face growled at her before flashing the knife in her face.
"Well, when you put it like that, getting wasted on beer and weed is not so bad, I guess," Alyssa responded as she shrank back from the knife being flaunted in her face before taking a couple of large swigs from the bottle of beer.
"Good... we understand each other," Ghost Face told her.
Reaching down, Jason and Ghost Face yanked her to her feet. "Now take off your goddamn skirt."
Alyssa glanced at them nervously; they were arranged around her in a small semi-circle and as she slowly stripped off her skirt she could feel their greedy eyes upon her.
The three of them all nodded their heads in approval at the exquisite-looking white lace thong panties Alyssa was wearing under her slutty little skirt.
Ghost Face gently pushed her down onto the sofa before he settled down next to her. Leaning in close, he whispered, "The truth is, we just want you to relax some more, is all... and then we'll leave after you show us a little something more."
To emphasize his point about relaxing, he picked up the joint and handed it to her.
Alyssa took another significant hit from the joint, once again holding it in, as they all continued to do nothing but stare at her. Picking up the beer bottle, this time of her own accord, she followed up her hit by taking three large swallows of cold beer, causing her buzz to be ratcheted up to the point where she was, in fact, getting wasted.
"What else do you want me to show you?" she asked, even as she had a fairly certain idea of what they really wanted to see.
Ghost Face looked at his two companions, and after they nodded, he leaned in closer to her.
"The three of us got lucky in trick or treating tonight in finding the pretty babysitter all alone."
"You did?" was all her drug-addled brain could think of as a reply.
"Well, it's Halloween... The night for tricks and treats, and since we tricked our way into your house, you must now be a good hostess and provide us with some treats."
"What kind of treats?" she warily asked.
Ghost Face gestured for Jason to sit down on the opposite side of Alyssa, and after he squeezed in next to her on the sofa, the final act of their wicked plan was about to be put into gear.
"Big treats, nice and round, and very tasty, I imagine. Now you should be relaxed enough from the beer and weed to... to unbutton that pretty green sweater of yours for us."
Alyssa took a deep breath; indeed, she was feeling pretty buzzed, hesitating only slightly before bringing her fingers up to the top button of her sweater.
She briefly looked around at them; they were all three staring directly at her chest-- just as she started to unbutton her sweater slowly.
Taking her time, Alyssa carefully unbuttoned the five large buttons that ran up the middle of the sweater, allowing it to part just enough to show off a considerable vertical length of her perfectly tanned chest.
Ghost Face nodded at Jason; reaching out, they both carefully gripped her sweater and slowly began to pull it open.
As her sweater was being pulled open, Alyssa brought her hands up, covering her exposed breasts some from their greedy eyes.
"Put your goddamn hands down," Ghost Face barked at her as he stared greedily at her chest.
Alyssa, knowing his proclamation would soon be followed by the threat of the knife, warily dropped her hands.
There was a long moment of silence, then as the three of them stared at her. Ghost Face was on one side of her and Jason on the other, while the third one, the one in the white mask and jumpsuit, must be Michael Myers, her drug-addled brain told her, stood in front of her.
All of them, from their respective viewpoints, did nothing more than ogle at her large breasts.
ing how the three of them were utterly mesmerized by her tits, Alyssa, thanks to being so buzzed, maybe, easily slipped into her teasing stripper personality.
"You like them, boys, huh... I can tell?" she whispered as she gave them a fetching look.
Speaking the truth for the three of them, Ghost Face quietly said, "God, they are so big and beautiful."
The other two nodded their heads eagerly in agreement. After all three of them did nothing more than continue to gaze longingly at her chest, the one in the plain white mask reached over, grabbing Ghost Face by the arm.
Alyssa pulled her sweater closed as she watched, curiously, while the three of them retreated across the living room.
Soon, they were engaged in what appeared to be a rather heated, whispered discussion.
"Look, guys," Stevie said, "We saw my sister's tits, just like we planned, just like we wanted to, so now we can go."
"No way, dude. I want more," Francis snapped at him before lowering his voice. "I mean, look at her. She is wasted so I'm thinking maybe we can do anything we want to her... and then leave."
"That's not part of the plan, though," Stevie complained.
"Plans change," Edgar said as he glanced back over at her. "I mean, God her tits are fucking fantastic and I ain't leaving until I, at least, touch them."
"Me neither," Francis quickly added.
Knowing how stubborn both his best friends could be when they got an idea stuck in their collective heads, Michael told them. "Fine, you guys cop your feels, and that's it, and then let's go. I'm going to go wait outside on the front porch, so hurry up."
"Why are you going outside?" Francis asked.
"Maybe because I don't want to see you taking advantage of my sister like this. We were only supposed to see them and nothing more."
"Yeah, well, like Edgar said, plans change, and it's not like we are going to hurt her at all, dude. We will be very gentle, for sure, but I gotta get a quick feel of those puppies, dude... sorry."
"Just fucking hurry. Remember, I told her we would be here by around ten thirty," Michael told them.
Checking his watch, Francis replied, "It's only nine forty, Stevie. We got plenty of time till ten thirty."
"Fine, but still I don't want any part of this," Stevie whispered as he opened up the front door. "I going to wait outside on the porch so just hurry and then let's go."
Edgar and Francis, both smiling under their masks, nodded at each other before turning and heading back to the sofa. They stopped just short of the sofa only to find that not only had Alyssa pulled her sweater shut, but she had also buttoned it back up.
Barking at her harshly, Ghost Face said, "Unbutton your goddamn sweater again."
Alyssa sighed as the reached up to start to unbutton her sweater but before she could even get past the first button Ghost Face told her, "Hey, stop. I got a better idea."
"You don't want me to unbutton my sweater now?" a surprised Alyssa asked. Thus far she had gotten the top button undone and no more.
They both nodded no before reaching down and yanking Alyssa to her feet. Ghost Face moved around so he was facing her while Jason maneuvered around so he was standing behind her.
Leaning in close, Ghost Face whispered to her, "Be compliant with us and we will be very gentle with the pretty, big titted babysitter. Understand?"
Alyssa quickly nodded her head in agreement.
"Now close your eyes and keep them shut as we both want some nice kisses from you so we'll have to take off our masks."
"OK," Alyssa said as her eyes fluttered shut. Then it hit her drug addled mind as her eyes few open.
"Where is the other one? The one in the white mask?" Worried about Melissa, she snapped harshly, "He better not have snuck upstairs and is there with Melissa! I swear if any of you touch her..."
"Shhh, Melissa is safe," Ghost Face cooed in her ear. "He is outside on the front porch standing guard so don't worry about him."
"Well I would feel better and more relaxed, like you both want, if you give me a minute to go check on her anyways."
When they both looked at each other instead of answering, Alyssa upped the ante. "I promise when I get back downstairs to not resist as you guys do... you know... whatever you want to me."
"Do whatever we want... and you won't resist?" Ghost Face anxiously asked. "Promise."
"Yes, I promise but only if you both promise to be, you know, gentle with me in whatever you do to me."
Ghost Face and the Jason character both looked at each other before eagerly nodding their agreement.
"Alright, so go with her, follow her up the stairs, make sure she doesn't get lost," Ghost Face said to Jason.
After buttoning her sweater up, Alyssa floated over to the stairs, she was really high, before carefully gliding up them with Jason in tow. Outside of Melissa's room, she turned to him, "Wait here... I'll just be a minute."
Alyssa quickly checked on Melissa. She was sleeping, peacefully as ever, totally dead to the world.
After exiting Melissa's bedroom, she found the Jason character anxiously pacing the hallway, waiting for her. Grabbing her arm, he guided her back down the stairs and to her wicked fate.
Ghost Face was waiting impatiently for them at the bottom of the stairs. "So is she alright and sleeping peacefully?"
"Yes."
"So our agreement is still intact?" Ghost Face asked as he reached out, grabbing her around the upper arm.
"Y-yes," Alyssa nervously answered as they both propelled her back into the front living room.
"Bring her over in front of the sofa," Ghost Face told his companion.
Once they reached the sofa, Ghost Face told Jason, "Hold her hands behind her back and make sure she stays still."
Leaning in close to her, Ghost Face whispered in her ear, "Close your eyes and don't open them until I say so and don't let me catch you trying to peek at us or it will be very bad for you. Understand?"
Squeezed in between them with one at her back, and the other in front, Alyssa was in no position to do anything but comply as she stammered out her nervous affirmation to keep her eyes closed.
Closing her eyes, she felt her sweater being unbuttoned, one slow button after another, before she felt it being carefully pulled open.
There was a quiet moment with nothing happening other than her having an acute sense that they were both staring, quite greedily, at her tits.
A hand touched her face, gently turning it back before she felt a tender kiss on her lips, and then another as her face was turned back the other way.
"God, you are so beautiful," Ghost Face whispered in her ear as the other one nuzzled her neck from behind.
"Thank you," she whispered just as she felt both their hands beginning to fondle her breasts.
Letting out a soft sigh of relief that they were, thus far, being gentle with her as promised, Alyssa felt her nipples becoming erect as one of them slowly flickered his fingers over them as the other cupped her breasts, squeezing them tenderly--just as she loved.
Their kisses, soft and tender, floated down to her neck and throat as the affectionate fondling of her breasts continued with a relentless and soft desire that showed no sign of abating anytime soon.
Despite the circumstances, Alyssa found herself slowly getting turned on by their tender affections to the point where she found herself whispering encouragement to them.
"You guys really like the babysitter's big tits, huh... I can tell."
"Yes they are both exquisite and grand and utterly beautiful like you," Ghost Face whispered in her ear just before turning her face toward him.
Their mouths came together then as they shared a smattering of light airy kisses.
Dropping down on his knees, Jason carefully hooked a pair of fingers under the waistband of her panties before slowly pulling them down.
Alyssa put up no resistance as she felt her panties being pulled down, and then off of her, just as Ghost Face arced his tongue deep in her mouth.
Without thinking about it, she responded by letting her own tongue go, and as her kisses with Ghost Face turned from tender to hot and passionate, Jason began to work a finger in and out of her already wet cunt hole, making her squirm as she stood there.
Dropping his hands down, Francis started to knead her tits with increasing passion as their kisses continued unabated.
Edgar was staring at her pussy with growing desire as he started to work his fingers inside of her, most eagerly now, just as Francis dropped his mouth down to her chest.
Alyssa, totally submitted then as she let her head loll back, just as she thrust her chest out, offering up her tits to their greedy mouths while floating along on a warm buzz of weed, wine, and passion.
The soft rain of gentle, sloppy, and most passionate kisses on her boobs, by both of them now, as Edgar rose to add his own greedy mouth to the mix, was making Alyssa moan helplessly with pleasure.
She felt both of her nipples being assaulted by a pair of wild and playful tongues as her soft moans increased in intensity. Circling her super-sized areolas, their tongues playfully assaulted her nipples with such passionate intensity that Alyssa's knees were about to buckle.
"Please, guys. I need to sit down before I fall over. Your kisses are making me weak."
They both pulled back before putting their masks back in place as they guided her over to the nearby sofa.
"You can open your eyes now and sit on the edge of the sofa, on your knees, facing us."
Alyssa complied, settling down on the sofa on her knees. Dropping her hands to her thighs, she stared up at them as they both stood there in front of her.
"What do you want me to do now?"
Ghost Face was quiet for a moment before he said, "Do you have any suggestions?"
Alyssa thought for a brief moment. She would obviously have to make them both come, as she could only imagine how hard they must be after what just happened.
"Hmm, if you get my purse, I... I could put some lotion on my hands and give you both nice hand jobs."
Ghost Face, spying her purse sitting on the end table next to the sofa, reached over and grabbed it before handing it to her.
Alyssa fished the lotion out of her purse, watching curiously as Jason whispered, quite spiritedly it seemed, in his partner's ear before they quickly separated.
Feeling lucky, or maybe disappointed, if she were being honest, that she might be able to get out of this by giving them both a couple of nice hand jobs only, Alyssa twisted the cap off the bottle of lotion.
But just as she was about to dump some of the lotion on her hands, Ghost Face barked at her, "Stop... don't put the lotion on your hands yet."
"You... you guys don't want a pair of nice hand jobs? I give good ones, you know."
Ghost Face quickly moved to the sofa before dropping down next to her. Leaning in, he whispered in her ear, "Jason wants something a bit more than a hand job from the pretty babysitter, I'm afraid."
"What... what does he want?' she answered, both afraid and excited all at once.
"He wants to fuck those big tits of yours, but he doesn't want me watching or even in the same room while he is doing it, so here is what you need to do. First, tease him a bit, I know you can do that, and then yeah, encourage him, in fact, beg him to fuck your tits, and while he is doing it, you'd better make it as nice as possible for him. I will be in the kitchen, not watching, but listening anyway. At first, he is going to act all shy like while seemingly being reluctant to do anything... it is all part of the game, though, so you need to encourage him, to seduce him even... Understand?"
Alyssa sighed before nodding her agreement.
She watched Ghost Face leave before turning her attention to Jason, who was standing there watching her.
Holding her hands out to him, Alyssa said, "Come closer, Jason... so we can talk for a minute."
He stood there, just staring at her for a long moment before he slowly approached her.
"So your friend, the Ghosty Face guy, told me what you want to do to me." Thrusting her chest out for all its worth, Alyssa tilted her head seductively as she dropped her voice to a whisper, "I'll let you, you know... fuck 'em if you want. I mean... that's what you want, right, Jason, to fuck the babysitter's big tits?"
He nodded his head yes.
"Well first I have to put some lotion on them to make them easier for you to fuck so..."
Alyssa squirted a generous amount of lotion out onto her hands before slowly bringing them up to her tits.
Looking down, she concentrated on rubbing the hand lotion all over her breasts in long, slow circles. Glancing up, she gave Jason, who was standing there fidgeting something awful as he stared at her, a sly smile before patting the sofa next to her as she whispered, "Maybe you want to sit down next to me, honey, and help rub the lotion on my boobies?"
Again, he paused for a long moment before he slowly moved to the sofa and sat down next to her. Taking his hands in hers, she turned his palms up, before grabbing the bottle of lotion.
"Yeah, the babysitter's boobies are really big, honey, so we will probably need some more lotion."
After squirting a substantial amount of the lotion onto his hands, she slowly twisted her body toward him before guiding his hands up to her chest.
Pressing his hands fully against her boobs, she whispered, "Go ahead, Jason, and rub the lotion into my tits and, hmm, take your time if you want, as I don't mind if you play with them some as you are rubbing the lotion in."
Jason eagerly nodded his head yes as she started to enthusiastically run his hands all over her tits she dropped her hands down to her thighs and out of the way, giving him full access to her tits.
Having a sixth sense about such things and based on the nervous, hesitant way he was fondling her breasts, Alyssa leaned in close to him. Whispering in his ear, she asked him, "Is this the first time a girl has ever let you feel her up, sweetie?"



She leaned back, waiting for his answer, and as he continued to carefully knead her breasts, he finally nodded his head yes.
"Hmm, you like them... they feel nice?" she asked just as he cupped them with both of his hands before bouncing them up and down playfully.
This time, there was no pause at all as he quickly, and most energetically, nodded his head yes.
She allowed him to rub the lotion in for a few more seconds before she whispered, "I think the lotion is all rubbed in nicely now, honey so why don't you stand up for me because I think it might be party time for you and that big hard cock of yours."
She smiled sweetly at him as he slowly climbed to his feet.
"Now turn and face me, sweetie, as the babysitter is going to unzip your jeans so she can see exactly what is going on down there."
Reaching out, she first undid his beltless black jeans before slowly pulling the zipper down.
Gripping both sides of his jeans and boxers, she gave a hard tug down.
Jason, quite naturally, was sporting a rather well-defined boner of relatively average size and length.
Giggling as she stared at his hard, twitching cock, Alyssa put a hand to her mouth before whispering, "Oh wow, there certainly is a lot going on down there, I see."
Scooting up to the very edge of the sofa, Alyssa turned her body so she was facing him squarely.
Reaching out, she slinked her hands around his waist, pulling him closer to her.
"Now just snuggle that big hard cock of yours up and in between the babysitter's tits, honey, and then I will do the rest... OK?"
Jason nodded his head yes as he used one hand to guide his throbbing member up and in between her tits.
Alyssa brought her hands up, placing them on the outer half of both her breasts before squeezing them together.
Jason let out a loud hiss as Alyssa's large tits quite literally swallowed his cock whole then.
"Hmm, you like that baby... like the way your cock feels between the babysitter's tits."
Jason let out an unintelligible grumble in response as Alyssa started to maneuver her upper body up and down slowly.
Easily, Jason's cock slid up and in between the well-lotioned valley of tit flesh. She smiled at him as she started to move her body up and down a bit faster, making him groan all the more.
Without giving it a conscious thought, Jason started to buck his hips up and down, causing his cock to spear up and down also. Yeah, fucking Alyssa's tits, his best friend's older sister's tits that is, was simply the most divine feeling Edgar had ever experienced in his young life and one that he had been fantasizing about for like... forever.
Reaching out, he used his hands to grip her shoulders to steady himself as wave after wave of pleasure washed over him. In a vain effort to forestall the inevitable, and make the blissful feeling last as long as possible, he bit his lip hard.
It helped for all of about three seconds, maybe, as just as he bit his lip, Alyssa started whispering to him, adding fuel to the raging fire.
"That's it, baby, fuck my big boobies... go on... fuck 'em harder, sweetie... come all over them... please."
Her words, combined with the way he was uncontrollably pumping his hips up and down in time in near perfect accord with the way she was maneuvering her tits up and down, caused his orgasm to come rushing home then.
Alyssa looked down at her chest just in time to see his cock come popping out from between her breasts. Dropping her chest down, her tits swallowed his cock once more. Just as he let out a loud grunt, she felt a warm geyser of cum being released in between her mammoth hills.
Pulling back, she giggled at the cum dripping down and in between her tits.
Thinking her giggling meant he did something wrong, the inexperienced Jason quickly yanked his boxers back up before stuffing his still semi-erect cock back inside.
Unknown to Jason, Alyssa pretty much always giggled when she made a man come hard. It was just something she did and had always done. A weird quirk some might call it.
Rising to her feet, she told him, "I'm going to the upstairs bathroom to clean your mess up and I suppose you want to follow me so I don't get lost, huh?"
Jason nodded before slipping behind her as she climbed the stairs.
After getting cleaned up, the two of them headed back downstairs to find Ghost Face waiting for them.
"Did she make you come?" he asked Jason.
Jason nodded yes before pointing to the kitchen.
"Yeah, it's your turn to wait in the kitchen. Same as you. I don't want you watching me or being in the same room."
Taking Alyssa by the hand, he led her over to the sofa before pushing her down on it.
"Now that it's your turn with me, what do you want?" she asked, more curious than nervous.
Ghost Face slowly reached out before extending a pair of fingers. Tracing a line across her lips, he whispered, "Babysitter has a pretty mouth. I bet it's nice and warm."
"You want to find out how nice, how warm, honey?" she asked.
Ghost Face nodded his head yes as Alyssa reached out to him with one hand. Dropping her hand down to his crotch, she felt around from side to side until she came across his cock. Even through the black robe and whatever he might be wearing underneath, his manhood felt both big and super hard.
"You want to lift your robe, so I can... You know... get it out and put it in my mouth. That's what you want, right?"
After nodding his head eagerly, he used both hands to pull up the black robe. Underneath, he was wearing a pair of blue jeans and wasting no time, Alyssa quickly undid his jeans before pulling his hardness out from his simple dark cotton briefs.
She slipped off the edge of the sofa, crouching down so she was at eye level with his throbbing, hard member.
"Go on, put it in your mouth," he hissed at her. Reaching down, he tangled one hand deep in her pretty blond hair just as she closed her eyes and opened her mouth.
Taking him in her willing mouth all the way, Alyssa started sucking on him straight away, almost like a woman possessed.
Ghost Face groaned loudly as the babysitter expertly sucked on his cock. It was, in fact, his very first blow job, and, finally he was able to understand what all the fuss was about when it came to getting a BJ.
After letting his manhood fall out of her mouth, she held it upright with one hand as her tongue darted out, lapping at the sensitive underside of his cock just below the bulbous head.
Her tongue slithered up and down the length of his cock, licking and lapping slowly and then faster, causing him to let out a series of audible groans.
Suspecting he wasn't going to last long, Alyssa took his cock back in her mouth before sucking on it vigorously. Just as she suspected he would, Ghost Face, within maybe ten seconds or so, let out a loud grunt before filling her mouth full of cum.
Alyssa looked up at him, smiling sweetly as she swallowed his cum. "That was nice, huh?" she whispered.
Ghost Face, for the first time, seemed to be at a loss for words as he quickly stuffed his cock back inside his jeans before zipping them up and letting his black robe drop back down in place.
Two down and maybe one to go, Alyssa mused silently to herself while wondering if she would even be "forced" to perform for a third time, considering how she had not seen the Michael character, not even once, since she showed off her boobs to all three of them.
"Go sit on the sofa and wait there quietly," he grunted at her before disappearing inside the kitchen. A second later, Ghost Face and Jason were hurrying across the room, heading toward the front door.
"Leaving so soon... but you two just came," Alyssa said before giggling at her little joke.
Ghost Face turned before barking at her, "Just sit there quietly, we aren't going anywhere... just yet."
Alyssa sighed as she watched the front door being opened, and then left open, before they both slipped out. Jason positioned himself half in and half out of the door, presumably to keep an eye on her.
"All done with my sister, guys?" Stevie snapped irritably at them.
"We are, but now it's your turn, Stevie," Francis said quietly to him. "Go on inside... she'll let you do whatever you want to her."
"Dude, that's my sister," Stevie whined.
"Well, don't think of her like that... think of her as the hot babysitter you've had a crush on all your life."
"I don't have a crush on her," Stevie shot back defensively.
Edgar leaned out toward the porch as he added his two cents to the mix. "Dude, you've had a major crush on your big sister for as long as I can remember... stop lying."
"Yeah, Stevie, you know that's true..." Francis added, "Heck, if my sister looked like that, I'd have a crush on her too."
Stevie said nothing in his defense because, basically, what they were saying was true: he did have a major crush on his big sister--for about as long as he could remember.
Slipping an arm around his shoulder, Francis told his best friend, "So go in and have some fun with her. She will never know it's you."
"I don't know... Let's get while the getting is good."
"See, I knew he would chicken out when it came time to be with a girl for the first time," Edgar snorted sarcastically from the doorway.
"I'm not chicken!" Stevie shot back angrily.
"Then go in there and get some. We will wait here on the porch, Francis said before adding another biting comment, "Yeah, I'm sure you won't be long."
Chiming in again from the doorway, Edgar added, "She will have you coming quicker than anything, Stevie."
Stevie sighed, realizing Edgar's comment might be his way out of this without losing face. "That's the thing, guys. I mean, it's already late. Remember, I told her we would be here around ten. And it's already almost that, I bet."
Francis pulled the sleeve of his robe back to check the time on his wristwatch. "Shit, he is right. It's already 9:40."
"So, she will have his inexperienced ass coming in all of thirty seconds, I bet," Edgar added mockingly from the doorway.
"Yeah, whatever, dude, but here is the thing, if I were going to do anything with Alyssa, I mean, you guys wouldn't understand this, but I... I love her and would want to take my time."
"How sweet," Edgar snorted.
Francis was quiet for a long moment before saying, "I have an idea that could give you a lot more time, Stevie, and, plus, I can arrange it so that things will be nice and romantic for you with her."
"How are you going to do that, Francis? How can it be anything but... but me coming in there and forcing myself on her? That's not fucking romantic in the least."
"That may be the ultimate truth, Stevie, but perception sometimes counts more than reality does. Just leave it up to me, and I will create a nice, quiet, romantic atmosphere for you where the reality of the situation will be easily blurred if not totally forgotten."
"Yeah, I know you are a genius with your ideas, Francis, but no matter what, she is expecting us by ten... and if we don't show up, maybe she will piece things together about who is taking advantage of her," Stevie whined.
"Lean in and listen to me, guys... I got that covered, too," Francis, the master of ideas, said happily.
The other two listened closely as Francis revealed his master plan to gain them more time with the "pretty babysitter".
"Now hurry... here is the key to my garage. Let yourself in quietly."
"What about your parents. What if they hear me?"
"They won't, trust me, they go to bed like clockwork every night by nine thirty, and upstairs in their bedroom, they won't hear anything, especially since they will have the TV on. They always fall asleep with the TV on."
"Alright," Stevie replied as Francis impatiently shoved a single key into his hand. "Remember, the phone is on the back wall next to my dad's workbench and right next to the door leading into the house. You've seen it, right?"
"Yeah, yeah," Stevie muttered as he dashed off the porch, heading across the dark, quiet street to Francis' house.
Alyssa sighed impatiently as she could hear them having an animated discussion out on the porch. Although they were talking way too low for her to hear anything that was being said, she still got the idea they were arguing with the third one, the Michael character that had been waiting outside all this time.
Finally, Ghost Face and Jason slipped back inside the house, and after closing the door, they advanced on her quickly.
In tandem, they both plopped down on either side of her. "Well, this has been fun, huh?" Ghostface said.
"Yeah, I suppose for you two," Alyssa responded sarcastically as she wondered what they were up to. "But you know you guys should leave, as my brother and his two dorky friends will be here soon."
Francis winced under his costume at Alyssa's biting remark. Not surprisingly, Alyssa's comment had the same effect on Edgar, too.
"Yeah, you are right, I suppose, and we are leaving, but we just wanted to come back inside and say goodbye... Isn't that right, Jason?"
Jason solemnly nodded his head as Alyssa snapped at them, "Well, you said your goodbyes, and I gave you both what you wanted, so go now."
Ghost Face slowly got to his feet, knowing the phone call should be coming in any time now.
Alyssa let out a sigh of relief, then as Jason also stood up.
Just then, the phone rang shrilly in the kitchen, but when Alyssa did not attempt to get up, seemingly content to let it ring, he snapped harshly at her, "Better go answer that or it might look suspicious..."
Reaching down, they both grabbed one of her arms before yanking her to her feet.
"C'mon... and if you don't mind, we are going to listen in to make sure you don't say anything you shouldn't."
"OK, OK, I'm going, "she whined as they manhandled her into the kitchen.
"Hurry up and answer it," Ghost Face barked at her, "And hold the phone out so we can hear too."
"Fine," Alyssa muttered.
"Hello."
"Hi Alyssa, it's Stevie."
Alyssa paused as she held her hand over the phone, whispering, "It's my brother."
"Talk to him," Ghost Face snapped.
"Hey Stevie, where are you guys? You are on your way, right?"
"Yeah, about that, sis. Sorry, we are going to be late. Edgar's piece of shit car broke down, and we are stuck across town. We called a cab, but they are busy and won't be able to pick us up for like an hour or so... maybe longer."
Francis and Edgar both smiled under their masks as Stevie was playing his role in Francis's genius plan perfectly.
"Shit..." Alyssa said as she glanced at both of her captors. "So I'm stuck here and am going to be late to my party."
"Yeah, afraid so. We will pay you some extra money, you know, for the inconvenience, but really I doubt we will be able to make it much before midnight."
"Tell him it's OK," Ghost Face whispered to her as he gripped her arm tightly and began to squeeze it in a threatening manner.
"It's OK, Stevie... just... you know," Alyssa nervously stammered as Ghost Face and Jason pushed against her menacingly. "Get here when you can."
"Alright," Stevie said from inside Francis' garage. "Bye and sorry... for everything, I mean."
Alyssa hung up the phone as Ghost Face snuggled up next to her, whispering in her ear, "Good news, huh. It's not even 9:45 yet, so I guess you have some free time on your hands before your little brother and his dorky friends get here."
"I guess so," Alyssa replied with a sigh.
Taking a step back from her, he outlined what would happen next. "As you might have noticed, the third member of our little raiding party has not had any fun yet with the pretty babysitter. That needs to change, especially since the truth is, he, among all of us, has the biggest crush on the babysitter."
"He does?" Alyssa numbly asked.
"Oh yes. He has been admiring the pretty babysitter, from afar and very discreetly, for years, and now you are going to fulfill his utmost fantasy by seducing him."
"I am?" Alyssa answered in that same numb voice as she was still trying to get over the shock of her wicked ordeal not coming to an end, but instead continuing.
Ghost Face quickly stepped up to her before flashing the knife in her face. "I hope that was a statement and not a question, as seducing him is of the utmost importance... to you and that brat's survival upstairs."
Although Alyssa was ninety-five percent sure that the Ghost Face character's words were just that, words, and that he would not harm either her, but most especially Melissa, she thought it would be best to play along, as she could not dare take the risk, no matter how small it was, that he was not bluffing.
"Yes, I'll seduce him, so please put your knife away, I don't need your threats. I will do whatever you guys want."
"Good," Ghost Face said as he took a step back. "So this is what I want you to do. Unlike me and Jason here, whose attraction to you is based on nothing short of lust, Michael's attraction to you runs... hmm, much deeper. Please take your time seducing him and do it both sweetly and slowly. Understand?
"Yes."
"And you need to know this. Our friend Michael is very innocent and sweet. He just turned eighteen, and he never wanted to go along with my plan to, you know, come in here and take advantage of you, but we pressured him into doing so, and he agreed, but very reluctantly.
"But he was inside earlier when you guys busted in," Alyssa snapped back.
"What are you trying to say?' Ghost Face barked right back at her.
"I guess I'm just saying he can't be all that innocent if he, you know, he busted into the house, is all. Plus, he hung out, inside, and watched me take off my sweater."
"Yeah, well, by his own admission, he has been dreaming of getting a glimpse of those big fucking tits of yours for like forever, so I guess he couldn't resist being at least not so innocent in that regard."
"I guess not," she said quietly.
"But remember, after that, he has been waiting outside all this time."
"Yeah, I know," Alyssa said, wondering who this person might be with such an intense crush on her.
"Anyways, I know my friend well and know he is still a pure untouched virgin, coz he is basically super shy around girls, so you will have to use all of her sexy charms to guide him to the Promised Land and then seduce him."
"I can do that," Alyssa replied, "But if you want the pretty babysitter to seduce him, which of her... ahh, sexy charms, do you think your shy young friend is most attracted to?"
Leaning in close, Ghost Face whispered, "Your big fucking tits. I know for a fact he is obsessed with them and would love nothing more than to have a chance to get his sex starved hands, among other things, all over them."
Alyssa sighed deeply as Ghost Face led her out of the kitchen.
After entering the living room, instead of taking her to the sofa where her other wicked deeds had taken place, he was steering her toward the stairs.
"Where are you taking me?" she asked quietly.
"I did some exploring upstairs, so we are going to the last bedroom at the end of the hallway. Go in there, close the door, and make yourself comfy on the bed. Make the lighting soft and seductive and wait for him. He will be up shortly."
"Fine," Alyssa answered.
"Here you will need this," he said, handing her a purple satin sash.
"What is that for?" Alyssa asked as she took the satin sash from him.
"For when you invite him to kiss you, and since he won't be able to kiss you without taking his mask off, you'll have to put that on."
"Of course," Alyssa replied as she stuffed the sash in the sweater's side pocket before heading off upstairs.
She paused at the stairs. Turning, she asked, "Can I bring my purse. I might need it."
"Why?" Ghost Face asked suspiciously.
"I have lotion in there. Jason there knows how lotion can come in handy, for certain, hmm, activities."



Jason nodded his head yes.
"I guess it will be OK. Go ahead and bring her purse to her, Jason."
Jason quickly scooped up her purse from the end table next to the sofa, and after bringing it to her, Alyssa headed off up the stairs.
Francis waited roughly a minute or so, long enough so Alyssa could get settled upstairs anyway, before hurrying over to the front door. Opening it, he peeked out to find Stevie back from his clandestine phone call and pacing nervously on the porch.
"Come on in, dude," Francis said to him after opening the door. "She is waiting for you."
"She is? You mean everything is all set. Your plan worked."
"Of course, it worked. So go on, we have until midnight," Francis happily told his friend, "but to save time, why don't you take the jumpsuit off and leave it here before going upstairs?"
"Yeah, good idea, I suppose," Stevie mumbled before stripping off the blue jumpsuit and tossing it over on the sofa.
Like he had been manipulated into some mad, wild dream, Stevie slowly climbed the stairs, barely believing he was going upstairs where his sister was waiting for him to seduce him.
Technically, this was precisely what Stevie wanted, considering the intense crush he had on his big sister. However, still, the wicked way he ultimately would be fulfilling his dark sexual fantasies about her left him feeling more than a little off-kilter.
Stevie took a deep sigh as he paused at the door to the room. It was Edgar's room, in fact. Finally, after saying a short prayer, he pushed open the door.
She was waiting for him, relaxing in the middle of Edgar's double bed. She was leaning seductively against the upper bedpost with a fetching expression on her pretty face as he paused at the entrance of the bedroom. Turning, he quietly shut the door and locked it.
"Come closer, sweetie," she purred.
The majority of the room was shrouded in dark shadows, with the only light coming from a trio of plastic Jack-o'-Lantern Halloween decorations scattered about the room.
Two of the Jack O-Lanterns were on each of the nightstands flanking the bed, while the third was over on the dresser across from the bed. The flickering LED lights inside the pumpkins cast dancing shadows throughout the bedroom, adding to Stevie's feeling of being stuck in a wild dream.
As he slowly crossed the room to her, he noted how she was holding her sweater closed tight over her chest. He moved over to the side of the bed where she was facing, stopping a few feet short of it.
"I'm glad you took that stupid jumpsuit off, honey, and didn't come up here with a knife or anything... trying to scare me, I mean."
Stevie shook his head no.
Patting the bed, she said, "Sit down on the edge of the bed and we can talk for a minute."
Stevie shifted uneasily before he followed her instructions and sat down, facing her, on the edge of the bed.
Remembering her instructions to seduce him sweetly, Alyssa started things off by saying, "So your friend, Ghost Face, tells me you have a little bit of a crush on me, Mikey?"
After a long pause, he shook his head no.
"You don't have a crush on me?" she asked.
Michael held his hands out, close together, before slowly expanding them wider and wider.
Alyssa, at First, anyway, didn't understand what he was trying to say before it hit her. "Oh... not a little crush, but a big crush, huh?"
Michael responded by shaking his head yes.
"Well, I like little boys with big crushes. It turns me on, you know. I bet you are from the neighborhood... or... maybe even one of my little brothers' friends even. He has lots of friends, you know, my little brother, and for some reason they all seem to come around more in the summertime."
Reaching out, Alyssa grabbed his hand before whispering, "Do you know why that is, Mikey?"
He shook his head no.
"Scoot a little closer, and I will tell you."
He moved forward closer to her as she, most deliciously, let go of the sweater, allowing it to open just enough to reveal a broad sample of her perfectly tanned chest, along with a nice slice of her inner boobs.
"It's because during the summer, I tend to run around our house in a vast array of sexy bikinis, which tends to attract some attention." She smiled at him before adding, "Especially from my younger brother and his little friends."
Fidgeting a bit, she was, after all, telling the truth; he did nothing more than look down.
"Hmm, so I am guessing you might be one of those friends, or, if not, one of the other older teenage boys from around the neighborhood who has had a crush on me from afar for years now?"
He shrugged his shoulders in response.
"Hmm, I know you can't tell me who you are exactly and honestly I don't want to know because..." Leaning in, she dropped her voice to a whisper, "It's kind of exciting being taken advantage of by masked intruders who will forever remain anonymous, especially when I know my masked intruders will never, ever hurt the pretty babysitter... if she remains compliant."
Stevie nodded in agreement.
"Promise you will never hurt me?"
He immediately shook his head yes.
"Good. I believe you. So tell me..." Reaching out, she stroked the side of his mask before whispering, "Can we talk about the crush you have on me?"
He paused briefly before nodding his head in agreement.
"You've had this crush for some time, I imagine."
Again, he shook his head yes.
"And you think I'm pretty?"
He nodded his head ys as his excitement, along with his cock, was growing by the minute.
"And you like the fact I have a pair of nice, big boobies?"
This time, he responded--immediately--with a vigorous nod of his head, yes.
"You wanna see them, sweetie."
Looking down, he shyly shrugged his shoulders in a gesture of non-committal.
"Hmm, I guess you really are shy... just like your friend said, but don't worry, I'm not shy, not in the least."
Carefully, Alyssa gripped the sides of her sweater before slowly pulling it open. Tilting her head down seductively, Alyssa whispered, "So do you like them, hon. You think they are pretty... like me."
Stevie let out a gentle sigh as his eyes crawled all over his big sister's set of massive, perfectly formed tits.
Finally, he nodded.
Still whispering, she said, "You would like to kiss me, I bet, huh?"
After he nodded yes, Alyssa reached into the side pocket of her sweater and pulled out the purple sash/blindfold.
"Do you know what this is for?"
He shook his head no.
"It's so you can kiss me, if you want that is, but, of course, you would have to take off your mask and since you can't risk letting me see you..." Holding up the sash, she added, "This is for me."
Reaching up, she carefully wrapped the sash around her head before adjusting it over her eyes.
After getting the blindfold in place, she reached out with her hands and, after finding his hands, she gently pulled him closer to her.
"Come on, sweetie, it's time you got to explore, fully, that intense crush you've had on me for so long."
After moving up closer to him, Alyssa brought her hand up to his face. "Come on, sweetie, don't be shy, you can kiss the pretty babysitter."
She heard him take off his mask; then listened to the soft thud as it hit the bed next to them.
Their mouths came together, and as they exchanged several light kisses, she could feel his nervous hands stroking the bare skin of her belly.
Finally, he started to kiss her more seriously. Wanting to add fuel to the growing fire, Alyssa slipped her tongue out, brazenly punching it deep inside his mouth.
Her kiss, bold and aggressive, nearly took his breath away before he recovered enough to let his own tongue loose.
She was quietly amazed at his reserve, as he had not even attempted to feel her up. "Go on, sweetie," she whispered, "you can touch them if you want. Here, let me help you."
Reaching down, she found his hands before guiding them up to her prodigious twin peaks.
He gave them several tentative, shy squeezes just as he let his mouth drop down to the side of her neck, giving it an array of delicate kisses.
As he tenderly cupped her tits, bouncing them affectionately up and down in his hands, it made her realize one thing, without a doubt--this one was different.
Unlike the other two, who treated her with such impassioned lust that she felt like nothing short of a sex object to them--to be used and mauled at their leisure--this one radiated a feeling of tender, loving care in everything he did to her.
If only he could talk to her, he would more than likely be whispering sweet terms of endearment to her, over and over again.
She guided his mouth up to hers once again, where they exchanged another long series of delicate, light kisses that only made her double down on her feelings about this one.
He flickered his fingers along her nipples, lightly, delicately, sending shivers of excitement up and down Alyssa's spine as she just loved having her nipples played with in such a loving, delicate manner.
Wanting more of his shy, loving passion, Alyssa pulled back from him slightly before wrapping a hand around the back of his head. His hair in the back was long and messy, just like my little brother's.
That unbidden thought, of course, it wasn't true, as he was across town with his friends, still enflamed her with forbidden passion, even as she gently pushed his face downward.
"Go on, sweetie, I know you wanna suck on the babysitter's big boobies," she whispered to him softly.
Alyssa leaned back on her arms, thrusting her boobs upward for both his viewing pleasure and to make them wholly accessible to his hungry, young mouth, waiting for his delicate storm of kisses to assault her mighty hills.
Michael stared, his cock growing to epic proportions of hardness. God, he had never seen anything as beautiful as her leaning back on her arms, her big, beautiful tits thrust skyward, waiting for his eager mouth to assault them.
After taking a long moment to admire the scene, he finally closed his eyes as he began to rain a series of soft, gentle kisses all over his sister's tits.
Finding one of her nipples, he slipped his tongue out, lapping at it delicately with a series of soft flickers. Bringing his hands up, he gently fondled her tits as his lips and tongue took turns assailing each of her breasts with a loving assortment of tender kisses.
Alyssa was starting to lose control as he seemed to know exactly what she liked. Tangling her fingers in his hair, she hissed to him, "Stop teasing me, honey, and suck on them, suck on the babysitter's big tits... like you have been dreaming like forever... show me how much you want them, how much you love them."
The damn burst then, as Stevie, encouraged by her words, started to lose control. His mouth flew from one breast to the other, showering each with dozens of sloppy kisses before his mouth latched onto one of her fully erect nipples.
Closing his eyes, he lashed his tongue out, circling the huge areola before he began to suckle on her nipple vigorously. Alyssa let out an increasingly loud series of moans as her tits fell victim to his loving assault.
Time seemed to stand still as Stevie became lost in all that gorgeous tit flesh. He might have continued to suckle on her breasts, for like forever, if not there finally came a knocking on the door.
Yanking his head up from her delicious tits. Stevie grunted before jumping up from the bed and crossing the room.
Alyssa, amused by the knocking, apparently, she was taking too long in her seduction efforts, rose up in time to see the Michael Myers character crossing the bedroom as he adjusted his mask back in place.
Stevie yanked open the door to find his two friends both there.
"What are you doing in there? What is taking so long?" Francis whined at him.
Stevie, overcome with lust and anger at having his alone time with the babysitter, aka his sister, interrupted, reacted most uncharacteristically.
"I will be done, when I'm done, now fuck off," he hissed quietly at them both before giving Francis, who was leaning forward, and trying to see past him and into the bedroom, a hard shove.
"Dude, what the hell?" Edgar whispered harshly as he saw Francis go reeling backwards from the hard shove.
The shout, and then the ensuing scuffle, as the three of them whispered harshly and pushed at each other, caught Alyssa's attention. She hopped up from the bed and started to cross the room to see what all the fuss was about.
Hearing Alyssa crossing the bedroom, Stevie stepped out of the room before shutting the door.
"I'll be done soon," Stevie hissed at them, "Now fuck off before I end this whole thing and tell her who we are."
"You would not do that," Francis snapped back.
"Oh yeah, watch me..."
Turning, Stevie yanked up his mask before turning to open the bedroom door--while praying they would not call his bluff.
He was starting to wrench open the door when Francis whispered to him, "Fine, you win, dude. We'll go back downstairs. We just wanted to make sure you were alright."
"Yeah, Stevie," Edgar whispered to him, "We were just concerned because you were taking so long."
Stevie let out a massive sigh, relieved they had not called his bluff.
Turning to them, he whispered, "I'm fine... I'm almost done --relax. I will be down in a minute, and then we can go."
Alyssa was waiting for him just on the other side of the door. Although she couldn't hear what they were arguing about, she was still thoroughly amused at the whole thing, as they must have been arguing about her, obviously.
"Is everything OK, sweetie?" she cooed to him.
He shook his head yes before she slinked up to him. "I think you guys were arguing about me, huh?"
Again, he shook his head yes.
"Hmm, I think maybe someone was being a bit protective over the babysitter... someone like you, honey?"
She watched, her amusement growing, as he stood there for a long moment, doing nothing, before he finally nodded his head yes.
"I like that... you being protective of me, Mikey."
She half-turned, falling back against the door while allowing her sweater to fall open.
Stevie stared longingly at his big sister's lovely tits as she whispered, "Yeah, I'm not lying, Michael, it really turns me on, you being so protective. Go on, baby, get physical with me, like you did with them, and let your lust for the babysitter run wild."
Fixing him with a sly look, she put one hand on her hip while raising the other over her head as she thrust those mighty boobs out at him.
"I will close my eyes and then you can lose control and suck on my boobies as much as you want."
Stevie was staring at her tits, his lust growing as she uttered those last fateful words. Finally, he snapped, giving in to his baser impulses--just like she wanted.
Grunting, he flung his body at her, using his hands to attack her tits as he shoved her back against the door. Noting how her eyes were shut, as she promised, he threw caution aside as he ripped his mask upwards before literally burying his face between those twin mounds of Alyssa's beautiful tits.
Alyssa grunted as she was pushed fully back against the door just prior to him burying his face between her tits. She kept her eyes shut as she felt her breasts being assailed with dozens of wet, sloppy kisses while at the same time he brought his hands up and began to knead her tits fervently.
She moaned loudly as he attacked her tits with his mouth, and now with his hands, with such wild, animalistic lust that it nearly took her breath away.
"That's it, baby... lose control... suck on them," she moaned as he started to suck on her tits with a beastly rage that she never knew any man could possess for her. The simple truth was, his raging lust for her big tits was turning her on immensely.
As his mouth suckled on each of her tits in turn, she felt him pushing his lower body against her. Feeling an immense erection inside his jeans, as he began to hump her like a dog in heat, only served to fuel her passion further.
"Take me... take me to the bed, sweetie... I'll keep my eyes shut... don't worry."
Stevie, fueled by wild, forbidden lust for his sister, reached down, picking her up easily as she let out a surprised yelp.
She had fully expected him to lead her over to the bed, but when she felt herself being scooped up in his arms and carried over to the bed, it only added fuel to her growing desire.
Reaching the bed, Stevie somehow managed to dial back his lust as he sat her down gently on the bed.
Adjusting his mask back down, he took a deep breath as Alyssa, eyes still shut, scooted backwards a bit before reclining onto her back, in the center of the bed.
Alyssa opened her eyes, preparing to look away quickly if need be, but he had already put his mask back in place --as he stood there, doing nothing other than staring down at her.
It was then that Alyssa knew, without a doubt, and at least with him, who was in total control. Yes, as long as she kept her requests reasonable, she doubted he possessed the willpower to resist whatever she might ask of him.
Letting her head loll to one side, she looked up at him with a seriously seductive look on her face as she whispered, "I think I know what you really want, sweetie."
He shrugged his shoulders in response, watching as his sister slowly spread her legs wide open.
Stevie took a deep breath as he beheld, in person and for the first time in his life, a woman's vagina.
"You want to play with the babysitter's pussy, honey... I'll let you," she whispered to him.
Stevie sat down on the bed before reaching out with one hand. Slowly, carefully, as if he was about to touch the world's most delicate object, he extended one finger out towards the soft, pink folds of his sister's delicious-looking cunt.
It was soft and wet, and felt like heaven as he carefully stroked the folds of her pussy.
"Go on, baby, put one finger inside me... and then work it in and out. Like this..."
Reaching out, she grabbed his other hand, bringing it down and in between her legs.
"Oh my God," Stevie muttered quietly under his breath as his finger easily slid up and inside of her.
She was soft and wet down there, and it turned him on immensely as he sat squirming on the bed.
Carefully, and with her hand as a helpful guide, he worked his finger in and out of her, liking the way it made her squirm.
"Oh God baby, you are turning me on so much... can you... can you please kiss me... down there."
Stevie only hesitated for a minute before dropping his face down between her legs, and after yanking his plain white mask up, he went to work on giving his big sister oral pleasure.
Slipping his tongue out, he explored the moist folds of her pussy, lapping at it gently before switching to giving it tender kisses up and down, and all around her wet gash.
He had never eaten a girl out before, of course, but he was a quick learner, employing the old trial-and-error method by doing different things while gauging how each made her react.
He found she especially seemed to like it when he gently lapped at the nub of her clit, as it made her squirm and moan some. Adding a finger to the mix, he worked it in and out of her while attacking the nub with reckless abandon by lashing his tongue out and over it, again and again.
Alyssa, amped up already by the night's wicked activities, soon found herself on the cusp of a mighty orgasm as her unknown assailant worked his tongue and lips all over her snatch.
"Oh God, baby... You are going to make me come... please don't stop," she whined as he continued to lick her clit lightly while finger fucking her with a greater purpose now.
Spurred on by her moans of delight, Stevie flickered his tongue out lightly over her clit, before flattening out his tongue and lathering it with an increasingly passionate series of delightful licks and small kisses.



Alyssa found herself tipping over the edge from the loving attention as he body began to shake just prior to her letting out a loud moan.
Wanting to watch, Stevie jerked his head up as he yanked the mask down yet again, and was rewarded by just catching his sister in the throes of having a real nice orgasm.
She opened her eyes, only to find him staring down at her.
"You made me come," she whispered, "So now I owe you, and I just bet I know what you would like to do to me."
She smiled at him sweetly before reaching over and grabbing the hand lotion from the nightstand.
"Watch as I rub the lotion all over my boobs, sweetie."
Stevie stared as his sister seductively worked the lotion all over her giant tits as he grew harder by the minute.
"Stand up and take off those jeans, and then I will..." Pausing, she tilted her head to one side alluringly. "Let you fuck the babysitter's big tits. I bet you would like that, huh?"
Stevie's breath was coming in shallow gasps as he climbed to his feet, his eyes never leaving his sister's gorgeous tits. He hurriedly yanked down his jeans before tossing them aside, and was about to pull down his simple white cotton briefs when he suddenly got a case of stage fright.
He paused as a dual pair of horrifying thoughts raced through his mind. No one had ever seen his cock before... what if she thought it was too small... what if she laughed.
Sensing why he was hesitating, she reached out, taking his hand in hers.
"I think I know what is wrong, sweetie. A woman has never seen your cock before, and maybe you are worried about your size?"
Stevie paused briefly before slowly nodding his head, yes.
Staring pointedly at the prominent bulge inside his briefs, she whispered, "Based on the size of that bulge you are sporting inside your underwear, I doubt you have anything to worry about, hon..."
Raising up some, she hooked a pair of fingers under the waistband of his briefs before whispering, "Why don't you be a brave little boy and let the babysitter see what kind of Halloween treat you got for her, huh?"
It was almost as if he was frozen to the spot, as he seemed unable to do anything other than hold his breath as she slowly pulled his briefs down.
As his hard twitching cock came springing out from the tight confines of his briefs, Alyssa, wanting to fill him with confidence, let out a highly embellished gasp before whispering, "Oh my God, baby... look what a big and tasty Halloween treat you have for the pretty babysitter. Can I put it in my mouth, sweetie?"
Stevie, still worried that if he did anything other than breathe, it would cause this wild and wicked fantasy of his to crumble, said nothing as he allowed her to pull him right up to the edge of the side of the bed.
She twisted herself onto her side before raising her hand and wrapping it around the shaft of his penis. He was average-sized at best, but wanting to fill him with even more confidence, she again heaped praise upon his cock.
"Hmm, you have such a big Halloween treat for the babysitter. Hmm, I hope she can get it all in her mouth."
Closing her eyes, Alyssa took him into her mouth before she began sucking on him, straight away, in earnest.
Stevie let out a loud moan as his cock slid in and out of her warm mouth, with the feeling of it being sucked on for the first time being nothing short of heavenly.
Alyssa, knowing she could probably make him come in less than thirty seconds, dialed back her lust as she let it slip out of her mouth before letting her tongue loose.
Like a lollipop, she licked up and down his shaft several times before pausing.
Holding it with one hand, she looked up at him. "I bet you want to come in the babysitter's mouth, don't you, but I have a better idea. You wanna hear it?"
Numb to the world, Stevie could barely manage a nod of his head, yes, as she let his cock slip out of her hand before falling back onto the bed.
Positioned flat on her back, Alyssa brought both hands up to her tits before whispering, "I bet you want to fuck them, huh... fuck the babysitter's big boobies and that's why I put the lotion on them earlier, just in case, you want to, you know, fuck them."
Stevie let out a shaky breath at the thought of fucking his sister's big, gorgeous tits before nodding his head yes.
"Hmm, I thought so." Smiling, she told him, "Go on then. Crawl up on the bed with me and position that big hard cock of yours between my boobies, honey, and then you can, you know, fuck them for as hard and as long as you want."
Stevie somehow managed to maneuver himself up and onto the bed, albeit slowly, as he was still afraid any sudden movement might cause this beautiful fantasy to come crashing down.
He took a deep breath as he settled down gently on her midsection before he slowly nestled his cock up and in between that deep valley of glorious tit flesh.
"Hmm, God baby, you are so big and hard, and I bet you are going to fuck my tits so nicely," she cooed to him as she used her hands to squeeze her tits together.
If having his cock in her mouth was heavenly, this was heavenly plus ten for the tit obsessed Stevie.
Slowly, he began to grind his hips forward as his cock slid effortlessly up and in between her well-lotioned breasts. Alyssa helped the cause by using her hands to squeeze her boobs together even tighter around his cock, allowing him to have a super nice tunnel of tit flesh to fuck.
"That's it, baby, fuck my tits. Harder," she whispered as Edgar's old bed began to squeak loudly.
It only took maybe a good half dozen of increasingly desperate thrusts of his cock up and in between all that tit flesh before Stevie felt the onrush of what surely would be his best orgasm ever.
In an effort to forestall the inevitable, Stevie bit his lip --hard --as he shook his head back and forth, almost violently, trying to, at the very least, delay things.
It was the violent shaking that finally did it. All night, each time Stevie lifted his mask up and down, the cheap string attachment in the back, holding it in place, loosened just a bit more.
Unable to contain himself or his impending orgasm anymore, Stevie let out a loud moan as he speared his cock in between her tits for what was, if anyone had been counting, the ninth time, and then... disaster struck.
Simultaneously, two things happened all at once. First, his cock exploded, spurting cum deep inside the valley of her tits, and then, just as he was coming so hard, Stevie's head lolled down toward her-- just as the cheap string fastening finally gave way.
Alyssa's eyes had been shut as her assailant was fucking her tits so hard, but sensing he was near, and wanting to watch him come all over her tits, she opened her eyes just in time to see the head of his cock erupt in a sticky geyser of cum.
Then, just as she was about to congratulate him on having such a nice orgasm, his mask fell down and off his face, plopping softly down on her mid-section.
"Oh my God, Stevie," she yelped.
In horror, Stevie reached for the mask before realizing it was already too late, as she was staring directly at him.
Without even thinking about what would be the best thing to do next, Stevie quickly went into damage control mode.
"Alyssa, I'm sorry... Jesus, really, I'm sorry," he whispered as he started to roll off of her.
Amped up by the incredible realization that it was her younger brother all along, Alyssa reached out, grabbing both of his wrists before yanking him down and against her.
"You aren't going anywhere," she growled, "Until you explain this and what the fuck just happened. Just lay there and don't fucking move!"
Stevie fell limp as he maneuvered his naked lower body under the sole blanket covering Edgar's bed.
Alyssa's mind was whirling from both shock and relief as she sat up. Looking down--for the second time now-- she saw a huge sticky glob of cum between her tits.
"I am guessing the other two, Ghost Face and Jason Voorhees, are Edgar and Francis?"
Not wanting to rat out his friends, Stevie said nothing.
"I'm not stupid," she snapped at him. "You only got two friends, Stevie."
"I know, but are you going to tell Mom and Dad?"
"Mom and Dad... really," she glowered at him. "I could call the cops on you, little creeps."
"Please, Alyssa, I'm sorry... You have to understand?"
"Understand what, Stevie, that you just took advantage of me sexually. Now take off your T-shirt. I need it."
When he hesitated, wondering what she wanted his T-shirt for, she quickly snapped, "If you want me even to consider forgiving you, you had better do everything I say, Stevie."
Stevie quickly stripped off his black T-shirt and then watched, before quickly turning away, as his sister dipped the shirt in between her tits, using it to clean up his cum.
After tossing the T-shirt aside, she casually pulled her sweater closed before turning to her brother.
"So whose idea was this... yours? Hmm, no, you are not that imaginative. I bet it was Francis; he has always had a big crush on me, just like your other dorky friend Edgar."
"We aren't dorks!" Stevie shot back defensively.
"Whatever..." she said, trying to figure out how to twist this little adventure to her advantage. The fact was, Alyssa was really not all that upset about the whole thing. In fact, if anything, she was maybe a bit flattered they had gone to the trouble to stage this entire breaking and entering caper, just so that they could get at her.
"Please, Alyssa, you can't tell anyone."
"Oh, but I can... the question is, should I?"
Crossing her arms, she added, "Tell me who was Ghost Face... Edgar or Francis?"
After a brief pause, Stevie whispered, "Francis."
"Figures, stupid Francis would be the, ahh, spokesman, for the three of you."
Stevie sighed as he finally decided he had to tell her the whole unvarnished truth and then hope for the best.
"Can I tell you something, please, Alyssa?"
The way he sounded so desperate struck a chord in her as she turned to look at him. Not only did he sound hopeless, but he looked desperate.
"Fine, tell me, little brother, but make it quick, as I gotta decide what I am going to do with you three."
"Fine. Well, I'm going to tell you the truth. It's just that both Edgar and Francis have had major crushes on you for so long, and all you do is make fun of them...and me. And then Edgar's older brother, Philip, saw you stripping at the club and was rubbing it into Edgar's face, I mean, he knew his little brother had a crush on you, about what a great body you had, and especially about what a great set of tits you had, which got Francis thinking and then he came up with his stupid plan."
"You mean to con me into babysitting and then to pretend to be trick or treaters so you force your way into the house and then take advantage of me and force me to... You know... pleasure the three of you."
"Alyssa, you gotta believe me, the plan, initially, was for you to just... You know... show us your tits. I swear and nothing more, but then..."
He shrugged his shoulders before whispering, "Things got out of hand, I guess."
"I would say got out of hand is quite the understatement, Stevie?"
"Yeah, but... the truth is I didn't want to go along, at first, and I tried to stop them, but..."
"Then what happened? Why did you agree?"
Before he could stop himself, the words just came pouring out. "The truth is, Alyssa, I have had such a crush on you for so long. I know it's wrong to have a crush on your big sister, but you are just so fucking hot, and you can be really nice to me sometimes. The truth is... It's more than a crush, Alyssa."
He remained quiet for a long moment, debating whether he should tell her everything. Finally, he decided to do it. He would tell her everything that was in his heart. It might be a relief after holding it in for so long.
Dropping his voice to a mere whisper, he told her, "I just love you so much and... and I always think of you, dream of you, and have wanted you for so long that I couldn't help myself."
Reaching over, he slowly grasped her hands, "I would have never, ever let either of them hurt you. The knife was just for show... I mean, if you had resisted too much, we would have left. I could never hurt you, Alyssa, because I love you so much. You have to believe me, you have to forgive me; I just wanted you so much. I... I could die tonight and be happy, and contented, if only I knew you didn't hate me."
She stared into his eyes, looking for any hint of dishonesty. Instead, she saw him blinking back tears, saw him looking at her with such sad, puppy-dog eyes that her heart melted right then and there.
"How could you be content to die tonight, Stevie? You are so young, I mean... come on."
"Because I got to behold such beauty that I have dreamed of for so long, that I got to... to touch and kiss even such beauty that before was only an unspoken fantasy to me. I mean, what happened tonight, between us, was so special to me that, yes, I could die now and be contented."
Alyssa squeezed his hands back then as she made a fateful decision. Whispering, she said, "It was nice actually, and... and now that I know it was you under that white mask... it makes it even more... nicer... but tell me one thing, little brother?"
"OK," he whispered as they continued to hold hands, giving him hope maybe that all was not lost.
"Do you really love me?"
"Yes, with all my heart and soul, with every fiber in my being. I... I would do anything for you."
Bending down, he gently kissed the back of her hand before staring up at her.
"Well, I'm twenty-two years old and have never experienced love, Stevie. I mean, no one has ever truly made love to me. I have had lots of... you know... lustful experiences, I guess you could call it, but never love."
"I would make love to you, Alyssa... given the chance," he told her in a voice that barely rose to a whisper.
"Chances should be taken sometimes, Stevie, not given... do you know what I mean?"
To accentuate her point, she slowly guided his hands to the front of her sweater before pushing them fully against her boobs underneath.
Stevie sighed as he slowly began to knead her breasts before moving his face closer to hers. Whispering, he said, "You are my beautiful queen, and I love you so much. Alyssa."
"Show me," she whispered back, just as their lips slowly came together.
They exchanged a soft series of loving kisses as he slowly undid the buttons on her sweater.
Breaking off their kiss, he leaned back to admire the sight as he slowly pulled her sweater open.
"God, your tits are so big and beautiful, my queen," he whispered as his cock started to come alive under the single blanket.
"And does the queen's loyal subject wish to lavish the queen's mighty breasts with such loving, adoring attention it will take her breath away?"
"He does," Stevie murmured.
Leaning back on her arms, she thrust out her breasts to him as she whispered, "Go on, little brother, suck on your big sister's nice boobies... as much as you want...for as long as you want."
Dropping his mouth down to her chest, he carefully sprayed the vast entirety of her tits with a plethora of loving kisses before opening his mouth wide and latching onto one of her fully erect nipples.
He began to suckle on it then, soft and slow, making her moan with growing pleasure at having her big tits being handled so very gently.
Stevie was in heaven as he worshipped his sister's tits with a barrage of loving kisses before-- once more-- latching onto one of her nipples and sucking on it like a hungry love-starved baby.
Slipping one hand down, he fingered her moist pussy as his tongue flickered lightly over each of her vast, silver-dollar-sized areolas in turn.
Needing more, Alyssa pushed him away before twisting over onto her fours. Lifting her butt up in the air, she hissed at him, "I need you... in me... now... little brother." His cock, having had just enough time to recover from soft to firm sufficiently, grew harder as he watched his sister lift her generous ass up in the air.
"Go on fuck your big sister, little brother... like you have been dreaming about forever," she hissed at him.
Stevie maneuvered himself around and behind his sister before reaching out and rubbing her ass with both hands.
Snuggling up closer to her, he nuzzled his nice, firm cock right up to her wet opening as he reached under her to cup her hanging tits.
As he juggled them in his hands, he began to gently rub his firmness up against the moist folds of her cunt. His mind was a jumbled mess as he simply could not believe he would be giving his virginity to his fucking older sister.
"Please Stevie... put it in me, pretty please," Alyssa whispered to him as he continued to rub his now hard cock up against her pussy, making her squirm with anticipation.
"Please put it in m--," she started to plead again, but her plea to "put it in me" was quickly cut off as she let out a sharp yelp when Stevie slammed his hardness deep inside of her. Gripping her hips, he battered his sister with a good half dozen hammer-like blows of his hard cock, making her let out several more loud moans.
The more she moaned, the more he got turned on, and thus, the more he couldn't help but fuck her harder; therefore, a wild and passionate cycle was almost instantly created.
If not for already having come all over those gorgeous tits of hers, Stevie was sure he would have already spurted a load of cum deep inside of her. As it was, he was able to last a bit longer as he continued to fuck her nice and hard before slowing up appreciably to catch his breath.
Twisting around, Alyssa whispered, "You are fucking me so good, Stevie. Am I your first, huh?"
Stevie nodded his head yes as he began to rock into her nice and slow. "I love you so much, Alyssa, for letting me do this."
"Yes, but can you do me a favor? Just go nice and slow...like you were just a minute ago, as I want to really feel your love for me."
Wanting to please her, he dialed back his lust for the moment as he brought his mouth to her ear. "Can you turn over on your back, and I'll make love to you, to my beautiful queen, soft, slow, and sweet."
"Yes, that would be nice," she murmured as she obligated him by flipping over onto her back.
Closing her eyes, she brought her arms up over her head, presenting her body to him for his viewing enjoyment... and much more.
Stevie stared down at his sister's lovely body, and although it was a mighty task, he just managed to keep from attacking her straight away.
Instead, reaching down, he gently ran his hands all over her body. She felt them slip down and across her belly before dipping into her moist cunt, making her sigh with pent up anticipation.
Stevie worked his fingers in and out of her cunt, loving the way it made her squirm while having the dual effect of ramping up his desire for her.
Alyssa let out a deep sigh as she felt his hands slip upwards, lightly stroking her mid-section before they moved up further to fondle her sizable breasts tenderly.
Using a pair of playful fingers, he lightly tweaked her nipples until they became fully erect.
Pulling his hands back, he paused, staring down at her without doing anything else.
After a long moment of not feeling his hands all over her body, Alyssa's eyes fluttered open. He was sitting on his knees, staring down at her.
Their eyes finally met as something utterly profound hit Alyssa hard right then and there. This was her soul mate, without a doubt, and he had been living next to her for years and years, with her never realizing it.
If only to confirm her thought, she watched as Stevie maneuvered himself on top of her.
They shared a long, loving series of passionate kisses as he slowly positioned his cock over her wet opening. Finally, he broke off their kisses before moving his mouth to her ear.



"I love you so much, Alyssa," he whispered in her ear, as he pushed himself tenderly, deep inside of her.
With infinite care and tenderness, he rocked himself slowly up and down, striving to go deeper with each firm but gentle push of his cock inside of her.
Alyssa gripped him tightly, showering his neck with kisses as her heart exploded from love. Never before had a man taken her with such loving passion.
She let out a soft moan and then a deeper one as, slowly, bit by bit, Stevie began to ramp up his speed.
Their lovemaking seemed to stop time itself as it continued, unabated, unrestrained in its amorous thirst for more.
Stevie rose up, wanting to peer down at the object of his affection as he gently made love to her.
His eyes, of course, soon became trapped by the beauty of her enormous tits. He watched, fascinated, as they slowly bounced up and down while he continued to tenderly pump his cock deep inside of her.
Wanting more, wanting to see those tits of hers rock and roll that is, Stevie slowly began to ramp things up. Picking up the tempo, he pushed himself harder and faster into her.
Each thrust caused her tits to bounce playfully up and down, turning him on all the more, and the more he got turned on, the more he started to propel his cock into her, deeper and firmer with every successive thrust.
Alyssa added fuel to his growing fire of passion when she started to moan louder from the now hard fucking she was getting.
Gradually, their lovemaking turned to a wild orgy of fucking as Stevie, enthralled by the sight of his sister's bouncing tits, slammed his cock into her in a wild attempt to do nothing more than propel those big, gorgeous tits of hers up and down.
Reverting back to what started it all, Alyssa moaned, "That's it, honey, fuck the babysitter harder... harder please."
Fueled by her words, driven by the sight of her naked body, but most of all, powered by his lustful love for her, Stevie began to fuck his sister with reckless abandon.
Edgar's old bed was squeaking rhythmically as he pounded his cock into her at an increasingly frantic pace.
Of course, the inevitable soon followed as, in a storybook ending to the night's climactic events, they both experienced a pair of earth-moving, mind-blowing, shuddering orgasms.
Their joint orgasms came nearly at the same time, and as Stevie collapsed in a heap on top of her, panting like a wild dog, she wrapped her arms around him.
They enjoyed a long moment of silence before Stevie dared to ask the million-dollar question. "Alyssa, please tell me, tonight, is only the beginning for us."
"I can promise you it's only the beginning if you can promise me something in return?"
"Anything," he promptly replied.
"Promise you shall devote yourself to your queen, to your big sister, and forgo all other women for me... forever, Stevie."
He took her hand before kissing it lightly and whispering back, "You own my heart and soul, Queen Alyssa... forever. I am yours forever. You will never, ever lack for love when I'm in your presence. I promise you this on my heart and soul."
She smiled brightly at him before whispering, "Let's go home. I trust you will keep this a secret from your friends."
"I will, but when we get home, are we going to...you know?"
"Yes, all night, well maybe not all night, as I had better leave your room, I guess, before mom and dad wake up in the morning."
Stevie, his heart as light as a feather, bounded out of bed and got dressed while contemplating on how the disaster of his mask falling off had led to this heavenly ending.
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Tony hopped out of the car, slamming the door shut in a mix of frustration and anger.
He shivered as the snow, mixed with freezing rain, intensified from the dark December sky. Surveying the damage to the car after it skidded off the road and straight into a small stand of trees, he quickly concluded they would need a tow to get them out of this mess.
The car, with its front end crumpled, was resting against a large tree. The engine was still hissing steam as he walked around the small sports car while realizing things might be worse than he initially thought.
He looked around and sighed; the road was empty both ways. The temperature was dropping, almost by the minute, it seemed, which meant the cold rain and snow mix now falling would soon turn into nothing short of a heavy snow before this cold Vermont night was over.
They had been on a scenic drive, at her insistence, through a small, picturesque forest, on a narrow and winding road. It was approaching ten pm, very late by any small-town standards, but especially so considering they were out in the middle of nowhere.
The accident was the result of some small woodland critter dashing across the road in front of them. Tony twisted the wheel quickly to the right, trying his best to avoid hitting the small wayward animal, but after hitting a patch of ice, the car careened out of control and went flying off the road before crashing into the tree, where it now sat hissing steam into the cold night.
Circling the car, he assessed the damage, wondering what to do next. Their cell phones were of no help, as she could not get a signal, and his had died some time ago after he forgot to charge it before leaving for their Christmas Eve dinner date.
"Now what are we going to do?" she asked quietly as she came up behind him.
"I don't know. I am thinking."
The snow-rain mix, along with a cold wind, was intensifying as he herded her back inside the car.
"You know, I saw a mailbox just off the side of the road, a ways back. Maybe someone is home, and we can call for a tow truck," she offered.
"Christine, most of these cabins up here are summer rentals. I doubt anyone would be home. Pretty crappy way to end our Christmas Eve, huh?" he said, smiling at her as he did his best to play the role of the brave father who had everything under control.
"Oh, I don't know, I mean, so far this has been a pretty good Christmas Eve date, and now it will only get more interesting."
"Interesting... well, that is one way to describe our situation, alright."
The night, up to this point, had undoubtedly been interesting enough already. He was supposed to be spending Christmas Eve with his ex-wife after making reservations last month, well in advance, at the Crossbow Inn, which was Maple Hill, Vermont's finest little romantic hot spot.
He foolishly thought her acceptance meant she might be willing to try and patch things up enough to give it another go, but at the last moment, she called and canceled.
Then, after casually remarking on a phone conversation with Christine about how her mother had stood him up, she suggested, "Well, I'm not surprised she cancelled, so why don't you just take me out to dinner instead, Daddy?"
Thinking Christine's offer to let him take her out to dinner was done out of pity, he tried to decline, but when she insisted, very strongly, and more than once, she wasn't going to let him spend Christmas Eve all alone, he finally agreed to take her out to dinner.
So instead of having a quiet romantic dinner with his ex-wife, in hopes of rekindling the flames of passion between them, he found himself dining with his young, nineteen-year-old daughter.
Christine, a nice mix of Caucasian and Latin, seemed to embody the best traits of both races with her mirthful brown eyes, light, perfectly tanned skin, and her gorgeous mane of dark, black hair that barely toppled down and past her shoulders.
Her smile, playful and sly, was dangerous, while her large oval-shaped eyes were the epitome of innocence. But what was not innocent was her body. It was a killer in every sense as the five-foot-five, one-hundred-and-twenty-eight-pound Christine possessed a shapely and well-toned figure whose most enduring feature was a pair of noticeably large breasts. Her tummy was flat and well-toned, while her thick, muscular thighs and prominent ass added an appealing ingredient to the overall mix.
But maybe her most attractive trait was her teasing and playful personality. In addition, she had always been prone to showing off, a trait that only seemed to grow with time as her body began to develop its luscious curves.
After the divorce, she moved back to Boston with her mom, as she would be attending Boston College in the fall. In the past year or so, sadly, he had minimal contact with her.
When Christine walked into the kitchen, telling him she was ready to go, she was dressed nicely, wearing a dark skirt and a pretty white blouse. The blouse, adorned with small red dots, also featured a stylish large bow in front.
Maybe the highlight of their dinner date was afterward, when she suggested they slow-dance on the Crossbow's small, dark dance floor. There were already three other couples out there dancing, so Tony, despite his reservations, as he did not consider himself much of a dancer, agreed.
When Christine snuggled in tight next to him as they swayed to the music, his pulse increased when he felt what seemed to be a rather full-sized set of tits being pushed, maybe purposefully, up against him.
Finding himself in the arms of his daughter on the dark dance floor, Tony fought hard to keep his thoughts pure. This was made all the more difficult as Christine seemed bent on teasing him by constantly slinking her body up against him and then toward the end of the dance she whispered how much she loved him before trying to kiss him . . . directly on the lips.
Somehow, he just managed to find the willpower to turn away from her kiss at the very last second, causing it to brush "harmlessly" on his cheek.
Actually, neither the kiss, nor her slinking her body against him, was not much of a surprise, as Christine had always been a show-off and not shy about seeking attention or showing affection.
Christine, truthfully, was a bit of a cock tease; even to her daddy. It just came naturally to her-- like swimming comes naturally to fish.
It must have been in the blood, as her mother was the same way. Both were incurable show-offs and teases.
After their dance, they went back to their table, where Tony told her, "I got you a little something for Christmas, honey."
Smiling, he reached into his pocket, pulling out the square velvet jewelry case and placing it on the table between them.
"Go ahead and open it, sweetie," he whispered to her.
After carefully prying open the lid, Christine let out a little squeal. Inside the case were a pair of expensive diamond stud earrings.
As he was getting ready to pay the bill, she whispered in his ear, "Daddy, I think you should get us a bottle of champagne so we can celebrate Christmas Eve in style."
Tony, not in a mood to deny her anything, as was his habit, bent to his daughter's wishes and ordered a bottle of champagne to go for them.
On the way home, just as he was ready to turn on the road that would have taken them home, she suggested they first take a detour. She wanted to go on a little scenic drive on old highway eleven that snaked around Potter's Lake as it wove its way through an old forest of maple trees.
Again, he agreed. She said she wanted to watch the snow fall in the forest as it was so quiet and serene.
Then came the accident, and now here they were, stranded on Christmas Eve in the middle of nowhere.
After leaving the car behind, he prayed the mailbox she had spotted was, first of all, really there, and second of all, belonged to one of the few year-round residents.
As they started down the road, he noted how the mix of snow and rain was, if anything, coming down harder than ever now.
Christine, before they left the car to go wandering down the road, retrieved a duffel bag from the trunk. Tony was already peering down the road, so he did not notice she also grabbed the bottle of champagne from the backseat of the car before slipping it into the duffel bag.
As they walked, it was slow going, given she was wearing four-inch heels.
After what seemed to be forever, and as the freezing rain and snow mix intensified, he asked her, "Are you sure the mailbox you saw was back this way, hon, and not the other way?"
"Hmm, pretty sure," she said sheepishly. "I think it should be right up ahead and not too far."
"You said that ten minutes ago, Chrissy," he snapped at her before softening his voice. "I just hope you are right, as we ain't dressed for this."
She was especially not dressed for the weather, considering all she had for protection was a short little dress jacket.
Letting out a small yelp, Chrissy pointed excitedly ahead, "There it is...the mail box."
As they approached the mailbox, Tony noted with dismay that it stood slightly askew, looking as if it had seen better days somewhere in the distant past.
Gesturing at it, Tony announced solemnly, "This is not good. A mailbox in disrepair indicates the house or cabin is probably deserted, honey. I bet it's someone's summer cabin and it's in foreclosure or abandoned or something."
"Yeah, but we gotta at least try and check it out, Daddy, coz I'm freezing now."
"Yeah, I'm cold too, so let's try anyway."
After trudging up a long, winding driveway, flanked on both sides by thick trees, the small cabin finally came into view. In the front yard, there was a For Sale by Owner sign tipped over at a crazy angle.
"Honey, it's vacant. Look, they are trying to sell this dump."
From the outside, anyway, the small cabin looked like it had seen better years---decades ago, most likely. Most noticeable was how the overhang over the front porch bowed down in the middle and looked about ready to collapse.
"We need to check it out anyway, Daddy. No cars came during the whole time we were walking, and I'm getting worried," she whined dejectedly.
Trying to get a measure of protection from the rain, she held the duffel over her head while looking as miserable as any pretty young lady could look.
The freezing rain, ominously, was now coming down harder than ever.
Grabbing her hand, he said, "Alright, let's go see what we can see."
He led her over to the porch before stopping. "You hang back, and I'll knock on the door."
He walked up onto the porch before approaching the door, and after knocking several times, he turned and shrugged his shoulders at her when the small cabin remained both dark and silent.
"Like I said, vacant, Christine."
"Try the front door."
He rattled the knob. It was locked and felt solid.
"Let's just find a way to go inside, Daddy. I'm really getting cold," she moaned.
"That would be breaking and entering, honey," he told her doubtfully.
"So... no one is here, and we are desperate. It's not like we would be breaking and entering to steal anything."
Looking around, she gestured with her arm, "Besides, who is going to know?"
"Suppose you are right. OK, let's try to find a way in besides battering the front door down or smashing through the front picture window."
They hurried around to the back and, after finding the back door solidly locked and all the windows intact, he paused to look around. Finally, he spied what he was looking for: a few feet back and to his right in the small backyard was a medium-sized pile of wood.
Taking a small log from the pile, he used it to smash one of the small glass panels framing the back door. Carefully reaching through the broken glass, he managed to find the doorknob and unlock it.
Once inside the dark kitchen, Chrissy clicked on the flashlight feature on her phone.
She flashed it around the kitchen; it looked old-fashioned and rather quaint.
"The owners probably have someone come out once a month or so to check on the cabin and clean it up a bit," Tony told his daughter as they scanned the phone's flashlight around the dark interior of the kitchen, looking for any signs of recent habitation.
Tony made Christine wait just inside the back door as he quickly explored the cabin with her phone's flashlight, making sure no untold dangers were lurking in the darkness. All the windows were locked and secured, save the one he broke, which helped set his mind at ease.
There were only four rooms. The small kitchen, a surprisingly large master bedroom with an old-fashioned sleigh bed complete with a checkered quilt, a bathroom attached to the bedroom, and a medium-sized front room/living room.
He came back to the kitchen and gave her a thumbs-up. Tony then did his best to secure the back door by jamming one of the wooden chairs under the kitchen table, wedging it against the knob.
"The front room has a large brick fireplace with loads of firewood," he told her after entering the kitchen, "and what looks to be an ancient but still clean bearskin rug stretched out in front of the fireplace. Oh, plus I found a few candles, which is good since it looks like we are going to be stuck here at least for the night. So that is the good news, while the bad news is there is no power."
"Did you look for a phone?"
"Yeah, and I found one in the bedroom on the nightstand, but it's not working. Yeah, probably the owners disconnected the service after moving out."
"How does the bathroom look?" she asked as she took her jacket off before hanging it up neatly on the back of one of the kitchen chairs.
"Small but serviceable if you want to use it."
"Yeah, I do. My skirt and blouse are all wet."
A quick search of the kitchen turned up a box of matches. Snatching up the box, Tony said, "While you are in the bathroom, I will get a fire going and light the candles."
Chrissy slung the duffel bag over her shoulder and, using her phone's flashlight as a guide, headed off to the bathroom while Tony went to the fireplace.
After getting a nice fire going in the old fireplace, he hurried about the living room, placing the candles here and there before lighting them all.
While waiting for her to come out of the bathroom, he wandered over to the large picture window overlooking the front yard, noting how a fairly heavy snow was now falling. Sighing, he pulled the curtains shut over the window before heading back over to warm himself by the fire and wait for her.
As the minutes slowly ticked by, Tony noticed how it seemed like she was taking forever in the bathroom. Hopping to his feet, wanting to make sure she was OK, he headed off to the bathroom.
He softly knocked on the door before saying, "It's been a while, honey. Hey, are you alright?"
"Be out in a minute... just finishing up fixing my hair and putting on some makeup," she yelled out to him.
He sighed before saying, "Really, Chrissy... we are stranded out in the middle of nowhere, and you are worried about your hair and makeup?"
She opened the door slightly before hitting him with her most charming smile. "Daddy, until you get me home safely, I still consider us to be on our special Christmas Eve dinner date, so with that in mind, can you excuse a young lady if she wants to still look good for her man, no matter the circumstances?"
"So now I am your man, huh. I thought I was your daddy?"
"Can't you be both?" she said sweetly before shutting the door.
He was turning away and was about to wander back into the living room when the bathroom door opened again. "Oh, I almost forgot. See if you can find some glasses for us to drink out of. Hmm, I think you might want to check the high cupboard in the kitchen directly above the sink."
Before he could question her about why he needed to find glasses since they had nothing to drink, she shut the door again.
Sure enough, after taking one of the flickering candles into the kitchen, he found a pair of wine glasses exactly where she had told him to check.
Well, that is a bit odd, her knowing I should check this exact cupboard, he mused to himself as he took the glasses over to the sink while hoping the water was still on inside the cabin so he could wash them out. It was, and after washing them out, there was even a small bottle of dish detergent sitting next to the sink. He wandered back into the living room, glasses in hand.
He plopped down on the love seat to wait for her while musing that this Christmas Eve was turning out to be quite interesting after all.
Finally, she came floating into the front room, emerging quietly from the shadows like some dark angel before pausing in front of the love seat.
"Sorry, Daddy, this little workout top I wear at the gym is all I have to put on in place of my wet clothes," she quietly told him.
His eyes floated up and down her body. The "little workout top" was light maroon colored and came down—just barely enough--to cover her delicious-looking tits while allowing her well-toned flat tummy to be put on full display. As an added bonus, her top was also quite snug, allowing the contours of her well-defined tits to be shown off quite nicely.
Matched with this deliciously looking top was nothing more than a pair of light blue lace panties, allowing her nicely tanned and well-toned thighs to be on full display.
She seemed oblivious to how her "outfit" was showing off such a vast amount of skin as she stood before him.
"So was it worth the wait. Do I look presentable? I mean, the rain really did a number on my hair."
As he fidgeted on the loveseat-- while trying and mostly failing to keep his eyes off her goddamn tits-- he told her, "Well, yes, I mean, you look very presentable, sweetheart, but I think you forgot something."
She paused in front of him, loving the way her lack of clothing was making him fidget. "Really, what did I forget, Daddy?" she innocently asked.
"Maybe your pants, hon. I mean . . . you aren't wearing any?"
"All I had in my gym bag was this old T-shirt, Daddy. I was lucky to have that, you know . . . so unless you want your little girl to go put her wet blouse and skirt back on, I guess you will be stuck seeing me like this for the rest of the night."
Tony let out a quiet sigh as his eyes, for about the fifth or sixth time since she came into his field of vision less than a minute ago, skated across her chest. Noting how her nipples, happily erect, were making their presence known by poking out against the snug tee shirt only added to his angst.
"Well, since you put it like that . . . I guess I'm stuck, huh?"
"Guess so," she said with a bright smile as she happily noted what a hard time her daddy was having keeping his eyes off of her tits.
"Oh, I see you found some glasses for us to drink out of . . ." she said with a bright smile.
"Yeah, I found a couple of wine glasses, but too bad we left the bottle of champagne back in the car, huh?"
"Yeah, too bad," she said before turning and heading off to the bedroom. "Be right back," she called over her shoulder as his eyes became stuck on her ass as she scurried out of the room.
A minute later, she was back with a smile and the bottle of champagne.
"I grabbed it at the last moment and threw it in my duffel bag... thought maybe we might need it later on tonight."
"How very thoughtful of you, Chrissy," he said as she filled both their respective glasses with the champagne.
As he took his glass from her, she smiled before saying, "Share a toast with me, Daddy."
"Sure, but what are we toasting?"
Raising her glass, she said, "My first toast is to me and my incredible luck of having the world's sweetest daddy."
"Thank you, Chrissy," he said as they both took generous sips from their glasses.
"One more, one more, Daddy."


"Sure," he smiled at her as they both raised their glasses again.
Holding her glass aloft, Chrissy announced, "By sharing this toast with me, Daddy, you solemnly agree to indulge your pretty daughter in whatever wicked and wild whims she might have on this very special Christmas Eve that we are sharing."
He thought briefly about how drinking the toast might be dangerous, as it would bind him to do exactly what she just proposed, indulging her, that is, but in the end, not wanting to spoil her mood, he drank the toast along with her.
After they set their glasses down, she told him, "I have a little surprise for you, Daddy, so close your eyes and don't you dare open them until I say so."
"Wow, close my eyes... this must be a really special surprise, huh?"
Tony closed his eyes while curiously wondering just what his wild daughter was up to now. He heard her jump up from the sofa before hearing the soft pitter-patter of her feet running off somewhere.
In a short minute, she was back. Plopping down on the sofa next to him, she told him, "Keep your eyes shut, and then do exactly as I say... promise."
"Sure, but what am I going to be doing, honey. Give me a hint?"
"No hints and no more questions, and remember you promised, by drinking your toast, to indulge me, so don't forget that."
"Of course not, never," he replied with a smile.
"Good, then just relax, and in a few seconds I will tell you exactly what to do."
"Fine."
In the deathly stillness of the cabin, he easily heard the sound of one of the wooden stick matches flaring to life. Then he heard what sounded like a sizzling noise, maybe, but before he could even try to gauge what the sound might be, she was whispering in his ear, "Now lean your head down slightly and open your mouth and then..."
Despite having absolutely no clue what the hell she was up to, he followed her instructions.
"Now wrap your lips around what I put there and then inhale deeply."
He felt something hard, circular, and plastic-like being pushed against his lips, and as he followed her instructions and inhaled deeply, he was rewarded with his mouth and lungs filled with the sweet tang of good pot.
"Now hold the smoke in, for a good second or two," she told him quietly in his ear.
Again, he obeyed, and after a long few seconds, she said, "OK, you can open your eyes and blow the smoke out now."
Just as he let out a large plume of smoke, he opened his eyes to find his daughter holding a fairly decent-sized blue bong.
"Jesus, honey . . . that . . . I mean, really . . ." he said as he tried to be mad at her for tricking him into taking a hit of what, based on the peaceful, easy feeling starting to weave a magic spell over him, must have been some very powerful dope.
But his anger was, of course, no match for her disarming smile.
"Sorry, I had to trick you into smoking pot with your little girl, but I didn't feel like arguing, so..."
"Yeah, I suppose I would have argued against it," he told her with a sigh.
He was not really that surprised she smoked pot, considering her age and how easy it was to score some good dope in Maple Hill.
"You're not mad, Daddy?" Holding the bong aloft, she smiled at him before taking a significant hit from it. "Or are you going to try and tell me we can't have any more, huh?"
"No, I'm not mad, baby. I mean, as long as you promise me . . . here and now, no drugs but this . . ."
"I promise, Daddy. Now it's your turn, so take just one more hit, on your own this time, and make it a nice big one."
He watched as she filled the bowl with fresh pot from a small baggie sitting in her lap, knowing arguing would be useless with his headstrong daughter.
Besides, he reasoned, the damage was already done, as he had already taken one significant hit.
He brought the bong to his mouth and- maybe in a mood to show off-took a rather large hit before holding the smoke in as long as he could.
After he finally blew the smoke out, he was delighted by the lovely sight of Chrissy happily bouncing up and down on the loveseat as she cooed, "Daddy is getting high with his little girl . . . I love it."
So do I, he thought to himself as his eyes became stuck momentarily on her chest and those big bouncing tits of hers.
Grabbing the bottle of champagne, Christine happily topped both glasses off before saying, "I think we both need a drink after those hits, so..."
She pushed the newly filled glass of champagne over to him, and as they both took large swallows, Tony felt a most pleasant buzz starting to take over his entire body.
After taking a few more large sips of his champagne, he asked her the question that had been on his mind for some time now. "So, Chrissy, I am curious, really curious, how you knew exactly where to find some glasses in this old cabin. I mean, you really didn't linger in the kitchen after we, you know, broke in, so I don't think you found them by looking around any."
"The truth is I get... hmm, feelings, I guess you could call them, about things sometimes, and this was one of those times. I just knew the glasses were going to be there, just like I knew I should bring the bottle of champagne with us, and like I knew if we could find the mailbox that I saw in my vision, it would lead us here . . . to this deserted cabin."
He started to say how that was really interesting before he caught himself. Smiling, he said, "Yeah, you almost caught me, little girl. Just because I'm high doesn't mean I'm naïve, Chrissy. Me thinks you are pulling your father's leg."
"Daddy," she whined, "I'm serious. Olga told me I have something like second sight."
"Olga, I've heard that name. Isn't she the one everyone says is a witch and owns that old dusty bookstore downtown?"
"Yeah, we have been friends for a while. I started going to her bookstore when I was only a freshman in high school. She is really cool, and it's true, you know."
"What is true?"
"She is a witch. Anyways, she says my visions are a gift and nothing to be trifled with."
"What does that mean? Trifled with?"
Looking at him gravely, she said softly, "It means I should follow my visions or bad karma will hit me."
"Really," Tony replied while still trying to figure out if she was messing with him because they were stoned, or if she was actually serious with all this wild talk of having visions.
"Tonight is proof of that, Daddy."
"How so, young lady?"
"Well, remember back in the restaurant when we were dancing, and I tried to kiss you."
"Hmm, yes, I think so, but first, before we get into that, tell me... how do your visions appear to you?"
"I like close my eyes and I think of someone or something and sometimes I get a picture of sorts in my head that might last just a few seconds and sometimes I get nothing."
"Hmm, that is interesting. So, anyway, now finish what you were saying earlier about how tonight is proof of your powerful visions. You were talking about our dance earlier tonight at the Crossbow.
"Yes, so I tried to kiss you, on the lips, because I had a clear vision I should, but at the last moment you turned away . . . denying my vision and making it not come true, Daddy."
"Honey, I--" he started to say as he was going to try to explain why he turned away, but she interrupted him.
"Daddy, your explanation of why you turned away is not important, but what is important is the bad karma that followed."
"You mean the accident?"
"Yes, of course, as the accident is proof of what happens when my visions are denied . . . just like Olga told me."
"That was just an accident, Christine . . . it's not proof."
"Maybe not to you, but it is to me, and if my feelings are at all important to you, Daddy, you'll not deny any more of my visions . . ."
Taking her hands in his, he whispered, "You know your feelings are the most important thing in the world to me, Chrissy."
"Then promise you won't have us tempt fate anymore by denying them."
"Promise, Christine," he told her quietly.
"Good, because while changing out of my wet clothes inside the bathroom, I had another powerful vision. One of me and you slow dancing inside a circle of fire."
He smiled before saying, "That sounds dangerous, honey. Like maybe the cabin is on fire."
She slapped him on his arm before saying, "Oh, Daddy... stop... my vision was not of the cabin being on fire but of us dancing inside a circle of flaming candles placed on the floor."
"Well, that could be nice, but your vision is a bit faulty, I think, as I only found four candles, Chrissy... hardly enough to make a circle."
She only smiled before telling him to close his eyes once again.
"So another surprise for me, huh?"
"Yes, go ahead and close your eyes. I won't be long in preparing things."
A minute or two later, she said, "OK, Daddy, you can open your eyes now."
He opened his eyes to find her standing across the room, looking utterly delighted, inside a relatively large circle of flaming pillar candles placed on the floor.
"Wow, where did you find more candles, honey... did you have another vision like with the glasses for our champagne?"
"No, this time it was just some good old-fashioned snooping around in the bedroom that allowed me to find a stash of candles... among other things."
"Well, you have your circle of fire, but we have no music, honey?" he told her.
Smiling, she gestured over to the fireplace mantle. Sitting there was one of those small boom boxes, vintage mid-eighties, he guessed.
"Does it still work? I mean, there is no power."
"Yes, it works. I tested it out already. It has batteries. I already checked."
"OK, but I wonder if you will be able to pick up any radio stations all the way out here."
"No worries, it has a cassette player, and if you need further proof of the accuracy of my visions, Daddy, guess what kind of tape was already in the cassette player?"
"No idea, but I hope it's not country... or rap."
"Nope, it's a collection of romantic dance ballads. It looks homemade, so my vision is spot on, huh?"
"I guess so," he murmured.
As they came together in her "circle of fire," his heart was racing. Although they had already shared a couple of slow dances earlier this evening, things are very different this time: number one, she is half-dressed, and number two, they are alone, which, of course, will change everything.
Tony had no way of knowing this, but when Chrissy indulged in a bit too much to drink, it had the appealing effect of making her extremely aggressive in pursuing what she wanted.
Then adding pot into the mix caused Chrissy to sort of "lose" any sense of boundaries while allowing her to become extremely relaxed and friendly, if she was with the right company, that is.
They swayed to the soft music, their bodies pressed tight against each other as they exchanged whispers of how much they both missed each other over the past few years.
As Tony held his hands firmly in place, just below the edge of her light reddish-purple half-tee shirt, he found it extremely difficult to keep his hands from doing some soft exploring while also finding it difficult, if not impossible, to keep his eyes off his daughter's chest.
Chrissy, on the other hand, couldn't seem to keep her hands in one place as they skated up and around his chest in large circles before reaching up to stroke his cheek as she whispered gently, "This is nice, Daddy... dancing this close."
"Hmm, it is, baby," he said as he stared back at her while exhaling softly.
His cock was stirring down there, and despite his best efforts to keep his growing erection under wraps, she was making things complicated as she leaned back some before subtly thrusting her chest out at him.
Tony sighed deeply as his cock entered the danger zone. He wanted to look away, but between the soft romantic ballad filling the quiet cabin and the dual effects of the pot and wine, he was almost in a trance-like state of awareness.
It was an awareness that contained one thing and one thing only at the very center of its universe, and that was just how utterly delicious and spellbindingly beautiful his daughter's big tits looked under that snug little half tee shirt of hers.
Snuggling her mouth up to his ear, she whispered, "You know, Daddy, I had another vision, a deeper one, a more powerful one that is, and it was more than us just dancing in a circle of fire. Do you want to hear what it was?"
"Sure, baby . . . what was your vision?"
"It was of us sharing some quiet Christmas Eve kisses as we swayed to the soft music inside our hypnotic circle of fire. Will you deny my vision, Daddy? I already told you how it's terrible luck to deny a vision. Olga told me as much."
"Well, if that is your vision, honey, I guess it should not be denied," he finally whispered to her just as their eyes locked for a moment and something deep and dark, and most forbidden, passed between them.
He moved his mouth toward her cheek, meaning to keep his kiss innocent, but reaching up, she steered his mouth toward hers, whispering, "My vision showed us... kissing on the lips, Daddy."
Unable to deny either her "vision" or his growing desire, he brought his lips to hers. They exchanged a long series of soft, gentle kisses, as their lips came together, parted, and then came together again, over and over, as they continued to sway to the romantic music inside their own private circle of fire.
Her hands snaked around his back, and as she pulled him closer to her, they exchanged the last of what might have been literally dozens of soft, sweet kisses before Tony finally found the willpower to break contact and pull back slightly.
"More," she whispered.
"More?"
"Yes, more Daddy as you pulling back from your pretty young daughter was not how my vision ends."
"How does your vision end, sweetie?"
"It's a secret, Daddy, for me to know and for you to find out," she said in a teasing voice.
"That is hardly fair, Chrissy," he said as he stroked her face with one gentle finger.
"Give me more kisses, and you shall find out how it ends, but only if you don't resist."
"Don't resist what, honey?"
"Me or this..." Bringing her mouth up to his, she boldly began to kiss him.
Considering how things had been trending, what happened next should not have come as a shock to Tony, yet when he felt her tongue push up against his lips, he was a bit caught off guard.
At first, he pulled back, causing her to hiss, "You can't resist, Daddy, or my vision won't come true, and it will be bad luck for you and worse for me."
"Honey, I..." He was about to tell her he thought they had taken her "visions" about as far as they dared, but when she looked up at him with a desperate pleading look on her face, and then doubled down on that look by whispering, "Please, Daddy, give your little girl what she needs, and what you want . . Pretty please."
After a moment's hesitation, he sealed his fate by taking the plunge deep into the forbidden waters. Moving his mouth down toward her, he kissed his daughter aggressively, and without reservation this time.
She replied by angling her tongue into his mouth, and he was lost. Responding in kind, he slipped his tongue inside her mouth, swirling it around as their kisses suddenly turned deeply passionate.
He should have been ashamed at such a thing occurring between them, but it was Christmas Eve, and there was magic in the air. Add in them both being a bit drunk and stoned, and the recipe was all set for something naughty to happen on this fateful evening.
She reached around behind her, guiding his hands around to her backside as she whispered, "Your hands being all over my ass, Daddy was also in my vision, you know."
"Hmm, that is nice..." he murmured while not trying to fight very hard against where she was guiding his hands.
Her ass was nice and firm and felt utterly delicious, and as he slipped deeper into the forbidden waters, he began to carefully knead her butt through the soft material of her sexy blue lace panties.
They circled, swaying to the soft music as they held each other tight inside their wicked, enchanted circle of flickering candles.
Finally, the slow song ended, and a jauntier dance number started up. Christine, not in the mood to dance to a faster number, broke away from him before skipping over to the boom box and hitting the pause button.
Coming back to him, she took his hand before leading him back over towards the small sofa. In his drug-addled mind, he was determined to put a stop to things before they got out of hand, but she had other ideas.
What happened next was like some mad erotic dream. After leading him over to the sofa, she gently pushed him down.
"Now it's time for your little girl to give her Daddy a nice Christmas present."
Positioning herself so she was standing directly in front of him, she gave him a bright smile that lingered long on her pretty face.
He sighed while trying his best to take his restless eyes off her chest. Still, considering how he was perched on the edge of the sofa, combined with her standing directly in front of him, leaving him at near eye level with those gorgeous tits of hers, it was damn near impossible to do.
In a voice dripping with sweetness, she whispered, "So I've noticed, Daddy, how..." She took another small step closer to him while thrusting her chest out to its maximum potential. "Ever since I changed into my little half tee shirt, you've been having a super hard time taking your eyes off of your little girl's big boobies."
She paused before reaching down and carefully hooking a pair of fingers on the lower edge of her T-shirt. Then, incredibly, she began to pull it up as she added slowly, "So I think it would be a really nice Christmas Eve gift to you, for me to show you what they look like."
As he began to blush something fierce, he tried to stammer out a defense, "Chrissy honey, I haven't been staring at--"
Reaching out with both hands, she touched his cheeks with her fingers. "Shh, I know you have, Daddy, so don't deny it."
Dropping her hands back down, she once more carefully hooked them under the edge of her T-shirt again.
Whispering, she said, "Look at me and tell me you aren't curious to see them, Daddy. Look at me and tell me you would hurt your little girl's feelings by not allowing her to give you a very special Christmas Eve gift."
Tilting her head to one side seductively, she added, "Can you do that, Daddy? Hurt my feelings like that?"
He looked at her before letting out a shaky breath. The little half tee shirt was hiked up just enough to allow a very nice portion of her lower boobs to be exposed to his curious eyes.
"You know I can't, honey."
"Then promise not to look away as your little girl shows you your Christmas presents."
"I won't look away," Tony whispered in a voice tinged with untold excitement.
Slowly, carefully, Chrissy pulled upwards on her T-shirt until she had fully revealed her big, luscious tits to his wide, staring eyes.
After tossing the T-shirt casually to the side, she whispered, "Merry Christmas, Daddy."
Thrusting her chest out to him, she gave him a bright smile as he stared slack-jawed at the most gorgeous set of tits he ever had the chance to see in his long life.
"So do you like your Christmas presents, Daddy?"
"Oh, Jesus, honey, they are so beautiful," he exclaimed breathlessly.
She took a small step forward before whispering sweetly, "Go on, Daddy, you can touch them if you want. Here, let me help you."
Grabbing his hands, she guided them slowly up to her chest. He wanted to resist, wanted to tell her to stop, but as he stared helplessly at those two nicely sized dollops of utter perfection, he seemed lost in a world of forbidden desire where he was literally unable to resist anything she wanted him to do.


As she pressed her hands up against their fullness, she whispered again, "Do they feel as good as they look, Daddy?"
He sighed as he started to fondle her tits gently. They felt soft and bouncy to the touch, and as he squeezed them tenderly, a hand on each tit, she slipped a hand around the back of his head.
"Go on, Daddy," she told him softly, "You can suck on them if you want."
He closed his eyes as she pushed the fullness of her tits against his face. He responded by first showering a plethora of wet, wild kisses all over them as his desire for his young daughter hurtled into the stratosphere.
Dialing back his lust, he made one final feeble attempt to keep that from happening as he tried to pull back, after which he would tell her things were out of control.
His plan never stood a chance against her soft, luscious tits because as soon as Chrissy discerned he was trying to pull back, she aggressively wound a hand around the back of his head. Tangling her fingers in his hair, she hissed, "Suck on them, Daddy, please suck on my virgin boobies."
As soon as he heard those words "virgin boobies," his lust for them nearly tripled right then and there. It mattered very little if it was true or not, as it was the thought that counted.
Closing his eyes, he opened his mouth as one of her large nipples slipped inside.
Latching onto it, he began suckling on it, almost desperately. Letting out a quiet sigh of contentment, Chrissy arched her back as she gently played with his hair.
"That's it, Daddy, suck on them. Show your little girl how much you love her big virgin boobies."
Letting her nipple slip out of his mouth, he switched to covering each lovely inch of her tits with a dozen upon dozens of small, sweet kisses, before finally finishing up by flickering his tongue lightly across each of her nipples.
After making each fully erect, he playfully took turns batting them tenderly around with both his tongue and then his thumb.
"Hmm, I like that," she murmured as his soft attentions were making her squirm as she stood there wanting, needing more.
He continued to switch between suckling and kissing her tits until finally he couldn't take it anymore.
Pulling back, he was about to whine to her how he needed more, but, sensing as much, Chrissy slipped one hand down to his crotch. Feeling his hardness through his dress pants, she exclaimed loudly, "God, Daddy... you feel so hard. Here... stand up, as it's time for you to give your little girl her Christmas Eve present."
They quickly switched places, and as he stood there, directly in front of her while she sat balanced on the edge of the loveseat, his cock somehow became even harder as he anticipated what might happen next.
Staring fixedly at this crotch, she whispered, "I think it's time for your little girl to unwrap her gift now, huh, Daddy?"
"Yes, sweetheart, I think it is."
Reaching out slowly, she gave him a sweet smile as she started by rubbing her hands all over his prominent bulge before exclaiming happily, "Wow, Daddy, my gift . . It feels so big and hard. I . . . I wonder what it is, huh."
Diving into their little "gift" analogy, Tony whispered to her, "Go on then, sweetheart, and unwrap your gift and see for yourself what it is."
She smiled innocently up at him before whispering, "OK, Daddy... let me see."
Purposefully taking her time, allowing the pure sexual tension to grow even more, she slowly unbuttoned and then unzipped his dress pants. She smiled up at him before slipping the pants down and off of him.
There was a rather pronounced bulge hiding under the light blue cotton briefs he was wearing, and as she gazed at it, she whispered, "Hmm, if I had to guess, I think you got your little girl a nice big ole candy cane to suck on, huh?"
She stared thoughtfully at her "gift" before hooking a pair of fingers around the waistband of the briefs and giving them a hard downward yank.
As his cock came tumbling out, she let out an embellished gasp before exclaiming, "Wow, it is nice and big just like I thought, but . . ."
Looking up at him, she batted her eyes playfully while hoping he would pick up on her gambit.
"But what, sweetheart . . . I mean, don't you like the candy cane Daddy got his little girl?"
"I do, but it's just," she whispered as she brought one hand up. Wrapping her hand around it, she added, "But I'm just a little worried it might be... too big... to fit inside my little virgin mouth. I mean, the truth is your little girl has never really sucked on... on this type of a candy cane before... ever."
There it is again, that word—virgin—that pretense of sweet innocence that was turning up the heat on him to nearly unbearable levels.
Tangling his hand in her hair, he pulled her closer while saying in a thick, husky whisper, "I have confidence you can, Christine, as you have always been so very willful when you wanted something."
"You are right, Daddy. I am a willful little girl and I will try my best to get it all in my mouth and suck on it really good."
Then, still thinking this was some wild, mad dream, Tony looked down as Chrissy opened her mouth wide.
As she made his cock disappear, inch by slow inch, inside her warm, wet mouth, Tony let out a pronounced moan that grew louder as she began to bob her head up and down slowly.
After taking it about halfway into her mouth, she let it slip out before grabbing it. Holding it aloft, she brought her mouth to the very tip of it. She smiled up at him sweetly, once more, before her tongue slithered out and around the tip of his penis.
Flickering it all around, she happily noted how it made him moan and squirm as her tongue danced under the bulbous head of his cock. Smiling inwardly to herself, Chrissy proceeded to attack there with a swirling, darting tongue that had him literally moaning out loud.
"Oh God, baby, that feels so good," he whispered as he watched, mesmerized, by the sight of her circling tongue attacking the sensitive underside of his cock with such expert precision.
Holding his cock up, she looked up at him. Batting her eyes innocently at him, she whispered, "I never really done nuttin like this before, Daddy. Is your little girl doing good?"
"You... you are doing good, baby," he replied lamely.
"Well, my best friend, Mandy, is a real slut, and she has been giving me, hmm, lessons on this sort of thing."
"She has?" he replied lamely.
"Un-huh. She has this really big dildo thingy that I would practice on in front of her, and she would give me pointers."
"That's good, baby... It's good to have a friend like that."
"It is. Yeah, she taught me a lot of different things. One was like how to combine a blow job with a hand job . . . she said men like that."
Reaching over, Chrissy quickly snatched up her purse before pulling a small bottle of lube out.
"Mandy gave me this... it's strawberry flavored... my favorite."
Tony watched, still spellbound, as his sweet little daughter dumped a generous amount of lube into the palm of one hand.
After setting the bottle back down, within easy reach, she wrapped her well-oiled hand around the middle of his cock.
Tony let out another loud moan as she began to use her hand to stroke his cock while using the other to cup his hanging testicles gently.
"You like that, Daddy, like your little girl stroking that big cock of yours while playing with your balls."
"Oh God, baby, it feels so good," he moaned as her hand slowly began to pick up speed.
Closing his eyes, his head lolled back as his daughter, most delightfully, used one hand to bring him to new heights of hardness before, once more, he felt her take him inside her mouth.
Now, she began to suck on him in earnest as up and down her head dipped and bobbed, causing him to moan with infinite pleasure.
Christine turned her head this way and that way, varying speeds while she continued to stroke his cock... just as she learned under the expert guidance of her slutty friend Mandy.
After a good minute of this, Tony was on the verge of coming when Chrissy, sensing by the way he was squirming and moaning something awful, suddenly stopped.
Letting his cock slip out of her mouth, she stopped stroking it. Looking up at him, she whispered sweetly, "I bet you like watching your little girl suck on her candy cane, huh, Daddy? Is she doing good?"
"God, yes, baby, you are."
"Great, well now that I got my big candy cane all nice and wet, I think I want to put it between my boobies and play with it like that. Would that be OK, Daddy?"
"Of course, sweetie, I mean it's your Christmas gift and if that's what you want to do with it . . ."
"Good, then, well, I think it will be easier if you sit down on the edge of the loveseat, and while you are doing that, I will get my little boobies all nice and ready for you."
After settling down on the edge of the loveseat, he watched as she dumped some lube directly on her tits before she began to rub it in all over.
"I think I am ready now," she whispered as she dropped to her knees directly before him.
Raising her chest up, she used one hand to guide his hardness up and in between her tits.
As she started to move up and down slowly, Chrissy looked up at him before whispering, "Mandy taught me this little trick, too, Daddy. I hope you'll like it."
"Oh God, baby . . . I . . . I already do . . . please don't stop."
"Don't worry, Daddy, I won't stop until... until you give your little girl her nice wet sticky surprise at the end."
Using both hands on the outer edges of her tits, she squeezed them together, trapping his cock in that slick, deep valley of soft tit flesh.
Slowly, she picked up the pace, as she bounced up and down, allowing his cock to slide easily up and down in between those well-oiled hills of hers.
Tony looked down, watching in utter fascination as his daughter worked her chest up and down, up and down, making him moan louder with every passing second.
He always loved titty fucking, but his ex-wife, not a fan of it, rarely allowed such pleasures, so having his daughter, and those big fucking tits of hers, doing this was like a dream come true.
Her words now spurred on his budding orgasm as she began to whisper, "Daddy, I want you to come... come all over your little girl's virgin boobies... You'll be the first ever... Please, Daddy, come all over them... for me."
Tony, spurred on by her words, began to jerk his hips up and down, harder and harder still, before finally, after about a good half dozen or so of hard upward thrusts, the head of his cock exploded... just as it popped up from between her tits.
Chrissy let out a childish giggle as she watched a load of cum go spurting out and all over the base of her throat.
Tony fell back against the love seat as the aftermath of maybe the most powerful orgasm of his entire fucking life washed over him.
Snuggling up next to him, she brought her mouth to his ear as she whispered, "That was nice, huh, Daddy?"
"Beyond nice, sweetie . . ." He whispered as he pulled her close next to him.
"Nice, like the pearl necklace. I'm going to tell everyone you got me for Christmas."
"You better not tell people, honey."
"I'm joking, of course, but it was a nice pearl necklace you gave me, but I suppose I'd better go get cleaned up."
After grabbing her half-tee shirt and panties, she jumped to her feet before skipping off toward the bathroom while a groggy Tony closed his eyes, scarcely believing what had just happened.
After she came back from the bathroom, they decided to cuddle under the blanket in front of the fire, and within a few minutes, snuggled tight in each other's arms, both of them were dozing softly.
Some hours later, Tony awoke. The cabin was dark and cold as the fire had nearly died out. Moving slowly, not wanting to wake her, he stood up and put on his briefs before tending to the dying fire.
Finally, after adding a few logs to it and stoking it back to life, he turned back to her and slipped back under the blanket.
"Thanks for bringing the fire back to life, Daddy," she murmured. "I was starting to get cold, but now that you've got the fire going again, I won't need to hide under the blanket anymore."
Rising, she let the blanket slip down and off her naked body some.
"So did you sleep well?" she whispered.
"Yes. It's easy to sleep well when you have a beautiful angel by your side, baby."
"Again with the flattery, I see," she replied while smiling at him.
Turning to him, she let her head drop down to her chest, and after they shared a quiet moment or two, she whispered, "Daddy, your little girl woke up this morning in a happy and playful mood, so will you oblige her and allow her to have a bit of play time with her daddy?"
"Of course, baby."
"Good, then do exactly as I say . . ." She carefully tucked the blanket up to his chest before leaning down and whispering in his ear. "Just lie there, hands at your sides, keeping quiet unless I ask you a question, as you watch me. Remember, though, say nothing, do nothing, and watch while allowing your desire for your little girl to grow and grow."
Raising, she looked at him seriously before whispering, "Finally, and this is very important, I want you to promise me, solemnly, when you simply cannot take it anymore. When you have had enough of your little girl teasing her daddy, you will lose control and attack me."
"Attack you? What do you mean, Chrissy?"
"I mean, once your desire is at its peak, once it can simply not be denied any longer from the wicked way I have been teasing you... You attack me... forcing me to submit..."
Reaching down, she stroked one side of his cheek sweetly before whispering, "And then fuck me harder and better than any woman you have ever fucked in your life before Daddy."
"Are you sure about this, honey?" he asked quietly while the thought of fucking her, hard and fast, immensely turned him on.
"This is what I want, Daddy. I will say it again, just so you don't misunderstand, I want you to take me and fuck me, Daddy. Promise you won't hold back... Promise you will give me what I truly want."
"OK," he whispered.
"But also promise me you will hold off as long as possible with your attack, the longer the better, as it will allow both of our desires to build."
"I can promise that, although I suspect your teasing will be... well, a delight for my senses."
"Hmm, it will be something alright, Daddy. You wait and see," she said before adding, "Now, since you have to obey... close your eyes and don't open them until I say, and I'll be back in a minute or two."
He sighed before closing his eyes.
A few minutes later, he heard her announce quietly from across the room, "You can open your eyes now."
He opened his eyes and turned toward the sound of her voice, only to be met with a dreamlike vision of beauty.
She was a few feet away, standing, her back to him, looking deliciously wicked and seductive in her all black ensemble consisting of a lace bra, garter belt, stockings, and thong panties. To match her all-black outfit, she had added a pair of black sandals with four-inch heels.
Turning, she smiled before sashaying over to him. Stopping before him, she whispered, "You like what I'm wearing, Daddy? I had a vision before our date, I should pack something in my gym bag . . . hmm, a little naughty."
"I love it, Chrissy. You are surely a vision of pure beauty, and I'm beginning to really like these visions you have been having."
"I thought you might, so now just lie there and watch the show while making sure never to take your eyes off your little girl."
He obeyed as he lay back against the pillow, watching that deliciously glorious ass of hers as she wandered slowly away. Happily, the thong panties she was wearing offered zero protection for her relatively abundant ass cheeks.
Obeying her command to never take his eyes off of her, he tracked her every movement as she proceeded to strut all around the small cabin, back and forth, circling to and fro with his eyes tracking her the whole way.
The show had the effect of causing him to grow from soft to firm in a matter of a minute or so before she stopped directly in front of him. Looking down at him, she whispered, "Are you enjoying watching your sweet little girl run around in her sexy underwear, Daddy?"
"I am, baby."
"Well, let's just see about that, huh," she responded before extending a hand to him. "Stand up."
She helped him stand up, then turned around so she was facing away from him. "Now I want you to snuggle up to me, Daddy, from behind and then start to kiss me as you run your hands all over my nice body, fondling and feeling to your heart's content, but don't you dare try to take anything off of me."
He started by showering her neck and throat with soft kisses as he ran his hands down and all over her ass before letting them slip around to her bare tummy.
Turning her head back toward him, she used one hand to guide his kisses to her mouth. They exchanged a hot series of passionate, tongue-twisting kisses as she guided his hands around to her chest.
Tony fondled those beautifully firm young tits of hers through the soft, sexy material of her black lace bra, allowing his cock to turn from semi-erect to fully erect.
"Hmm, I think someone is alive and well down there," she whispered before turning away from him and breaking contact. Turning back to him, she said, "It is Christmas morning, Daddy, and your little girl wants to have at least one present to open."
"Yeah, you are right, Chrissy, it is Christmas morning, but you know, I don't have any presents for my little girl to open."
"I think you do if we use our imaginations, Daddy, so just sit down and relax as I use my wicked imagination to take care of the present situation."
She started to stride away before turning and stopping, "Oh, and one more thing, it's really important, you try to relax, you know, down there, before I open my present. Can you do that for me, but don't ask why?"
"Sure, Chrissy. I'll try to relax."
Chrissy went happily skipping off to the bedroom, sure her wicked imagination would pay off in the end.
Wanting to give him time to relax, down there, Chrissy took her time, and by the time she returned, carrying her gym bag, he was stretched out on the sofa now under the blanket and had fallen into a heavy sleep.
Smiling, Chrissy settled down next to him before pulling out both the small red bow from the present he got her earlier, along with the small TO and FROM greeting label that had been attached to the present.
After pulling back the quilt, moving slowly and very carefully, she attached the stick-on bow to the upper waistband of his briefs on the right side, then, on the opposite side, she tucked the greeting labels inside the waistband so both were sticking out and easily visible.
He barely stirred as she did this, and after she was all set, she shook him, "Daddy, wake up coz it's Christmas morning finally, and your little girl is ready to open the present Santa got her."
He opened his eyes to find her sitting astride of him with a wholly self-satisfied little grin on her face.
Nodding at his crotch, she whispered, "Look, see, I told you Santa got me something."
Tony smiled. Attached to the waistband of his briefs —on the right side —was a small, bright red Christmas bow. On the opposite side were the TO and FROM stickers, sticking out from his briefs.
It was the kind one would put on a present, and just as he started to wonder where she got the bow and labels from, it hit him: from the present he gave her over dinner earlier in the night.
Smiling back at him, she reached down and pulled out the two labels.
Holding them up, side by side, she announced in a firm voice, "The labels say to Chrissy and from Santa."


"Wow, Daddy. Santa did get me something after all. Hmm, I wonder what my gift might be under that nice light blue wrapping paper with its bright red bow on it."
"Well, sweetie, why don't you... hmm, yeah, unwrap your present and see."
Looking up at him, she said, "I bet it's some kind of nice toy Santa got me, huh, coz I've been such a good girl all year, huh, Daddy?"
"Well, maybe, honey. Why don't you go ahead and open it and see?"
"What do you think Santa got me, Daddy?" she asked enthusiastically. "Boy, I hope it's some kind of nice toy that I can play with on this Christmas morning, Daddy, coz I like toys, especially if they are big."
"Well, you'll just have to see if it's a toy or not, baby, after you tear off the gift wrapping, huh?"
"Yeah, but first I'm going to rub my hands all over it and see if I can guess what it might be . . ."
Tony let out a soft sigh as she dropped her hands down to his crotch.
"Well, it feels kind of soft and squishy . . ." She paused, smiling at him mischievously before adding softly, "And not very big . . . I mean, I was hoping for a real big toy I could play with, Daddy, and that's what I asked Santa for."
Pulling her hands back, she looked down as she pretended to pout.
Reaching out, he touched the side of her face. "Oh, don't pout, honey. I'm sure Santa got you exactly what you wanted... I mean, well, maybe it is big hon. I mean, you won't know for sure until you unwrap it."
"OK, Daddy, maybe you are right. I'll open it now and . . . and hope for the best."
Moving slowly, she dropped her hands back down to her "present" before she carefully began to unwrap it by tucking her fingers under the waistband of his briefs and giving them a soft tug.
Slowly, she peeled his briefs off of him, and after getting the "wrapping paper" off, she casually tossed his underwear to the side.
Turning her attention to her gift, she looked thoughtfully at his flaccid cock. He had been concentrating hard on making it soft, just as she wanted, and had just managed to keep his thoughts and his eyes off of her, to make himself soft again.
She briefly looked down at Santa's present before looking up at him and frowning.
Picking up on her gambit, he asked, "Honey, what's wrong? You don't like the toy Santa got you?"
Using her middle and index fingers on her right hand, she touched his soft cock briefly before pulling her fingers back. "I mean, I like it and have, you know, never had one of these before, but . . ." Her voice trailed off as he pulled her fingers back while shrugging her shoulders in discontentment.
"But what, baby?" Tony asked.
"But I told Santa I wanted a big one of these... not small like this one. I mean, I heard from some of my girlfriends how the real big ones are super fun to play with."
Tony smiled inwardly as he now understood why she wanted him to relax down there. It was all part of the wicked game they were playing.
"Well, honey, lean forward, and I'll whisper a secret in your ear about this particular toy... one that comes straight from Santa's workshop where your toy was made."
"Really, Daddy," she gushed, "I like secrets."
"Well, I know you wish it were bigger, but just try playing with your new toy anyway, honey, and even though it's small now, you might find it getting magically bigger the more you play with it nicely.
Chrissy pulled back before saying enthusiastically, "Really, Daddy? OK... I'll try, but can you help me get started playing with it as I... I don't know what to do."
Tony smiled inwardly as she continued, much to his utter excitement, to play the sweet innocent virgin card.
"OK, well, you can just get started by maybe using one finger to, you know, pet it tenderly along its back side, just under the head, as it's very sensitive there. Here I will move down and lie on the rug so it will be easier for you to play with your new toy."
Tony slid off the sofa before stretching out on the rug in front of the fire.
Positioning herself directly across from his midsection on her knees, Chrissy carefully reached her index finger out before dropping it just below the head of his penis.
Whispering as she began to stroke it, she said, "Come on, little fellow... get nice and big for Chrissy... Hmm, can you do that maybe?"
Tony let out a gentle sigh as she stroked the sensitive spot under the head of his cock on the backside while she cooed softly, "Come on, get bigger for Chrissy... pretty please."
Remembering her promise that he would try to stay as soft as possible for as long as possible, Tony closed his eyes and tried to concentrate on "other" things. The fact was he would have to keep his eyes shut because if he watched her, sitting there playing with her new toy in her super sexy bra and panties . . . and those wicked matching black stockings, he would get big and hard . . . probably sooner rather than later and thus break his promise to stay as soft for as long as possible.
After a few gentle strokes of her finger up and down, she felt his cock beginning to twitch. Glancing up at him, she noted how he had fallen back with his eyes shut and was not watching her play with her new toy.
Reaching out, she smacked him, hard, on his bare mid-section as she whispered harshly at him, "Daddy, you need to watch your little girl play with her new toy . . . I mean, you've got to give her instructions on how to make it all big and hard."
Tony raised up, and as he adjusted a pillow under him, he told her, "Alright, alright, I am watching baby... just continue to stroke it some with your finger, and I'm sure, sooner or later, it will start to get bigger."
"I hope sooner," she murmured as she continued to use the tips of her index finger and middle finger to stroke the backside of his cock.
He let out a soft sigh as the sight of his little girl, sitting there on her knees, in her ultra-sexy bra and panties, staring so thoughtfully at his flaccid cock, was a supremely hot sight.
Despite his best efforts, as Chrissy alternated between stroking her finger up and down, and then around it in small circles, he felt himself growing from soft to semi-firm.
"Daddy," she exclaimed enthusiastically, "I think you are right... It's getting bigger. Should I keep doing what I'm doing?"
"Hmm, yes, but once it gets... You know... even bigger, I'll tell you what else to try."
"OK," she said as she leaned down, staring at her new toy more intently than ever.
Using two fingers now, she rubbed it up and down, very slowly, along the growing length of his cock, several times.
"That's it, little guy," she cooed sweetly, "Get bigger for me... pretty please," she whispered.
The way she was whispering so sweetly to it, the way she looked so hot in her bra and panties, the soft way she was stroking it, all conspired to make it impossible for Tony to keep his cock from getting bigger.
Finally, as his cock went from semi-flaccid to firm, she pulled her hand back.
"My toy is nice and firm now, but I want it nice and big and hard, so what should I do next, Daddy?"
"Try wrapping your hand around it, and, you know, move it up and down some, but it would help if you put some of that lube on your hand, Chrissy."
"Sure, I'll try that, Daddy," she told him before reaching over to the loveseat and grabbing the bottle of lube.
He watched, trying to control his excitement as his daughter slowly poured some of the lube onto the palm of her right hand.
"Like this, Daddy?" Chrissy innocently inquired as she wrapped her moist hand around his firm cock.
"Yes, sweetie, now just move your hand up and down, slowly, and then faster, if you want, and you should feel your new toy start to get bigger."
"OK, Daddy," Chrissy softly responded as she carefully moved her hand up and down.
Tony watched her with half-lidded eyes. She was staring at his cock, her hand wrapped around it tightly, with a look of intense concentration, while patiently moving her hand up and down.
After a few blissful strokes, she whispered, "Am I doing it right, Daddy?"
"Yes, honey, but if you really want to see it get big and hard, use both hands . . . here . . . like this."
He reached out, grabbing her free hand. "Make this hand into a cup and slip it under here, sweetie."
Chrissy allowed him to guide her hand down to his testicles, where she cupped them gently in the palm of her hand.
"That's it, hon. Now, real gently jiggle your toy's... hmm, ball sack, there while moving your other hand up and down... faster maybe this time."
Chrissy obediently complied with his request, maneuvering her hand up and down his growing manhood while jiggling his balls.
"Boy Daddy," she exclaimed softly, "my new toy is really starting to get nice and big now."
"I told you, baby," he responded softly as he finally gave up the ghost of trying to stay soft down there as his cock finally reached its full potential.
Watching as his cock started to jut upwards, Chrissy smiled as she whispered, "Yeah, I think it's big and hard enough for me to finally really play with it, Daddy... hmm, let me try."
Using one hand, she carefully pushed his penis down so it was flush against his lower belly. She held it there for a quick moment before suddenly pulling her hand away. His cock sprang back into its former upright position like it was spring-loaded, causing her to let out a soft giggle.
As if she was speaking to herself, she whispered, "Wow, that was so cool... let me try it the other way."
Pulling it the opposite way, she held it again for a few quick moments before releasing it. This time, it was like a catapult being released as his mighty cock sprang back into place from the opposite direction, eliciting another soft giggle from her.
Tony sighed as she flip-flopped between using her hand to cause the spring-loaded effect and the catapult effect-- while giggling the whole time innocently.
Finally, after doing this several times, she pulled her hand back before whispering, "One of my girlfriends, Susie, told me something, Daddy and I want to know if it's true."
"Go on and tell me, sweetie."
"Well, Susie said she had a toy, like this one, and that if her boyfriend let her play with it long enough and nicely enough... something would happen."
She paused, staring thoughtfully at his cock before reaching out and stroking it again with one finger.
"What did she tell you would happen, Chrissy?"
"Hmm, she said something kind of white and gooey would shoot out of the tip of the toy."
"She told you that, huh?"
"She did, but I didn't believe her, Daddy. I'm not that naïve. She was pulling my leg, huh?"
"Well, why don't you find out, honey? You know for yourself."
"You mean I should keep playing with it and... and try to make it do that thingy she said would happen?"
"Yeah, well, if you are really curious, maybe huh?"
"I am, but what's the best way to make that happen, Daddy?"
"Well, the easiest way might be to just, you know, wrap your hand around it again, like before, honey, while using the other hand to cup the toy's ball sack below like you did before, sweetie."
"OK, Daddy," she whispered.
Tony sighed as he watched her, once again, wrap one hand around his cock while slipping the other under his testicles.
She started slowly, moving her hand up and down as she jiggled his balls gently, causing him to squirm.
"That's it, honey, keep going," Tony panted as Chrissy picked up the pace.
Working diligently, Chrissy worked her hand up and down as she switched speeds. She was, apparently, a fast learner, as Tony watched her with half-lidded eyes.
A few more soft swipes of her hand, up and down, slow then faster, along with the tender way she was using her other hand to jiggle his balls lightly, was pushing him toward a monumental climax.
What finally sent Tony over the edge was when she started whispering aloud, softly and sweetly, "Come on, little guy, you can do it. Please, make the white stuff for Chrissy."
Her concentration never wavering, Chrissy continued to softly stroke his cock as she whispered some more to it. "Pretty please, make the gooey white stuff for me . . ."
"Oh Christ," he moaned softly under his breath as his legs began to shake in a sure prelude to him exploding.
Chrissy tilted her head, staring at his cock intensely, while stroking it up and down. She sensed what was about to happen, but still, when it did, she made sure to act as if she was totally surprised.
Tony let out a loud moan before his cock, like an erupting volcano, jetted out a massive load of the white gooey stuff.
"Oh my God," Chrissy gasped as she giggled. "I did it, Daddy. I made it explode. Hmm, I guess Susie wasn't lying after all."
Smiling, she sank against him. Wrapping the blanket around her, he whispered, "So did my little girl like playing with her new toy? The one Santa got her?"
"Oh yes, and later if I want to play with it some more, Daddy, you'll let me, right?"
"Of course, it is your toy, so you can play with it whenever you want, as long as we are alone."
They both dozed happily under the blanket in front of the still blazing fire as their wicked Christmas morning bounced merrily along.
A bit later, after slipping off into a light doze, Tony found himself being shaken awake by his daughter.
"Daddy, wake up," she whined, "I want to play some more." Rubbing his eyes, he glanced at her. She was a vision of pure beauty as she sat astride him, on her knees, leaning forward, allowing him a nice view of her lovely cleavage.
"So what do you want to play then, hon?" he whispered.
"Hmm, I never got a chance to finish teasing you before we got, you know, sidetracked by our little Christmas present fantasy, so... I still owe you a nice teasing, and you still owe your little girl a . . . nice fucking, Daddy."
"Well, I suppose I do, little girl."
"So let's see just how hard I can get you, Daddy, before the hard fucking you are going to give me. I think it should start with a nice kiss or two . . ."
Leaning down, she brought her mouth to his as they, almost immediately, began exchanging a series of passionate kisses.
After exchanging kisses for a good ten seconds or so, she pulled back before looking down at his semi-erect cock.
"Hmm, only semi-hard, Daddy . . . well, let's see what your little girl can do about that."
She rose back up before smiling at him wickedly. Dropping her voice to a seductive whisper, she said, "You like the way this black lace bra of mine shows off my big boobies, Daddy?"
"I do, sweetie. It makes them look delicious."
Tilting her head seductively, she whispered, "Are you sure? Maybe you need a closer look."
She leaned over, resting on her hands, positioning herself so her tits were directly in plain view.
Tony stared wistfully at his young daughter's fantastic set of tits . . . God, they looked good as his eyes fell in love with them all over again while travelling up and down the long line of cleavage.
Leaning down further, she brought them to within mere inches of his face as she whispered, "I just bet you would love to bury your face between my boobies and begin sucking on them, huh, Daddy."
"I would, Chrissy," he answered truthfully.
"Hmm, maybe later, but first you have to watch me do something."
"What do I have to watch you do, honey?" he asked.
"Me playing with the other toy Santa left me under the Christmas tree . . ."
"You mean the tree we don't have, honey."
"Don't spoil it by getting all realistic on me, Daddy. You know what a wicked imagination I have."
"I do... sorry, Chrissy. So what toy did Santa leave you?"
Reaching over to the loveseat, she pulled the large glass dildo out of her bag before showing it off to him.
"That is some toy baby," he said.
"It is... You wanna watch as your little girl plays with her new toy, Daddy?"
"I do," he said as he leaned forward just a bit before adjusting the pillow under his body to give himself a better view as she moved over to the love seat.
Smiling at him, she spread her legs wide, causing his heart to race. Slowly, she brought the large glass dildo up to her mouth before she slipped it inside and began to suck on it teasingly.
After getting it nice and wet, she slipped it down between her legs, and then, after using one hand to pull her panties aside, she slowly pushed it up and inside of her.
Tony stared, his eyes wide, as he watched her work the dildo in and out of herself. Adding to his viewing pleasure, Chrissy tilted her head back, closing her eyes as she moaned while working the large glass dildo in and out of her cunt.
After a good half dozen strokes, she pulled it out before bringing it to her mouth.
"Hmm, I taste good," she whispered as she sucked on the glass dildo seductively, causing his cock to go from firm to erect.
Smiling mischievously, she carefully yanked her bra straps down, one after the other, allowing those tremendous tits of hers to come spilling out.
Leaning back on the loveseat, she closed her eyes before slipping the dildo back down and inside of her while using her free hand to play with her tits.
She worked the glass cock back and forth inside of her just as she started to softly moan before whispering, "Oh that's it, Daddy, fuck your little girl, fuck her hard, make her moan and whine . . . Oh God!!!"
Tony squirmed as he gaped at the scene of her holding one breast up in her hand as she gently squeezed it while working the fake cock in and out of her as she tilted her head back, eyes closed, moaning in abject pleasure.
Her teasing show went on gleefully for another good five minutes or more as his playful daughter worked the dildo in and out of her while moaning his name.
Pulling the dildo out, she gave him a mischievous smile as she climbed to her feet.
Circling back around to in front of him, she whispered, "Your little girl has a confession to make, Daddy."
"I'm listening."
"I have always dreamed of being an exotic dancer, you know, like a stripper I mean, but, well, I guess I'm just too shy to do something like that in front of a bunch of strangers, but in front of you . . . yeah, I think I might be able to try it so can we just pretend we are in a club somewhere, back in the small VIP room and . . . and you have taken me back there and are expecting me to strip for you and since you are the club's number one patron, the esteemed Mr. Woods, I'll have to do it, even though I'm really not a stripper, but instead I'm being forced into going back to the VIP lounge where you will be waiting for me. So can we do that, Daddy? Please!"
"Wait, first tell me more, like why are you being forced to go back to the VIP room with this esteemed Mr. Woods, because if you are really not a stripper, why are you being forced to?"
"Just say yes and follow along with me, and I will fill you in with the details as our little fantasy plays out, Daddy. So, can we do it? Please indulge me in this little make-believe fantasy of mine."
Tony smiled before telling her, "Sure, I guess we can play a game of 'let's pretend'. I mean, Christmas is all based on a pretend jolly old fat guy in a red suit coming down your chimney to drop off presents before hopping on his sleigh to be carried off into the night sky and to the next house by flying reindeer. Can't get much more pretend than that, huh?"
"Exactly my point, Daddy," she beamed before sitting, turning, and walking away toward the bedroom.
"Wait, one more question. Where is this VIP lounge I will be waiting for you at? . . . Here?" He waved his hand around, indicating the small front room.
"Yes, it's a very well-appointed VIP lounge with its own personal loveseat and fireplace, so just relax and wait for me as I go change."
"Sure, honey," he said while marveling at his daughter's wicked imagination.


Chrissy, humming to herself, disappeared back to the bedroom, hoping her skirt and blouse would be dry enough by now to put back on. She had neatly laid them out on the bed to help them dry, so she was optimistic they might be.
A minute later, after putting back on her mostly dry skirt and blouse, along with her white bra and matching panties, she touched up her hair and makeup before making her way back out to the front room of the cabin, aka the VIP lounge.
Tony looked up as she came slowly walking back into the cabin's front room, surprised she was again wearing her outfit from dinner.
Chrissy took a deep breath before diving into character. Approaching him, slowly, she said in a hesitant and tentative voice, "Hello, hmm, you must be Mr. Woods."
"I am, and you are?"
"My name is Chrissy."
"Well, Ms. Chrissy, I must say you are quite pretty, in fact, pretty enough that I would remember you if you were up on stage dancing, but I don't think I have ever seen you before."
"Can... can I sit down, Mr. Woods, and I will share something with you?" she shyly asked.
"Sure, honey, sit down here," he told her as he patted the loveseat next to him.
In a quiet, tentative voice, Chrissy told him, "You have never seen me before because I normally work in the back. You see, I'm not a stripper or a dancer, Mr. Woods. I am, like, a paid intern to help balance the club's books. I'm going to college for accounting."
"Hmm, how nice... a sweet little bookkeeper, but if you are not a dancer, why did Mr. Jenson send you back here to me, sweetie?"
"I guess the girl he had lined up for you, like, went home sick at the very last moment and . . . and he said you only like young girls, pretty and innocent looking and . . . and I guess all the other dancers are old and like slutty looking, so he said you would not care for them."
"No, I suppose I would not. Anyways, so he, hmm, sent you back to do what?"
"I'm, hmm, supposed to, like strip for you, I guess, and... and do some... other stuff... if you want."
"Did you try telling him you are only an intern bookkeeper and coming back here was not part of the job?"
She looked down again, playing her role as the shy young bookkeeper to the hilt. "I... I tried, but he got mad and threatened to fire me. He said he was desperate and he didn't have anyone else you would like, and I, well, he said you were a very important customer and had to be pleased... no matter what."
"So I guess you had no choice, huh?"
"I didn't," she whispered before looking down as she nervously twisted her hands in her lap. "You see, I really need this job so... so I can't just quit, you know, plus he told me if I like, you know, please you, he would give me a nice bonus on my next check."
Reaching out, Tony ran his fingers along her face as he whispered, "So I need to be pleased, huh?"
"Ah-uhn," she nodded.
"And do you know exactly what it might take to please me, Ms. Chrissy?"
"I... I think maybe you... You would like to see me strip for you?"
Tony smiled before nodding.
"But I don't need to dance around, or nuttin' like that though Mr. Woods . . . coz I don't know how to dance much."
"Well, usually I like my young ladies to be dancing for me as they strip, but . . ." Reaching out again, he ran his fingers through her hair. "Since I like you, Chrissy, you can just, like, stand still in front of me and take off your clothes."
"OK," she murmured before climbing to her feet and positioning herself directly before him.
She gave him a soft, sad smile before murmuring, "I have never gotten undressed in front of anyone before, Mr. Woods."
"Really... so you really are shy, sweet, and innocent then, huh, Chrissy?"
"I really am, Mr. Woods," she whispered as she untied the small, knotted scarf at the top of her blouse.
Standing up, Tony leaned in and whispered in her ear, "I like innocent little girls, Chrissy, so as you are undressing for me, go super slow and keep reminding me how sweet and innocent you are."
"OK," she whispered as her hands slipped down to her blouse, and as she started ever so slowly to unbutton it, she gave him a nervous look before pausing and saying, "This is really difficult for me, Mr. Woods. I . . . I never had a boyfriend or nuttin like that coz my parents are super strict with me . . . especially my daddy."
"Hmm, well, you are such a pretty young thing, maybe your daddy was just trying to save you for himself, sweetie."
"Maybe," she murmured as her hands finally slipped down to the second-to-last button just above where her blouse was tucked neatly into her black skirt.
Grabbing her hands, Tony whispered to her, "I have a nice idea, honey."
"What is your idea, Mr. Woods?" she whispered as she paused in undoing her blouse.
"Why don't you just put your hands at your side and let me finish undressing you?" Reaching up, he stroked the side of her face softly before whispering, "Please."
"OK," she said as she dropped her hands to her side.
Tony barely could contain his excitement as he reached out and carefully unbuttoned the final two buttons on her blouse before pulling it out from her skirt.
After opening it up on the way, he stared desirously at her chest. She had on a white lace push-up bra that accented her nice tits perfectly.
Bringing her hands up, she placed them diffidently on her chest, just above the rise of her tits, as she whispered, "I hope you aren't too disappointed, Mr. Woods?"
"Oh God no, Chrissy, I'm not. I must say, though, that is a gorgeous bra you are wearing under your blouse."
Tilting her head seductively, she replied quietly, "So you really like it?"
"Very much so, and I bet I will like what you got hiding under that pretty skirt of yours, too. Can you take it off for me, sweetie? Please?"
Chrissy smiled to herself inwardly, liking the way the esteemed Mr. Woods was being so gentlemanly and polite with her.
Chrissy paused for a long, drawn-out moment before whispering, "Hmm, I guess so... especially since you did say please."
She gave him a shy smile before slowly, carefully removing her skirt.
After getting it off, she took a small step back from him, allowing him to get a good look at her body. Under the skirt she was wearing a pair of matching white thong panties, and as she stood there, shifting nervously back and forth on her feet, he thought she looked simply fantastic clad in just her bra and panties.
Her supreme acting job of playing the role of the shy, sweet, and innocent bookkeeper, forced to be a stripper for the big shot Mr. Woods, was a real turn-on.
"So you were working tonight, which means somehow you don't have a Christmas Eve date?"
Shaking her head no, she quietly said, "Unh-huh . . . my Daddy doesn't let me date boys."
"Well, I'm not a boy; in fact, I am old enough to be your father, and the truth is, I was wondering if you would like to be my Christmas Eve date."
After a long pause, she finally said, "I think I would like that."
"So maybe my pretty date would like to share a nice slow dance with this lucky old man."
"I think she would," Chrissy said as she turned, strutting across the room, to the small boom box.
A minute later, they were swaying softly to some melodious slow dance number as Mr. Woods fought to keep his hands from sliding all over her ass.
Wondering what her reaction might be, Mr. Woods leaned in, whispering in her ear, "God, you are so beautiful, Chrissy, and have such a nice body, I'm really having a hard time making my hands behave."
Blinking her eyes at him innocently, Chrissy replied, "You can let your hands go some, Mr. Woods. I guess I wouldn't mind too much."
"Hmm, you wouldn't sweetie?"
"No," she whispered back as his hands slid off her sides and around to her lovely ass.
As they continued to circle the dance floor, Mr. Woods ran his hands, lightly at first, all over her ass. The majority of both her butt cheeks were wholly exposed as the skimpy thong panties she was clad in provided precious little coverage back there. After a quick minute, he took another brave step forward when he began to knead her ass firmly toward the end of the song.
As the song ground to an end, a new slow song started up.
"Would you like to dance again, Chrissy?"
She gave him a mischievous smile before saying, "I have a better idea. Why don't you sit down on the sofa there, and I will dance for you, Mr. Woods? We can even make it a lap dance . . . if you want."
"I thought you didn't want to dance like that, Chrissy?"
"Well, that was before I started to get to know you, Mr. Woods, and now that I'm officially your Christmas Eve date, I mean, I could try dancing for you... for my date that is." She gave him a sly look before adding, "I mean, I might not be perfect . . . but I'll try my best."
"Well, a nice lap dance would be good, I suppose," he eagerly told the shy young bookkeeper turned dancer.
After he settled onto the sofa, Chrissy went through a stack of cassette tapes she'd found earlier in the bedroom until she found one with some 70s dance music. Putting on a jaunty number from KC and the Sunshine Band, she floated back in front of him.
"You know, Mr. Woods, I think I need a better name than Chrissy if I'm going to dance for you. I mean, most dancers use cute and sexy nicknames when dancing."
"Yeah, I suppose they do. So what do you think would be a good nickname for you, Chrissy?"
"Hmm, how about Bambi coz I'm so sweet and innocent like Bambi."
"Yeah, Bambi, I like that. Very fitting," Tony said as he again marveled at her imagination.
"Bambi, it is then," she said happily as she began strutting back and forth in front of him.
He gazed at her, at those big tits bouncing up and down inside the tight confines of that sexy white push-up bra as she added a bit of swagger to her strut.
Stopping directly in front of him, she turned her back before pushing her ass out as a prelude to shaking it back and forth.
As the beat of the music kicked in, Chrissy started to slowly twirl around in front of him before stopping with her back to him.
Reaching behind her, she found his hands before pushing them onto her ass.
He ran his hands over her deliciously slightly plump ass as she, really warming up to the dance, leaned her head back and began whipping her hair around to the beat of the rocking dance number.
She did this for a good minute or two before finally stopping her swaying to the music and turning around to face him.
Once more, he was treated to the lovely sight of Bambi gyrating her body in front of him before she slowly lowered herself down onto his lap. Facing him, she began slinking her body back and forth, grinding away at his growing hardness.
Tony brought his hands up, gripping her around her midsection as she continued to rotate her bottom side against his crotch, turning his cock into a raging, hard monster.
He touched her face lightly, whispering, "Would Bambi maybe mind sharing a kiss with me?"
She smiled before whispering, "Not at all."
As their mouths slowly came together, it took all of his willpower not to take things too far and too fast, as it would only ruin the innocent little fantasy they had created.
They shared several light kisses before he let his lips linger longer, and when she didn't protest, he tried slipping his tongue out. It met with some resistance at first before she finally opened her mouth, and they began to kiss more passionately.
Their kiss was all too brief, though, as after a quick second or two, she quickly rose up and then twisted around before settling back down on his lap, but with her back to him this time.
As she started to gyrate on his lap, she turned to him, whispering, "You know, Mr. Woods, I am barely eighteen years old and still a virgin."
"Hmm, that is nice, Bambi that you are still so sweet and innocent and a virgin."
"Yes, and some of the other girls also told me you like taking advantage of shy, sweet, innocent little girls... like me, so..."
As the song came to an end and the cabin fell silent for a moment, she pushed herself up to her feet.
Turning around to face him, she dropped her voice to a hoarse whisper. "And my manager told me I have to . . ." Batting her eyes at him, she tilted her head seductively before whispering, "Let you do anything you want to me."
"Anything?" Tony asked as he scooted forward, moving to the very edge of the sofa.
"Anything," she replied as she started swaying to another jaunty dance number. Whirling her body back and forth in front of him, she swung and twirled around before moving up even closer to him.
Swaying to the music, she used one hand around the back of his head to bring his face forward, some toward her chest. Pressing her boobs up against his face, she slowly started to rock back and forth, allowing her nice tits to bounce up against his face.
After a good thirty seconds of this and as Tony's cock began to ache with hardness, she took a small step back.
Using her sweetest and most innocent of voices, she whispered to him, "Do you want to see my virgin boobies, Mr. Woods?"
"I would," he replied softly.
"OK, but before I take off my bra for you, Mr. Woods, I have a confession to make."
"Go ahead, honey, I'm listening."
"Well, it's just you would be the first ever to see my boobies, as I said before, this is my first night dancing, and you're my first customer, and I've never shown them to anyone, ever, before coz I'm really shy and innocent."
He smiled. "Shy and innocent is good, sweetie."
In a soft, hesitant voice, she whispered, "Really, but are you sure you want to see them?"
Reaching out, he whispered back to her. "I'm sure, sweetie, but, well, look, Bambi, although the truth is, I would really love to be the first person to ever gaze upon your naked breasts, if you don't want to show me, you don't have to. You can dance some more for me while leaving your pretty bra on if you want."
After blinking her eyes at him, she looked down timidly before whispering, "I want to show you but I'm just, you know, scared coz nobody ever saw them before . . . but . . . but if I don't show you, if I don't give the customer what they want the boss will be mad and fire me and I really need this job, Mr. Woods."
"Really, he would do that?"
"Yes . . . so . . . hmm, I guess I'd better show you."
She brought her hands up to the center of her bra; it unhooked in the front, and after fiddling with the single clasp for a brief moment, she paused.
"This is really scary for me," she said with a heavy sigh.
"Here, why don't you let me help you, Bambi?" he offered as he was desperate to see those beautiful tits of hers once more.
"OK."
He wrapped his hands over hers, and together they undid the single clasp. His hands slipped away as he held his breath while she slowly opened up the gates of heaven for him.
His eyes skated up, around, and all over her perfectly tanned tits as she stood there, holding onto the edges of her bra, staring at him pensively for a long, drawn-out moment.
"Do you like them, Mr. Woods?" she finally quietly asked.
"Oh God, Bambi, they are utterly gorgeous."
"Really?" she asked as she opened the bra up fully before tossing it casually away.
"Yes, I mean, they are really, really nice, hon."
"Do . . . do you wanna be the first one ever to touch them, Mr. Woods?"
Even though he knew this was not true, in the spirit of the game they were playing, he allowed himself to think it was... and it turned him on immensely.
"That would truly be a great honor, Bambi," he said as he reached out, placing his hands on her tummy.
Slowly, as she stood perfectly still, her head tilted seductively to one side, and a soft smile on her face, he moved his hands north.
As his hands slowly slipped up and onto those two wonderfully large and delicious dollops of perfection, she continued to hold perfectly still.
He fondled them gently, interspersing soft, tender squeezes as he ran his hands lightly over them.
He paused briefly, whispering to her, "Are you sure this is OK, little girl?"
"It's OK, Mr. Woods. I . . . I like how you are being so gentle with them."
"Hmm, maybe you will like this then also."
He brought his hands to his mouth before licking his fingers on each hand.
As he brought his hands up to her breasts once more, he looked up at her. She had a perfect look of anticipation and anxiety on her pretty face, which only heightened his excitement.
Using one hand on each, he lightly ran his wet fingertips over and around her nipples, and as they slowly became erect, he began to playfully, gently use his fingers to bat at them.
Licking his fingers again, he repeated the process once more as she let out a soft sigh while looking down at what he was doing.
"I... I like that, Mr. Woods. My nipples are very sensitive."
"If you like that, maybe you'll like something else."
"What?" she asked quietly.
"Do you trust me, Bambi, because what I have is a surprise?"
"Un-huh," she answered softly. "I... I trust you like I do my daddy, Mr. Woods."
"That's good. As I said earlier, I'm old enough to be your daddy, so why don't you start calling me that, as I think it will allow you to trust me even more."
"OK," she said.
Tony, aka Mr. Woods, marveled at how they came full circle even as he told her, "So does daddy's little girl like surprises?"
"She does, Daddy."
"Then close your eyes, sweetie."
"OK, Daddy," she said as her eyes fluttered shut.
He brought his hands up and around to her back, pulling her closer. He raised up, bringing his mouth up to her breast before letting his tongue loose.
He slowly flickered his tongue back and forth over her nipple before allowing it to circle it, again and again, as it quickly snapped to attention. Once it was fully erect, he used his tongue to bat at it several times lightly.
"You like that, sweetie," he whispered. "You like your daddy using his gentle tongue to play with your nipple?"
Oh God yes, Daddy, don't stop . . . please . . . it feels really good."
He brought his hands around to the front, then, adding them to the mix as he gave the same attention to her other nipple.
Pulling back, he jiggled her tits in his hands for a quiet moment before he began to apply a light smattering of kisses all over them while using his thumbs to continually bat tenderly at her now fully erect nipples.
She was sighing all the more as he finally moved to the grand finale. Opening his mouth wide, he began to tenderly, at first, suckle on one of her breasts, causing her to let out a soft moan.
Dropping his hands down, he circled them around to her backside, and as he ran his hands all over that super nice ass of hers, he began to suckle on her tits seriously.
Back and forth, he suckled on her tits, mixing in periods of gentleness with moments of utter passionate abandonment.
He finally pulled back, whispering to her, "You like Daddy sucking on his little girl's big boobies, huh, sweetie?" he asked in a throaty whisper as his cock was growing harder by the minute.
"Oh God yes, I do, Daddy," she sighed, "It feels so good."
"Daddy could do something else that you might think feels really good, sweetie."
"You... you can do anything you want to me, Daddy."
"Hmm, now that is a delicious thought. Well then, why don't you start by slipping off those sexy little panties of yours and then sit down on the sofa and wait while I prepare things over here."
He moved over to the fireplace, adding fresh logs to the fire as he stoked it fully back to life while she slipped off her panties.
After getting the fire fully refreshed, he turned back to her, letting out a deep sigh.
As he suggested, she was sitting there, on the small sofa, a vision of pure naked beauty.


He crossed the thick plush rug over to the sofa, and after he settled down next to her, she whispered, "I'm ready for you to make me feel good, Daddy."
"Let's see if you are."
Leaning in, he began by giving her a nice kiss as his hands found those deliciously firm boobs of hers again. She willingly accepted his kiss, replying with a soft aggression of her own.
Slipping his hand down and in between her legs, as they kissed, he found her tight little snatch box already wet. Unable to resist any longer, Tony embarked on the final forbidden act.
Amped up by the wild, forbidden desire he felt for his young daughter, he hopped to his feet before reaching down and easily scooping her naked body up in his arms.
He used a bridal carry to carry her over to the soft bearskin rug. He placed her down gingerly in the center of the rug before straightening up to admire how she looked, completely naked, stretched out on the rug.
Leaning down on one arm, she stared up at him, blinking her eyes and doing her best to look utterly innocent.
It worked as Tony's cock, somehow became even harder as he stared ravenously down at her innocent, young, naked beauty.
Then she whispered something not so sweet and innocent that sent his sexual desire for her into overdrive.
"Are you going to spend the rest of the night fucking your innocent little girl on this nice soft rug in front of this romantic fire, Daddy?"
Tony swallowed hard before dropping to his knees, nodding yes.
No words were spoken as she crawled on top of him, straddling him as he stretched out on his back on the soft rug.
Giving him a sly smile, she shook her big tits before whispering, "You wanna play with your little girl's big boobies some, Daddy... before you fuck her."
"I do, Chrissy," he whispered in a voice hoarse with desire.
Reaching up, he cupped both of her tits simultaneously before beginning to knead them softly. She allowed him this delightful pleasure for a few long moments before she whispered, "Take off your pants and underwear, Daddy. I wanna see how big I can make your cock before you shove it in me."
Together, they made short work of both his nice dress pants and his underwear.
Once more, she straddled him. Moving slightly forward, she raised her chest up, positioning it directly over his face before she slowly lowered her boobs until they were dangling nicely directly in front of his face.
He lifted his mouth, trapping one of her tits in it before suckling on it with an ardent fervor that soon had her moaning in soft delight.
His mouth travelled back and forth between her tits as Chrissy used both hands to squeeze her breasts down and around his face, trapping it in a heavenly prison of beautiful, soft, and warm tit flesh.
Giggling, she began to massage his face with her breasts as she whispered, "Do nothing, Daddy, and allow me to have a bit of teasing fun while taking my nice boobie massage until you simply can't take it anymore and then... take me."
He obeyed, closing his eyes as her tits bounced merrily in his face.
This wonderful breast massage of hers lasted for a good minute before, finally, unable to take it anymore, he wrapped his arms around her and aggressively flipped her off of him.
She ended up in a tangled heap next to him, giggling with girlish delight at how she made him lose control and get aggressive with her.
After she righted herself, he gazed longingly at her nakedness with his absolute desire to fuck her growing by the very second. Leaning on one arm, she gave him a mischievous smile before whispering, "I bet you are ready to fuck your little girl now, huh, Daddy?"
"I am," he snapped at her.
"How do you want me... maybe like this?"
Turning over, she positioned herself on her fours. Turning her head to face him, she whispered again, "Go on, and put it in me, Daddy. Fuck your sweet little girl good and hard."
Wanting to savor the moment, Tony rose slowly to his knees, his eyes floating between her pretty ass and her waiting cunt just below. The way she was sticking her ass out, the way her big tits were dangling down, the wicked half smile on her face, all conspired to make him more desirous to fuck her right here and now; maybe more so than he had ever wanted to fuck anyone in his life.
As he snuggled his cock right up against her wet opening, she whispered hoarsely, "Go on, Daddy, shove it in hard... fuck me hard . . . hard and fast, and make me beg for more . . . make me--"
Her last words were cut off when he suddenly propelled his hips forward, recklessly, burying his nearly seven inches inside of her.
Her loud moans filled the silent cabin as Tony went from zero to sixty in about a second and a half flat, rocking into her, over and over again, with such force and passion that he never knew he possessed.
He slammed his cock into her repeatedly, making her moan louder with each successive blow before finally, panting, he took a short breather.
"Oh God, Daddy, you are fucking me so good," she whispered even as he slowly pushed her down so she was lying flatter on the rug.
Then, like a racehorse thundering down the homestretch, he went to work fucking his daughter, slamming his manhood into her with a quick series of hammer-like blows that left them both panting.
Spurred on by her moans of pleasure and ramped up already, it didn't take long before Tony released a large load of cum deep inside of her before he collapsed down and onto the rug.
It was roughly four hours later when Tony's eyes flickered open. He was lying on his back while Chrissy was snuggled up tight next to him with her head resting softly on his chest.
The morning's light was seeping into the deathly quiet cabin as he felt something fluttering about, down below, and under the blanket covering them both.
His pulse started to pick up as he quickly realized what was doing the fluttering down there below the blanket: it was her restless hand stroking his cock back to life.
As if his cock needed any more incentive other than her soft hand moving up and down on it, she whispered to him, "Daddy, your little girl wants your big, hard cock inside of her so bad on this nice Christmas morning."
"Hmm, it is Christmas morning, huh, and I suppose you deserve a nice present."
"I do," she said as she maneuvered herself up and around so she was straddling him.
Hovering just over him, she slowly dipped her lower body down until her pussy came into contact with the tip of his now rock-hard penis.
Moving slowly, she carefully worked her wet cunt, up and down, his long, stiff shaft until he simply could not take it anymore.
Reaching up, he grabbed her before flipping her easily over and onto her back. Lowering his mouth, he took his sweet time, spraying the entirety of her tits with soft, loving kisses before raising back up.
Looking down, he gazed at his daughter, and in the soft flickering light of the cold morning sunshine, her gorgeous body glowed with unearthly beauty.
Wanting her to be wholly prepared before he entered her, he was determined to go slow and be soft with her in everything he did. Lowering his face, he started by giving her a series of loving kisses on both cheeks and then her forehead. Moving on, he gave her a playful kiss on the tip of her nose before gently assaulting her lips with a passionate array of kisses.
They proceeded to exchange a virtual snowstorm of soft, sweet kisses before he let his mouth fall to her vulnerable neck and throat. Searching for her weak spot, he kissed back and forth, up and down, until he finally took note of the way his kisses, just at the side of her neck, seemed to make her squirm and moan the most.
He attacked her weak spot with reckless abandon, then, making her squirm and moan all the more before he let his kisses fall, once more, to the precipitous rise of those magnificent tits of hers.
Moving ever so slowly, he proceeded to bathe her luscious tits with a vast array of loving kisses and soft flickers of his tongue. When his playful, darting tongue found one of her ripe nipples, he teasingly lavished it with such loving attention that it made her whimper with unabashed delight.
Determined not to stop until both of her nipples were fully erect and she was begging for more, he pulled back slightly before lashing his tongue out over one ripe nipple and then the other. As he suckled delicately on her tits, he slipped one hand down and in between her legs. Moving carefully, he worked one finger deep inside of her, making her hiss in quiet enjoyment.
Leisurely, he kissed his way down and off of her breasts, not stopping until he was mere inches from the Promised Land just between her legs.
Wanting to re-enact the pretense of innocence from earlier in the night, Chrissy suddenly clamped her legs shut. Making her voice sound as panicky and as fearful as possible, she whispered, "No, Daddy, not there. Not between my legs, you can't kiss me there. I'm too shy for that and... and I'm still a pure and innocent virgin."
Raising up, he smiled softly down at her, "Well, why not, baby? I mean, surely it would be OK if your daddy gave her little girl some kisses there in her most secret of spots, huh?"
Smiling shyly, she shook her head no.
Warming to this new and exciting game, Tony said softly, "Please, sweetheart, your daddy promises to be really gentle with his kisses there, between his little girl's legs and on the sweet little virgin pussy of hers."
"I don't know, Daddy. I'm . . . I'm scared."
"Oh, there is nothing to be scared of, sweetie. Now, be a good little girl and do what your daddy tells you."
"What do you want me to do, Daddy?" she whispered back to him.
"Just close your eyes and spread your legs for me, baby."
"OK, Daddy," she quietly answered.
After her eyes fluttered shut, she slowly spread her legs before dropping her hands down to cover herself.
"Honey, we need to do something about those hands of yours. They are going to be in the way."
"But no one has ever seen me before, Daddy, down there I mean," she whined as he slowly reached out and took her hands into his own.
"Then it will be your daddy's honor to be the first, sweetheart," he told her. Taking a deep breath, he used just enough force to pull her hands away from covering up her womanhood.
After pinning her hands softly against the plush rug, he dropped his mouth down to her sweet, young pussy.
He started slowly by lathering the entirety of her cunt with dozens of soft, sweet kisses before he let his tongue out to flit teasingly up and down her moist gash.
After several vertical trips up and down with his playful tongue, which made her squirm all over the soft rug, he let his tongue loose on her clit.
Carefully, he flickered it up and down, and then sideways as he added a finger to the mix. He heard her let out a loud moan as he pushed a finger up and inside of her, while teasingly flickering his tongue all over the nub of her clit.
She let out a sharp gasp as his tongue wormed its way up inside of her, allowing her to become overwhelmed with such forbidden pleasure that she soon found herself writhing uncontrollably on the soft, plush rug.
Having her clit being worked over with such fevered passion by her daddy's experienced tongue caused her to let go of her shy act, finally. "Please, Daddy, don't stop! That feels soooo good. Please, don't stop eating your little girl's virgin pussy."
She was just nearing an orgasm when he finally let up on his loving assault. Moving slowly, he rose before gently using his hands to spread her legs wider.
Stretching out before her, he cautiously lowered his body.
"Put it in me, Daddy," she whispered as his rigid cock hovered just over her tight opening. Moving with infinite slowness, he delicately entered her . . . just as they began a soft, slow, and loving kiss.
A feeling of love, wholly forbidden, but more potent than anything she had ever experienced in her young life, swept over her then as her daddy slowly pumped his cock up and down inside of her.
They fell into a gentle rhythm, making sweet music with their bodies in front of the soft, flickering flames. After a few more slow and deep pushes up and inside of her, he pulled out. Carefully, he rolled her over and onto her side and, knowing what he wanted, Chrissy thrust her ass out to him.
"Oh, Daddy, you are so big and hard . . . just for me, huh?" she whispered as he slowly entered her again.
Gripping her hip, he rocked into her over and over again, making her moan with growing passion.
He dropped his mouth to her vulnerable neck, feasting on her weak spot as he made soft, slow love to her.
After a dozen more soft thrusts, he was ready to come, and judging by the growing intensity of her moans, she was too.
As if to confirm things, she whispered, "Daddy, your little girl is ready to come. Make love to me harder . . . please daddy, fuck your little girl now . . . make her come."
Her words pushed him over the edge. Like a racehorse finding an extra gear in the homestretch, Tony gripped her hip before slamming his cock up and inside of her, over and over again.
His eyes fell to her tits, loving the way the now intense fucking he was giving her was making them bounce merrily up and down.
Swept away by the sight of those big, beautiful, bouncing breasts, he began to fuck her harder and harder with an intense passion he never knew existed inside of him.
Crying out, she let the world know what she was feeling. "Oh God, Daddy . . . I'm . . . commmming!!!" she shrieked. "Don't stop . . . Pleaaaassseee!"
In a perfect ending to the evening, as he watched her shuddering climax, Tony came deep inside of his daughter.
After catching their collective breath, she whispered to him. "I wish we could stay here in this cold, lonely cabin . . . forever, Daddy. Just me and you."
Gathering her into his arms, he snuggled his mouth up to her ear before whispering, "Me too, sweetie, but while we can't stay here forever, maybe we could drive up here next Christmas."
"But what if it's sold by then?" she whined.
"Yeah, you're right. Well then, maybe next year I will buy a nice remote cabin somewhere and give it to you as a nice Christmas present."
"Hmm, I would like that, Daddy. My own personal love nest for my daddy and me," she whispered before snuggling up next to him.
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The Legend of Naughty St. Nicky
The Legend of Naughty St. Nicky goes something like this: Ms. St. Nicky would visit some lucky boy or girl-- shortly before Christmas-- and by the time Christmas had come and gone, all of that lucky boy or girl's most secret holiday wishes would be made to come true.
Of course, Naughty St. Nicky would make sure the lucky little boy or girl was, at the very least, 18 years old as they needed to be classified as an adult-- in case their most secret holiday wish might be, hmm, a bit naughty or even perverted.
St. Nicky was a mischievous and extremely wicked demon who got off on forbidden lust and whose already great powers were increased substantially beginning on December 1st, before reaching their peak on Christmas Eve itself.
She had been given an unrestricted license by the powers to be of the universe to shape events and fate as she saw fit-- as long as she didn't go "too far" and actually cause bodily harm or injury to anyone.
All through the year, she would flit about unseen, undetected, visiting a short list of boys and girls who met her strict requirements of being between the ages of eighteen and twenty-one while also being wholly naïve virgins. Finally, if they were girls, it helped if they were good-looking and shapely, the shapelier the better, and if they were boys, they should look adorably cute while appearing to be wholly young and innocent, the more innocent the better.
But the most essential trait of all, though, in identifying who made the short list of candidates to be rewarded, was that each must have a very secret and all-consuming crush on another person in their family, as Ms. St. Nicky considered sexual contact between family members as the most wicked and the most fun of all!
As the year progressed, she would constantly narrow her choices until, by the time the first of November rolled around, she would have her list trimmed to just a lucky few contenders. Then, on the last day of November, she would make her final choice.
For this year's holiday fun and games, she picked a young man named Billy. He was eighteen years old and a pure, wholesome virgin, thanks mainly to being incredibly shy and insecure about his looks. But unknown to anyone, he was also something else: an incurable romantic who had visions of losing his virginity to the girl he loved the most-- his older sister.
Of course, this was nothing but a wild pipe dream. Even if she weren't his sister, the twenty-three-year-old Samantha would have been way out of his league.
Samantha was a good-looking girl, fair-skinned, with brown eyes and blondish-brown hair that fell to her shoulders. Better yet was her stunning figure. The well-endowed Samantha was five feet three inches tall and weighed roughly one hundred and thirty pounds. She possessed a perfectly slender body whose highlight was a jaw-dropping set of big, pointy tits.
Billy was a tit man through and through, loving nothing more than a large mouthwatering set of tits on a girl with a slender figure otherwise. He also loved his sister's dreamy brown eyes and her long brown hair with blond highlights, tumbling past her shoulders. These physical attributes, combined with her playful, fun-loving personality, conspired to make him more than a little smitten with his older sister.
December 20, Linwood, Kentucky
Samantha came bouncing through the door of her parents' house on this cold winter afternoon, having just arrived from Lexington, where she was a senior at the University of Kentucky.
After being warmly greeted by her mom, Katie, and her stepfather, Franklin, she looked around. "Hey, where is Billy. He's usually the first one to greet me when I come through the door."
"Sammie, sweetheart, he doesn't know you were coming home for Christmas. Remember, you specifically told me not to tell him, as you wanted it to be a pleasant surprise for him."
"Oh yeah," Samantha sheepishly replied. "So where is he? I will go surprise him."
Franklin, brash to the point of being hurtful with both his words and actions, quickly snapped, "He is locked away in his bedroom, as usual, doing what all good nerds do... studying."
"But it's Christmas vacation, so why would he be studying?"
"Shit," Franklin snorted, "That should be obvious... he is studying, even on Christmas vacation, because that's what nerds do."
This biting comment earned a sharp rebuke from Katie as she slapped her husband before snapping, "Leave the boy alone, Frank. So he likes to study, likes to keep his grades up, and there is nothing wrong with that, so yeah, you go surprise him, Sammie, as I'm sure he would like that."
"OK, Mom," Sammie said as she hurried off upstairs to her brother's room.
Billy was locked away upstairs in his room, where something was being kept up, but it wasn't his grades.
Samantha had last come to visit for a week in early July, and, as was her usual practice, she spent the better part of her days by the family pool, working on her tan while wearing one of the many skimpy bikinis she owned.
Billy, as was his usual practice, was at his sister's side most of the time, fawning over her like some over-eager waiter as he tended to her every need. This particular summer visit, though, he received some good fortune when Sammie asked him to snap a couple of pictures of her out by the pool while wearing her bikini, telling him how she wanted to post them on her Facebook account with the sole purpose of making her jerk of an ex-boyfriend jealous.
The colorful, reddish, metallic-looking bikini, properly skimpy, did an utterly fantastic job of showing off Samantha's delicious body. Billy happily obliged her as he used his phone to snap a good half dozen or so photos as she strutted around and struck a couple of different poses for him.
After sending her the pictures, she admonished him to delete her photos from his phone, but, of course, he did not.
Instead, he uploaded what he considered the best of the lot, then went to an online photo store and ordered a half dozen 8-by-10 prints. When the photos finally arrived in mid-July, it was like Christmas in July for young Billy.
Billy was just about to come all over the nice picture featuring his sister in her sexy bikini, for the countless time since July, when there came a sharp knock on his door.
He was about to snap at his mother; it had to be her, to come back later because he was getting dressed or something, when instead, he was both pleasantly surprised and somewhat mortified (considering how he was jacking off to one of her photos) to hear his sister's sweet voice.
"Billy... It's me... your beautiful older sister. Open up."
Billy immediately went into scramble mode as he hurriedly stuffed his rigid cock back inside his jeans. His hands shaking, he put the three favorite pictures of his sister in her skimpy bikini he had been ogling back into the plain manila folder.
As she knocked again, he hurriedly yanked up his mattress before shoving the folder under it.
"Come on, Billy, hurry up and open your door..." Sammie whined as she heard him scrambling about in his room. Acting boldly, as she was prone to do, and tired of waiting, the impatient Samantha twisted the doorknob.
It was locked.
"Come on, Billy. Why is your door locked?" she whined to him.
"Shit," Billy whispered to himself before raising his voice. "I'll be right there, Sammie."
"Oh, hi, Sis," he remarked, trying to sound casual as he flung the door open.
"What were you doing? What took you so long to open the door, and why is it locked?"
Inventing a lie on the fly, Billy told her, "It's Mom is always walking in on me when I'm studying, or sometimes when I'm getting undressed, and I'm just, you know, tired of it."
"Yeah, that's Mom, always nosy. Anyways..." Reaching out, she ruffled his hair," "Happy and surprised to see me, Billy?"
"Yeah, I didn't know you were coming," he said as he invited her into his room.
Samantha had to suppress a knowing smile as she highly suspected why her little brother's door was locked: he had been whacking off, of course. Her suspicions were only confirmed when she "accidentally" noticed the rather pronounced bulge in her little brother's jeans.
The "pronounced" bulge was an early Christmas present from Naughty St. Nicky as she used her mighty powers to slowly, over the course of the last five months or so, increase the size of Billy's manhood--rather substantially.
Naughty St. Nicky also had other marvelous powers, such as the ability to slip in and out of someone's mind at will and to plant naughty ideas in their mind. Ideas that were next to impossible to resist. It was like a possession of sorts, but so quick and seamless was she in performing her "possessions" that the person possessed never really knew she was inside of them in a spiritual sense.
Over the course of the last five months, besides using her powers to increase Billy's manhood, she also slipped into Samantha, planting the seeds for a very intense emotional attraction to her little brother.
"Hey, Billy, could you do me a favor?"
"Sure, of course," Billy replied with a small sigh of relief, as apparently she wasn't going to question him further about things.
"Could you go out to my car and bring my suitcase and duffel bag in for me and drop them off downstairs in my bedroom?" Settling down on the edge of his bed, she added, "I'll wait for you here, and then we'll talk and catch up on things."
Usually, Samantha would have pulled out her phone and checked her messages, but as fate had it, it was dead. Sighing, she stuffed her phone back inside her jeans as her gaze wandered about her brother's room.
Then she spied it, not a foot from where she was perched on the side of his bed, as something was sticking out, just barely, from under his mattress.
In his hurry to hide the offending evidence, Billy had haphazardly not shoved the folder back under his mattress quite far enough, leaving a small slice of the folder sticking out.
Curious, Samantha reached over to see what her little brother might have been hiding under his mattress.
"Oh wow," she giggled as she flung the folder open to find the pictures her brother took of her posing in her sexy bikini last July.
"Hmm, I guess these are being put to good use," she whispered to herself as she flipped through the five pictures hurriedly, noticing that each, to a varying degree, was stained.
After putting the folder back, further this time so it was not sticking out as it would not be suitable for anyone, like their mom, to find it, Samantha settled back down on the bed while she figured out just what she might do with her newfound information.
December 24 Christmas Eve
Billy was relaxing in his room around nine pm when his phone chimed, signaling an incoming text.
Hey, Billy, could you do me a huge favor and come pick Cindy and me up? We went out to dinner and we both sort of overindulged on the wine and need a ride. I tried Uber but there aren't any drivers available.
It was no surprise that there were no Uber drivers available as Linwood was a small city with a population of barely eleven thousand, and it was, of course, Christmas Eve.
Thrilled, as always, to do any favor, no matter how big or small, for his sister, Billy texted her back, Sure where are you at.
We are at Oakville. We'll wait for you out front.
Billy let out a small sigh of relief as Oakville, Linwood's finest restaurant, was not particularly far away.
After picking them up-- they were both noticeably a bit intoxicated-- they dropped Cindy off at her apartment before heading home.
As soon as they were alone in Billy's car, Samantha said to him, "Hey, I have a Christmas Eve party to go to, so would you mind dropping me off there?"
Billy, unable to help himself, sighed discontentedly, as he had been hopeful they might hang out together at home after he picked her up.
Samantha caught the heavy sigh and, thinking it was about having to take her someplace else, she quickly said, "It's not that far away. Just like ten minutes from here."
"It's not that, Sammie," he grumbled.
"Well, what is it then?"
They were stopped at a stop sign inside Cindy's quiet apartment complex, giving Billy a moment to turn and look at his sister, his face serious with sadness.
"Well, it's just I thought we might hang out together, since, you know, it's Christmas Eve. Also, I got you a little something and wanted to give it to you tonight, instead of tomorrow, in front of mom and dad. I mean, don't you remember how, when we were younger, I used to sneak down to your bedroom, and we would always exchange a gift or two around midnight on Christmas Eve? You know something that would be nice and personal just between you and me?"
Samantha smiled back as she suddenly, with a bit of help from Ms. St. Nicky's hidden, nefarious influence, felt a brutal bout of nostalgia wash over her.
"You know that was a nice tradition, Billy," she said as she stared at her adorably cute brother.
"It was," he said quietly.
Smiling, she ruffled her hair before whispering, "I bet you got me something nice, and can't wait to give it to me, huh?"
"I did actually," he said as he finally rolled through the stop sign and headed toward the apartment complex's exit.
"Well, you know what... screw the party. You're right," Reaching over, she ruffled his hair. "We are family and should hang out on Christmas Eve, and especially if you got me a nice present, I mean."
"Great," Billy said as he steered his car toward their house.
"But hey, I have one condition if we are going to hang out."
"What's that?"
"We are going to raid Mom's and Dad's liquor cabinet and find something nice to get drunk on. They still go to bed pretty early every night around nine, huh?"
"Yeah, but they keep the cabinet locked, Sammie."
"No worries there. Your sister is sneaky, and I stole the key years ago, took it, and made a copy."
"Wow, you are sneaky," Billy said, as suddenly, this once-boring Christmas Eve might not be so dull.
After arriving home, they found their parents weren't in bed yet; they were still up, watching a Christmas movie, National Lampoon's Christmas Vacation.
"Come on, kids, come join us and finish watching the movie," Katie sang out to them from the living room after they entered the house.
Billy and Sammie looked at each other briefly, both disappointed at having to set aside their alone time for now.
"Sure, Mom," Sammie answered for both of them. "I'm just going to go to my room and change real quick, and then I'll be up."
Katie's room was downstairs, next to the den, in their tri-level house.
Sammie entered the dark living room dressed comfortably in a pair of sweat pants and an oversized nightshirt that did a much too good a job, as far as Billy was concerned, of hiding her ample curves.
Finally, after the movie ended, just a bit before ten, their parents headed off to bed.
"OK, so give them an hour to fall asleep good and then come downstairs to my room, Billy at eleven, OK?"
"Sure, Sammie," Billy said as he headed off upstairs to his own room to wait.
It was just a bit past eleven when Billy, his gifts in hand, knocked softly on her door.
"Come in," she answered from inside her room.
Billy had showered and was wearing fresh jeans and a button-up dress shirt. The shirt was light blue, her favorite color by design.
When he entered the room, he found her sitting casually in the middle of her bed. Much to his disappointment, though, she was still dressed in the same ill-fitting fashion as she had for the movie. He had hoped that, since they were going to be alone in her bedroom, she might revert to her old ways and wear something a bit revealing.
As long as Billy could remember, his older sister had always been a bit of a show-off, but especially when they were home alone and out of sight of their parents, so the fact of her not having changed into something a bit more provocative was kind of disappointing to him.
Sitting his disappointment aside, he headed over to her bed.
Spying the square box wrapped in elegant red wrapping paper, he was carrying, Sammie said, "Oh, for me?"
"Yes, you want to open it now or later?"
"Later, after we've had a bit of champagne and it's closer to midnight, Billy."
Eying the bottle of champagne sitting on her nightstand stuck in a bucket filled with ice, he said, "Wow, you took a bottle of champagne, Sammie?" Won't they notice that?"
"Actually, I didn't have to raid the liquor cabinet. I bought this yesterday for a present for Mom and Franklin, but decided, hmm, to keep it for us instead."
"Oh, alright then, but I never had champagne before."
"Well, just go slow and sip on it then," she told him as she handed him a full glass of the bubbly.
They sat on her bed, making small talk, and after he finally finished his first full glass, she was nearly done with her second. The champagne, combined with the wine she had during dinner, left her feeling in a warm and fuzzy mood--just as the wicked Ms. St. Nicky had planned.
"OK," she chirped, "It's almost midnight and present time, huh?"
"Yes," he replied as he picked up the present from over at the far end of the bed, where he had put it down earlier.
"I hope you like it," she said as his sister excitedly took the present from him.
He watched as she carefully unwrapped her present before prying open the lid of the white, square department store box.
"Oh wow, this is beautiful, Billy," she gushed after pulling out the white satin robe.
"You like it, Sammie," he asked quietly.
"I love it, Billy," she said before leaning over and giving him an impulsive hug.
"I've always wanted a nice satin robe. I'm going to go try it on."
"Wait before you do, I have two more gifts for you."
"But you came in carrying only one gift, Billy?"
"I know. I didn't bring them in coz I wanted to surprise you. They are just outside your door. Close your eyes, and I'll be right back."
"Wow, you must have really gotten me something nice if you want me to close my eyes," Sammie said with a soft giggle.
As soon as she closed her eyes, Billy darted outside her room and grabbed the presents he had for her stashed on the floor just outside her room.
He settled back on the bed next to her, happy she was still obeying and had her eyes tightly shut still.
"OK, you can open your eyes now, Sammie," he whispered as he held the two wrapped presents out to her.
Picking up the first present from him, it was small and oblong, and, if she had to guess, it was jewelry. She eagerly tore the wrapping paper, finding, just as she suspected, a black jewelry case.
Sammie slowly pried the lid open, and after she spied what was inside, she nearly screamed.
"Oh my God, Billy. This is beautiful," she said as she held the diamond-encrusted necklace up.
Billy, the single glass of champagne had left him feeling a bit braver than usual, said, "Yeah, beautiful like you, Sammie, so it's a perfect match. Now, here, open the other one," he told her.
Picking up the smaller of the two gifts, she excitedly ripped off the wrapping paper.
Again, she let out a slight squeal after seeing the pair of small diamond stud earrings inside the box.
"God, you are so sweet to me, Billy," she whispered as she continued to admire her new jewelry. Samantha, her little brother knew this, was the type of girl you could melt with expensive presents, but especially lavish jewelry that was not cheap.
Feeling overwhelmingly charming, again it had to be the champagne, Billy whispered back, "Well, it's easy being sweet to the world's most beautiful and most wonderful sister."
Sammie smiled at him, smiled at his sweet words before saying, "I'm going to try this on in my bathroom while you sit here and figure out some more charming things to say to me, little brother."


He watched her bounce off the bed and over to her walk-in closet, thrilled his gifts had seemingly made a good impression on her.
Once inside the closet, she hurriedly slipped on the satin robe before putting on the necklace and earrings. As she moved closer to the large mirror attached to the closet door, she admired how both looked on her.
"Nice," she whispered as, all of a sudden, like, she had a feeling of intense guilt assault her.
She stepped back, frowning at her image in the mirror before whispering, "And you didn't get your adorable little brother anything except that stupid scarf and glove set, along with a bottle of nice cologne."
She briefly thought of hustling downstairs and grabbing one of his gifts from under the tree to bring up to him, but then thought better of it.
Doubtlessly, Billy would have several more nice gifts for her to open on Christmas morning when they were all gathered around the tree, and if she didn't have at least three gifts for him, she would catch a whole boatload of grief from her mom.
Well, it's not really your fault, a small inner voice whispered to her, since she had not planned on them dusting off their old tradition of giving gifts late on Christmas Eve.
Sighing despondently, she was about to exit the closet empty-handed for him after deciding she would have to confess the truth: she hadn't planned for them to meet and exchange gifts tonight.
She was about to exit her closet when a sudden inspiration hit her, courtesy of Naughty St. Nicky, slipping inside of her for the briefest of moments.
Samantha paused, her hand on the doorknob, when she quietly smiled. "That would be kind of naughty," she whispered to herself. "Yeah, but I bet he would like it... a lot."
She was then hit with another powerful thought. Besides, you know you have been dying to confront him about those pictures, those stained pictures, of you in your sexy bikini he kept in secret, and this would be a perfect segue into that discussion.
Her work done inside the closet, Naughty St. Nicky popped back out of the closet before floating, indistinguishable, back out and into the bedroom where she would wait and watch the ensuing wicked action unfold between brother and sister.
Turning away from the door, Samantha retreated to the back of her closet. Fortunately, in a nod to being prepared for any eventuality, Samantha had packed a few of her sexier bra-and-panty combos.
Hurriedly, she opened up her suitcase and dug out what she considered to be the sexiest of the two bra and panty combos she packed.
Holding the bra up, she smiled. "Hmm, I wonder if my little brother still possesses a bit of a bra fetish."
Several years ago, they had been playing a game of truth and dare, just the two of them, and she asked him a truth question: did he have any secret fetishes?
He answered that he did. He loved seeing women in their bras and panties, especially women with sizable tits.
Thinking back on his confession, Samantha smiled again as she whispered to herself, "Well, I certainly have sizable tits and blue is his favorite color, so he ought to really like what I'm going to put on for him."
A minute later, she slipped out of her closet, dressed in her new satin robe with her sexy bra and panty combo underneath, and nothing more.
Coming over to him, he was sitting on the bed waiting, she impulsively leaned down before giving him a quick kiss--directly on his lips.
The kiss, although brief, was still powerful enough to make Billy's heart flutter as he stammered, "What was that for, Sammie?"
Beaming at him, she happily told him the truth.
"For being the world's sweetest little brother, and for the fabulous necklace and earrings you gave me, along with the beautiful satin robe. I love them all, you know."
"Well, I'm glad," he said while trying to calm his heart from that all too brief impetuous kiss she just gave him.
But then her bright smile turned to a sad frown as she bowed her head.
Attuned to her feelings as always, Billy quickly reached out, grabbing her hand as he said, "What's wrong, Sammie?"
"It's just I had not really planned on us getting together tonight and exchanging gifts. All my gifts for you are wrapped and under the tree already."
"That's alright, Sammie. I'm not worried about it. I know I sprang this on you all of a sudden, like."
"Yeah, but I'm sad. I should have something for you," she paused only briefly before finding the courage to continue. "And I might if you feel like being a bit naughty tonight with your big sister on this Christmas Eve."
"Hmm, I could be naughty. I mean, Santa has already dropped off our presents under the tree, so it's too late for him to penalize us for being naughty."
"I like your way of thinking, Billy, so let's share a bit more champagne and then afterwards maybe we can share a nice slow dance where I will let you unwrap your present."
"Sure," he replied, curious about what present she might have for him.
She hopped to her feet before going to the nightstand and pouring herself a fresh glass of champagne.
After she came back, they sat for a quiet moment, taking turns sipping the champagne.
"I'm not much of a dancer, Sammie," he said after his second large sip. "Although this does help."
Smiling at him, she added, "Slow dancing is easy as we just hold each other tight, shuffle our feet a bit, and sway to the music."
"OK," he replied quietly as he watched, his excitement growing, while she greedily gulped down the majority of the champagne they were sharing.
"But I have sort of changed my mind."
"You have," he said in a voice tinged with dejection. "You mean you don't want to dance anymore?"
"No, not about that. We are still going to dance."
She moved up closer to him until she was standing directly in front of him as he sat perched on the edge of her bed.
"No, I changed my mind and have decided to let you unwrap your first present before we dance, Billy."
"Oh, OK," he said with immense relief.
"So go ahead and unwrap your present, Billy," she whispered to him.
"Hmm, what present, Sammie. You don't have anything, I mean."
"Mmm, use your imagination, little brother. Imagine your sister's pretty robe is the nice wrapping paper, made out of lovely silk, and your present is hidden underneath, of course."
She took another small step forward before reaching out to take his hands in hers as she whispered, "Here, let me help you."
She guided his hand to the knotted tie in the front of her robe. "Go on, unwrap your sister's present to you, Billy."
Billy was too stunned to do anything other than as she suggested. Nervously, he slowly yanked on the knotted tie of her robe, and as it slowly loosened, his heart started to race.
After getting the tie of the robe undone, he carefully slipped the robe off his sister.
He sat there for a quiet moment, staring hard at the super sexy, matching blue bra and panty combo his sister had put on--just for him!
The wire-free bra had a knotted tie in the front and did a most delicious job of showing off his sister's tremendously large tits.
Best of all, maybe, was the fetching way she was so casually standing there with a sly smile on her pretty face as he ogled her beautiful, perfectly tanned body.
"So do you like your present, your sister put on just for you, Billy?"
He swallowed hard as his eyes became stuck on her tits. Not finding any words to articulate what he was feeling truly, Billy just dumbly nodded yes.
"I'm glad you like it, Billy."
Reaching out, she ruffled his hair. "I know blue is your favorite color, so maybe I was thinking of you when I bought this sexy little bra and panty combo, huh?"
Finally finding his voice, he managed to stammer out an actual sentence. "Really, Sammie. I mean, you were thinking of me when you bought this?"
"Hmm, maybe. I'll never tell," she told him teasingly. "Come on, let's share that slow dance I promised you earlier."
Reaching down, she helped pull him to his feet. "So should I put my robe back on, or are you just OK with dancing with your older sister in her bra and panties?"
"I'm... I'm OK with you... like you are, I mean."
"Hmm, I thought so," she whispered before turning and heading toward her closet. "I'm just going to put a pair of shoes on before we dance, Billy. I'll be right back, so while you are waiting, why don't you prepare things by finding something soft and romantic for us to dance to on your phone?"
"OK," as his heart started to race at her use of the word "romantic.
Naughty St. Nicky, flitting about the bedroom unseen, was more than a little happy that things were progressing so nicely, but wanting to turn up the heat some more, she quickly slipped inside of Samantha once again.
Samantha had just reached the closet when she was hit with another sudden inspiration. "Hey, I just had a nice idea, Billy. Why don't we make our little midnight Christmas Eve dance nicer by turning off all the lights and lighting a couple of candles?"
"Sure. You have candles, Sammie?"
"I think they are in the bottom drawer of my nightstand under my socks. Check there while I find a nice pair of shoes to put on for our dance."
Billy hurried over to her nightstand as Samantha slipped inside her closet.
Inside the closet, Samantha slipped on a pair of sexy black sandals with four-inch heels. The shoes were both sexy and a bit slutty, which pretty much assured her little brother would like them.
When she came strutting back out into the bedroom, Billy's eyes became stuck on her chest as she strode over to where he was sitting on the bed.
The sound of a soft, melodious dance number drifted over from where the phone was placed on the nightstand.
Smiling at him, Samantha reached out, grabbing her little brother by the hands before pulling him to his feet.
"Let's share a nice Christmas Eve dance, Billy, before I let you open your other present."
As he slinked his arms around her, he whispered, "Really, you got me something else, Sammie?"
"Ah-huh, and I think you will really, really like your other present, Billy."
"I hope so," he whispered back as he fought hard to keep his eyes off his sister's sizable breasts, but as they swayed quietly to the soft music, it was nearly impossible since, thanks to the high heels she was wearing, she was taller than him by a nice margin, and they were right there in front of him.
As the slow song progressed, Sammie carefully pushed herself closer to him until she was slinked right up tight to her little brother. She was just tight enough that she could feel a rather pronounced boner down there, which only inspired her to continue further down the wicked path Naughty St. Nicky was leading her down.
Nicky, roughly halfway through the dance, had reentered Samantha's body and was basically in complete control of her emotions and her thoughts, and planned on staying that way until things reached the point of no return between brother and sister.
After the song finally ended, Sammie led her brother over to the bed.
"Let's sit and talk for a minute, Billy. It's confession time for the both of us."
"OK," Billy said as he settled down on the edge of the bed next to her.
Dropping her voice, she said quietly, "Since I know how shy you are, Billy, your big sister will whisper your confession for you."
"OK," he curiously replied, anxious to hear what his confession might actually be.
She stared at him thoughtfully for a long moment before finally saying, "I know you have been enjoying those pictures you took of me way back in the summertime in my sexy bikini, Billy."
Billy's heart started to race. How did she know!
Making a snap decision to be less than honest, Billy replied quickly, "No, I deleted them."
She smiled as she stroked his hair, "So if we both went to your bedroom now and checked under the mattress of your bed, there would be no pictures of your sister there in her sexy bikini. Pictures that might even have, hmm, a couple stains on them, Billy?"
Billy's heart was no longer racing, but thundering away inside his chest as he flushed a beet red.
Obviously, she knew leaving him only one option: flight.
He jumped to his feet. "God, this is so embarrassing," he mumbled as he staggered toward her bedroom door.
He had just reached the door when she cried out, "Wait, Billy, don't go. I didn't mean to embarrass you, and I'm not mad. Please stay."
He paused, his hand on the door, his mind whirling. She is not mad and wants me to stay? No matter how unlikely that was, he sensed she was telling the truth, especially about not being angry, as he knew his sister well and very much got the sense she was telling him the truth.
Turning, he said quietly, "You really want me to stay."
"Yes, Billy, I do. I mean, don't you want to hear your sister's confession now? I'm sure it will make you feel better."
"I don't know," he mumbled as he turned back to the door, torn as to what to do.
"Please come back, Billy. You are going to want to hear my confession. I promise it will make you feel not so embarrassed."
Her voice contained that singular quality of desperation that he could not resist. In fact, it was just not in his DNA to deny her anything; it never had been, and it never would be.
He turned to look at her, noting how she had moved up and onto the middle of her queen-sized bed and was leaning down, supporting herself with one hand as a sly look crossed her face, and after she patted the bed next to him, resistance was all but futile.
Slowly, he shuffled across the bedroom toward her.
Once he reached the side of her bed, she rose on her knees to face him.
He stared. God, she looked gorgeous, he thought as she sat there, facing him.
"Now, before you join your sister up on her bed, Billy, you have to do something for her."
"What?"
"You have to strip down to your underwear."
Dragging his eyes off her tits, he searched her pretty face for any sign she might be joking, but found she had a wholly serious look on her face.
"I mean, it's only fair, Billy, since your sister is dressed in just her underwear and..." Smiling her most charming smile, she added softly, "And you have always been fair with me, so come on."
"Sammie, is it really necessary to, you know, take my jeans off. I mean, sure, I'll take off my shirt."
Wanting to prove he meant it, he started hastily unbuttoning his nice dress shirt.
She waited patiently as he unbuttoned his shirt and then stripped it off.
"See, now, isn't that good enough, Sammie?"
She smiled slyly at him before whispering, "Afraid not, Billy. Take your jeans off, too." She paused before adding some incentive, "Unless, of course, you don't want to hear your sister's confession and would prefer she put her robe back on?"
Billy sighed as his eyes flitted down to her chest once again. God, he loved the way her tie top bra showed off those enormous tits of hers, making it a slam dunk; he most certainly did not want her to put her robe back on.
"Fine, you win, but promise me you will tell me your confession."
"I promise, Billy," she said as she watched, highly amused, as he nervously removed his jeans.
He was wearing a pair of simple white cotton briefs under his jeans, and it only took one glance, down there, for her to know her little brother was more than a little excited, and yes, quite exceptionally endowed.
Holding her hands out to him, she gestured for him to take them, and after he did, she pulled him right up to the very edge of the bed.
Dropping her voice down to a whisper, she said, "My confession is this. Those pictures I asked you to take of me back in the summer. I told you I wanted to post them on Facebook to make my ex jealous. You remember that?"
"Yes, I remember," he replied.
"Well, actually, that was a lie because I really just took them for you. I knew you would not delete them and..." Reaching up, she twirled her fingers through his hair before telling him the kicker. "I hoped you would put them to good use by, well, you know."
Billy was stunned. He had not been expecting this.
"You mean you are not mad, me using them, to..." Throwing caution to the wind, after all, she already knew, he admitted his sins. "You know, for my self-pleasure?"
"No, not mad at all. The truth is, I'm proud of you doing that while looking at my pictures."
Stunned again by her latest confession, he said, "You are? Why?"
"Well, because there are so many choices now for young men like yourself to look at with all that online porn out there, but yet you chose to use the pictures you took of me, of your very own sister, instead of some other woman out there that is even hotter with a nicer body than mine, Billy."
Billy slowly moved his hand up to her face. Using one finger, he stroked her cheek softly before whispering, "Sammie, you are the most beautiful woman in the world to me, and I have never seen anyone with a nicer body."
Naughty St. Nicky, still inside of Samantha, noticed the boy's eyes and how they flitted down to his sister's chest, over and over again, allowing her to know it was time to push things to the point of no return.
First, she took his hand off her cheek and then, after kissing it softly, making her voice as sweet and sultry as possible, Samantha cooed, "Oh, honey, that is so sweet, and such sweetness deserves to be rewarded. So, are you ready to unwrap your present, Billy?"
"I am," he said nervously. "But where is my present, Samantha? I don't see it."
"Of course, you do, Billy. It's right here in front of you." To underscore her point, she then shook her chest back and forth, making those big tits of hers bounce, jiggle, and shake inside the tight confines of her blue bra.
"You have been staring at your presents all night, Billy, but first, why don't you do what most people do and kind of touch them first, feel the weight and stuff, before undoing the pretty blue wrapping paper?"
Pretty blue wrapping paper! Up to this point, he had not dared hope for such a thing, but now, there was no denying it, especially after she took his hands and guided them up and onto the contours of her breasts.
"Go on, feel them some before unwrapping your presents, honey," she whispered.
Billy carefully kneaded her soft tits through the thin material of her blue bra. It was his first time touching a woman's breasts, and the feeling was nothing short of heavenly. He felt himself growing harder than he ever thought possible as he took his time rubbing his hands all over his sister's breasts.
Giggling to herself, Naughty St. Nicky slipped out of Samantha. The dye was cast, and there would be no turning back now. She had already embedded several ideas deep in Samantha's consciousness and was quite sure the impressionable Samantha would doubtlessly follow them.
"God, they feel so nice, Sammie," Billy whispered as she just sat there, raised up on her knees, allowing his hands free rein.
Based on the amount of fidgeting he was doing as he stood there fondling her breasts through the thin material of her bra, Samantha was sure he must be super hard by now.
The thought secretly thrilled her as she whispered, "Hmm, I think you are ready to unwrap your present now, huh, Billy?"
"I am," he said before moving his hands over to the front of the tie that held her bra shut. He gave it a careful tug, but when nothing happened, he looked up at her, bewildered.
Highly amused that he was so easily fooled, and super turned on by him being so obviously naïve about such things, she said to him softly, "The tie is decorative, Billy. Your sister's bra unhooks in the back."
"I have never unhooked a girl's bra before, Sammie."
"Hmm, well, I guess I could unwrap your present for you then, little brother. If that would be OK?"


Billy took a small step back before whispering, "Yes, please, unwrap my present for me, sis."
His mouth went dry as he watched her: instead of reaching behind and unhooking it, she slipped a pair of fingers under the thin straps at her shoulders and, ever so carefully, ever so slowly, pulled them across her shoulders until, eventually, gravity took hold and her breasts came tumbling out from the front of the bra.
She took a minute to carefully tuck the cups of her bra under her tits so they were fully exposed to his wide, staring eyes.
"Oh my God," Billy whispered as he stared at the most beautiful sight in the world. "Jesus, Sammie, they are gorgeous."
"I'm glad you like them, Billy," she said quietly, curious about what he might do next.
The truth was, Billy didn't know what to do next. He, of course, desperately wanted to get his hands on them, but simply felt too insecure about doing so at this moment, so he just stood there, gazing at their loveliness as his cock became harder by the moment.
Sammie allowed him to stand there, gazing at her tits with such evident reverence to the point where it was really turning her on.
Finally, wanting more, she whispered to him. "Actually, the truth is, Billy, I am really a little upset, or maybe jealous, of you pleasuring yourself to those bikini pictures you took of me."
"You are," he said in obvious disappointment.
"Upset because I wasn't included, but this time I want to be involved because I'm sure you are ready to, you know, pleasure yourself considering the way you have been staring at my tits, huh?"
"I... I am," he said while wondering if she expected him to pull his cock out and masturbate... right in front of her.
"Come closer, and I will tell you what's going to happen this time, so I'll be very much included."
After he stepped up closer to the bed, she leaned in toward him. Bringing her mouth to his ear, she whispered, "I want you to just stare at me, fantasizing what you might do to your big sister and her nice boobies, just like you did with my bikini pictures, but this time I will be the one stroking that big, hard cock of yours, Billy."
She gave him a mirthful look before adding, "Will that be another nice present for you?"
Billy was too stunned, yet again, to speak, so he just nodded his head yes.
"I thought it might be," she replied as she slowly reached out with one hand to his crotch.
Billy let out a deep sigh while she carefully rubbed his bulge through his jeans.
It only took a few quick rubs of her hands for Sammie to realize her little brother was tremendously endowed down there. Knowing how big he was while also being ninety-nine percent sure he was still a wholesome virgin really turned her on.
Being young and so obviously inexperienced in sex, Sammie expected him to last all of about thirty seconds, maybe, before she would have him spurting cum inside his jeans.
To this end, she counted softly to herself as she stroked his massive cock through his jeans while he stared, slack-jawed, at her beautiful tits.
When her count reached fifteen, she watched as he began to squirm while standing there. As her count reached eighteen, he murmured, "Oh God, Sammie, you are... You are going to make me..."
At twenty-two, he let out a sharp hiss and then a slight grunt.
Asking the most obvious question in the history of the world, Samantha whispered, "Did you come inside your jeans, Billy?"
He said nothing as the aftershocks of the most powerful orgasm of his young life left him momentarily stunned. Finally, after a few quick seconds, he whispered hoarsely, "I did."
She quickly tucked her breasts back inside her bra before telling him, "You better take your underwear off, because it would not be good putting them in your wash and letting mom see what I'm sure is a big stain on them."
"Yeah, right, but what am I going to do with them?"
"Run to your room and put on a fresh pair, and then bring the other ones back and just leave them on the floor. I will pick them up later and throw them in with my wash and then wait for me on the bed."
As soon as she started to stride away, Naughty St. Nick went back to work. Knowing how her pet humans tended to feel guilty after doing something a bit naughty, she quickly slipped back inside of Samantha.
Once inside the bathroom, Samantha looked at herself in the mirror. As her eyes became stuck on the diamond-encrusted necklace, she whispered to herself, "This little necklace must have cost a small fortune. Yeah, he probably made some good money in the stock market and decided to splurge on you instead of himself," she muttered to her image in the mirror.
Samantha happened to be right. Billy, a nerd through and through, often spent his weekends scouring financial articles instead of partying like his pals. After talking his mom into opening a custodial brokerage account for him when he was only fifteen, Billy had been steadily investing in the market and by the time he was eighteen had amassed a nice little nest egg.
Over the course of the summer, that nest egg grew rapidly after he hit it big on a couple of stock picks, and just as Samantha suspected, he withdrew a good portion of his capital gains so he could splurge this Christmas on gifts for the love of his life.
A little voice in her head spoke up then. This little voice was, of course, Naughty St. Nicky's voice disguised as Samantha's own, and its message was direct.
He deserves more from you, Sammie, considering everything he got you, but even more so considering how his costly gifts are a sure sign he still has a major league crush on his big sister.
As she stood there, eying herself in the mirror, a compelling and wicked idea began to worm its way inside of Samantha's very consciousness of just how she might be able to pay him back with yet another naughty gift of her own.
Now the only question was: would she be brave enough to follow through?
Turning, she strode back out to the bedroom, determined to find the bravery to make this a most unforgettable Christmas Eve for both herself and her little brother.
Over at the bed, she looked down at him. He had fallen back on the bed and had dozed off. Sighing, she first took off her necklace before refilling her champagne glass with just ice this time.
She set the glass down on the nightstand and then quietly slipped off to her closet, hoping he would not wake up before she got back.
Her luck held: after exiting her closet, a pair of small scarves in hand, she spied him still dozing peacefully.
She settled down on the bed next to him before leaning down and giving him a nice kiss on the lips.
"Hmm, that is a nice way of being woken up, Sammie," he murmured as their lips parted.
"I thought you might like it, and I have something else for you, Billy, that you might like, but you have to shut your eyes again and relax and let your sister do a little something without fighting me. OK?"
"Hmm, sure," he responded curiously as he wondered what she was up to.
He soon found out as she wrapped the first of the scarves around his wrist before extending his hand up towards the bed's upper post, and after quickly tying the other end of the scarf around the post, he did the same to his other wrist.
"You can open your eyes now, Billy," she said to him softly.
"Jeez, Sammie, you tied me to the bed?"
"Yes, very astute of you to notice, and now I'm going to take full advantage of your utter helplessness in the most delicious way possible."
Billy smiled at his sister, feeling utterly surreal as he noticed the gleam in her eye and the hungry look on her face as she stared down at him, so completely helpless.
She settled onto the bed beside him, and as his pulse raced and his heart thundered in his chest, she began to whisper to him.
"You have always enjoyed looking at me, huh, little brother?"
"Yes, of course, you are so beautiful and sexy, Sammie, that I can't help it."
"Hmm, well, let's see how you enjoy looking at me while I'm, hmm, playing with myself."
Reaching over, she yanked open her nightstand drawer and pulled out her favorite toy: a pink, nearly six-inch, battery-operated vibrator.
She moved down to the opposite end of the bed before positioning herself so she was facing him. Giving him a sly smile, she slowly spread her legs as she leaned back against the raised footboard of her bed.
"Have you ever seen a girl's pussy before, Billy?" she asked quietly.
"No," he said truthfully.
"Do you want to see my pussy, Billy?"
"Yes," he said as he felt his cock starting to come back to life.
"Well, watch as I put on a very special little Christmas Eve show for you, little brother, and maybe I will show it to you."
Picking up the vibrator, she flicked it on to its lowest setting, and as it hummed to life, she slowly brought it between her legs.
Billy sighed as he watched his sister bring the smooth, sleek toy between her legs.
Samantha slowly circled the soft, humming toy over and around her pussy. Even with her panties on, they were thin anyway; she could feel the powerful vibrating action assaulting her pussy, and it felt utterly delicious. In fact, more so than usual, probably thanks to having an audience this time.
After a few seconds of her circling the vibrator all around, she pulled it away. Giving him a serious look, she whispered, "You enjoying the show, Billy?"
"I am," he answered softly.
"Hmm, maybe I should continue, but this time I'll do something a bit more daring... like pulling my panties aside as I play with my new toy. Yeah, this is new, and it's quickly become my favorite toy of all time. I bought it for myself just the other day as an early Christmas gift. This is only like the third time I used it."
"Really?" he numbly asked as he was nearly speechless with growing excitement as he gazed at her in awe while she carefully pulled her panties to the side before pressing the pink vibrator against the bare folds of her pussy.
He gazed at the scene of his sister working the soft, humming toy all over her pussy in helpless wonder before slipping it inside. Then things really got hot when his sister, as she was fucking herself silly with the thing, began to cry out.
"Oh God, Billy, that feels so gooood. Don't stop, please, little brother, don't stop fucking me so hard."
After a few more seconds of watching her quickly work the toy in and out of herself, Samantha paused the show. Setting the toy aside, Samantha was now curious to see if she could tease him just as badly with some simple words.
Smiling, like a cat on the prowl, she crawled toward him, and after drawing near, she rose to her knees to face him.
Thrusting her chest out toward him, she whispered, "I bet you have been dreaming of your sister's boobies for, well, like forever, huh, little brother?"
"God, yes, I have, Sammie."
Reaching out, she used one finger to stroke his cheek kindly before whispering, "Well, I hope you weren't too disappointed when I finally showed them off to you, sweetie."
"Disappointed, no Sammie, they... they were even more beautiful than I could have ever imagined."
"Hmm, I bet you would like to see them again, but this time up close and personal, like."
"I would," he whispered, scooting up a bit so he was in a sitting position, then leaning back against the headboard.
She maneuvered herself around so she was astride his midsection and to his left. Leaning forward some, she whispered, "So should your sexy sister show her nice tits off to you again, little brother...maybe as a nice Christmas Eve gift to him."
"She should," Billy said quietly in a voice that nearly broke with untold excitement. The fact that he was tied to the bed and helpless only heightened his excitement.
Wanting to push her teasing to the max, Samantha slowly brought her hands up to the straps of her bra on either side of her shoulders. Then, just as slowly as she stared at him with a sly smile on her face, she dragged the thin straps down and off her shoulders and then further down her arms. Finally, she stopped after a good eighty percent of her tits were exposed to his wide, staring eyes.
With the cups of her bra just barely covering the best parts of her large tits, those delicious nipples of hers, Sammie sat there just staring back at him, allowing his desire to see more grow.
She gave him a pensive look as she relaxed her arms at her sides, allowing him to gaze longingly at her chest.
Wanting to ramp things up even more, Samantha tilted her body forward, directly in front of him, until her boobs, covered still just barely by her sexy blue bra, were mere inches from his face.
Whispering seductively, she cooed, "I just bet you want to suck on them, huh, Billy?"
He hesitated only briefly before quietly answering, "More than anything in this world, Sammie."
"Really?" she said as she brought one hand up before slinking it around the back of his head.
"Close your eyes then," she whispered as her teasing was approaching its peak.
Billy obeyed, closing his eyes before he felt her pull his face flush against her breasts. He could feel the soft bra cups against his face, followed by the feeling of having his face pushed fully in between the great divide between her tits.
The soft, bare skin above her bra felt heavenly smooth against his cheek as he reveled in the soft beauty of her breasts.
"Now start kissing them, Billy, all over. Kiss all the bare skin you can, right up to the very edge of my bra."
Moving slowly, he let his mouth travel up and down the nice divide between her tits as he lathered their beautiful slopes with dozens of dainty little kisses.
"That's it, little brother, kiss them all over," she whispered to him as his kisses bumped against the edge of her soft bra.
She allowed his kisses to go on for another good minute or so before she pulled back, as she prepared to offer him some more teasing words.
She smiled down at him; he was beginning to squirm something awful. Resisting the urge to peek under the sheet just yet, she twirled her fingers in his hair, and as his head sank back down on the pillow, she whispered to him, "Hmm, I think my little brother wants to do something more than just drenching his sister's boobies with dozens of dainty kisses, huh?"
"Yes, he does."
"What does he want to do?" she cooed to him. "Maybe suck on them?"
"I do," Billy answered in a hoarse whisper.
"That would be a nice Christmas present, huh, Billy, me letting you suck on my boobies."
"It would be the best present ever, Sammie," Billy whispered. "Please let me...pretty please."
"I have to think about it, Billy, coz that would be really naughty."
She watched, amused at the crestfallen look on his poor face.
"But as I am thinking about it, I will..." She rose to her knees, then positioned herself so she faced him. "Let you gaze upon them, Billy."
Moving slowly, she carefully yanked her bra down just enough so her immense tits came spilling out.
"So that is, at least, a little something, huh, Billy?" she said as she smiled mischievously at him. "Me letting you look at them."
"Yes, that is a really nice something, Sammie," Billy whispered as he gazed longingly at his sister's big, beautiful tits. They were heavenly in their perfectly tanned splendor, causing his cock to jerk to new heights of hardness.
She gave him a mirthful look, cocking her head slightly to one side as she struck a pose, loving the way he was nearly panting as he squirmed against the ties that bound him to her bed.
Wanting to turn up the heat even more on her poor brother, Sammie whispered, "You think your sister's big tits are hot, Billy?"
"Very much so," he exclaimed.
"Then, hmm, maybe I should cool them down some, don't you think?"
Reaching over, she fished one of the larger ice cubes out of the bucket on the nearest nightstand.
Billy watched, in reverence, as his sister lightly ran the ice cube all over both of her tits. He heard her sigh quietly as she tweaked both of her nipples with the ice cube until they were deliciously fully erect.
Finally, she tossed the appreciably smaller ice cube toward the nightstand, where it clattered against the tin side of the bucket.
"Well, that felt kind of good, but now my poor boobies are really cold, Billy," she whispered to him. "Makes me wish I had some young boy's warm hands to warm them up for me."
She leaned over, dangling her boobs in his face before reaching down and grabbing his hands fully where they were bound against the post.
"Wow, your hands feel really warm, Billy. Maybe I should untie them and let you use them to warm up my boobies, some? Would you like that?"
Knowing the answer already, of course, she began to untie him even as he begged her to do so.
"Please, yes, Sammie, untie me so I can warm them up for you."
After getting him free, she grabbed his hands and pulled him upright so he was sitting on his own knees facing her.
She held his hands tight as their eyes met, and as they had each other's gaze, something profound and forbidden passed between brother and sister.
"You know what I like about you, Billy?"
"No, what?" he whispered.
"How sweet and innocent you are. I bet you have never even felt up a girl before, huh? I mean, other than that quick little feel I gave you off my breasts through my bra, but that doesn't really count since my bra was in the way."
"No, I never have felt up a girl," he confessed in quiet embarrassment.
"Well, it really excites me that I'll be your first, Billy, but you have to promise to be really gentle with them as you are warming them up."
As they sat there in the middle of the bed, both sitting on their knees close together and holding hands, Billy felt such a powerful, pure, forbidden lust for his older sister that it was almost like a tidal wave threatening to wash him out to sea.
He made a snap decision then to confess the whole embarrassing truth to her, hoping it would bear fruit. Speaking softly, he told her, "The embarrassing truth is that I've never even made out with a girl before, Sammie."
"Really?" she said as she scanned his face, searching for any sign that he wasn't being completely honest with her.
Knowing her brother well, knowing he was not a good liar, she was almost one hundred percent sure this was the truth.
"Yes, really," he whispered as his shoulders slumped. "Pretty pathetic considering I'm eighteen years old, huh?"
Seeing his shoulders slump, then the way he dropped his head in apparent shame, touched Samantha deeply. Letting his hands go, she reached out with one hand, brushing his cheek.
"Look at me, Billy?" She whispered.
After a long, drawn-out moment, he finally looked up at her.
"That is not pathetic but sweet, Billy, and do you know what else I think?"
"No, what?" he asked.
"I think just maybe, subconsciously or maybe even on purpose, you have been just saving yourself for someone special... like your older sister."
He blushed fiercely as, once again, he dropped his head down in abject embarrassment.
Twirling a finger in his long, unkempt hair, she added, "I hope so because that would be so sweet, you saving yourself for me, Billy."
"Maybe I have," he whispered back.
"Look at me, Billy," she cooed to him.
He looked up again, gazing into those beautiful brown eyes of hers.
"Just maybe? Tell me the absolute truth, little brother."
He paused for a long moment before the words just came pouring out.
"Oh God, Samantha, yes, it's the truth. I was holding out, waiting for you. Hoping and praying one day we could be naughty together. I mean, the truth is, I have had such an intense crush on you for so long that it feels like it is part of me. I love you so much, Sammie," he told her in a voice on the verge of breaking.


"Then show me," she whispered as she grabbed his hands and pulled him toward her.
Slowly, ever so slowly, their mouths came together. Their first few kisses were soft and sweet, tentative maybe, as if they were testing out driving a new and unfamiliar car for the first time.
Taking charge, Samantha pressed her lips tighter against his as she guided his hands upward to her chest. Her heart raced as she let her tongue slip out just as she felt him shyly running his hands all over her breasts.
After a long hesitation, Billy let out his own tongue as the intense longing he felt for his sister began to assert itself. As their tongues engaged in mock battle, he began to squeeze her tits for the first time, causing his cock to become achingly hard.
The quiet bedroom was now filled with the sound of their lips smacking together as he continued to fondle her tits with eager boyishness.
Finally, Samantha broke off their kiss, causing him to drop his hands off of her tits immediately. Leaning back from him, she smiled before saying, "There you just got a two-for-one bargain, Billy. You just made out with a girl for the first time while feeling her up a bit. I hope it was nice."
"God, yes," he exclaimed as he eyed those deliciously large tits of hers, wanting even more.
Sammie knew, by the way his eyes were glued to her chest, what he wanted next.
In a mood to do a bit more teasing, though, she decided to draw things out for just a minute anyway.
Striking what she hoped was a seductive pose for him, Samantha whispered, "I bet you want to really suck on them now, huh, Billy? Just like we talked about earlier."
Billy stared at her, his heart pounding. She looked so fucking sexy as she sat there, one arm raised up and crooked backward, while the other one was up around her chest with her sexy bra loosely draped over it. Adding to her seductive look was the way she had tilted her head to one side while hitting him with an amorous half smile, but maybe best of all was the way she had arched her back, putting those magnificent tits of hers on full display.
He gazed at her for a long moment, his mind reeling at such a delightfully wonderful invitation, before he finally found his tongue. "I do. Please, Sammie, can I?"
"If I let you, will you promise to go slow and be gentle with them?"
Reaching out, she stroked the side of his face kindly before adding, "I mean a lot of guys think just coz a woman has big boobies they can be rough with them."
"I promise I will go slow and be gentle, Sammie."
"Well, I guess you can then," she whispered as she scooted a bit closer to him.
Worried if he moved too fast, this wild dream he was enjoying might blow up and go away, Billy displayed an abundance of reticence as he leaned forward while Samantha looked on, both amused and turned on by his apparent shyness.
He started by reaching out and cupping both of her breasts in his hand, jiggling them about a bit before giving them a couple of tender squeezes.
Samantha sighed, loving the way he was being so gentle with them--just as she loved.
"God, they are so beautiful, Sammie, and feel so nice," he whispered as he began flickering his fingers over her large nipples.
"I'm glad you like them so much, Billy," she whispered as she snaked a hand around the back of his head. Slowly, she pulled his head closer and down toward her chest as she whispered, "Please suck on them for me now, Billy. Please..."
Billy's pulse quickened as he could not believe this was happening: his sister begging him to suck on her tits.
Closing his eyes, he allowed her to guide his face down, and as her nice, firm boobies bounced up against his cheeks, his lust for them nearly doubled right there.
He started by doing the same as before when she had her bra on, as he sprayed the entirety of her tits with dozens of soft, tender kisses. It was so much better this time without her pretty bra in the way, especially when his kisses fell upon those ripe nipples of hers.
Looking down at him, raining dainty kisses all over her tits was a significant turn on for Samantha, as men being gentle with her, and especially with her tits, was a bit of a foreign experience.
Letting out a pronounced sigh when his lips brushed lightly across her nipples, Samantha again slipped a hand around the back of his head as she looked down at the affectionate scene.
Finally, he began to suck on her tits, causing her to sigh again. Dropping one hand down at her side while stretching the other above her head, she closed her eyes and arched her back some, pushing her breasts out for him to fully enjoy.
"That's it, Billy, suck on them for me. I know you have been dreaming of doing that for so long."
In between his tender kisses and tender suckling, Billy whispered back, "I have Sammie for so long."
His hands slipped down and around her back, falling to her butt, and as he began to knead her ass gently, his soft suckling session slowly amped up.
"Oh God, they are so nice," he whispered as his kisses slowly spun from gentle to passionate. The stillness of the bedroom was broken by the sound of him greedily suckling on her tits.
If only to catch his breath, he pulled back slightly. Staring at her tits, up this close, right there in front of his face, he found them absolutely stunning to behold.
Reaching out, he gently tweaked those majestic nipples of hers with his fingers, causing her to let out a low moan.
Focusing all of his attention on her nipples, he allowed his desire to build as he continued to affectionately tweak them until they had reached their full potential and were abundantly stiff and fully erect.
Finally, unable to take it anymore, he lowered his mouth to the first nipple and, after lathering it all over with a darting, playful tongue, causing her to let out a pronounced moan this time, he moved to the other.
His darting, twirling tongue worked its magic all over her nipples until finally Samantha could not take it anymore. "Stop teasing me, Billy, and fucking suck on them again," she growled.
He happily indulged her, and this time, he did not hold back.
Grunting softly, he opened his mouth wide and began suckling on them as might a starving child, and as his mouth flew from one ripe mound to the other, Samantha found herself tipping over the edge.
Wrapping her arms around him, she pulled them down and sideways so she was resting on her side. Billy went with her, his mouth still glued to her tits.
The passionate suckling fest continued unabated as, in this position, with her on her side and his face stuck right there in between her tits, he found it much easier to shower them with loving affection.
Closing her eyes, she once again assumed the same position as before, with one hand tangled in his hair, and the other stretched above her head as she arched her back fully, pushing those huge tits out for all their worth.
Billy took full advantage as he started to lose control. His mouth flew wildly from one to the other, slurping and sucking with such fierce passion, the likes of which Samantha had never dreamed possible.
"That's it, baby, don't stop sucking on them," she whispered harshly as she reached down in search of his hand.
She needed more, and after finding his hand, she guided it down and in between her legs. "Play with my pussy, Billy, as you are sucking on my titties," she whispered to him.
Guided by her, he found his hand, for the first time, slipping inside a woman's panties.
Her pussy was soft and moist, and after a bit of fumbling about, he finally managed to slip one finger inside of her. Based on her reaction, she let out a loud moan when his finger finally found its mark. Billy concentrated on doing this again and again.
After a few dutiful strokes of her brother's finger up and inside of her, combined with the passionate way he was still suckling on her tits, Samantha found herself turned on more than she ever thought possible.
Unable to take it anymore, she pushed him away as she cried out, "Billy, I need you inside of me... Now!"
Reaching down, she first tore off her bra and then fairly ripped off her flimsy panties before slowing things down.
Looking at him, she was thrilled to see he was nearly panting with excitement as he stared at her naked body.
"Why don't you stand up and let me be the one to undress you, little brother?" she whispered to him.
Billy hopped off the bed, and after she joined him, they stared at each other for a long moment.
Reaching down, she hooked a pair of fingers under the bottom edge of his T-shirt and pulled it up. After disposing of the T-shirt, she turned her attention to his briefs. The bulge he was sporting was, in a word, impressive.
"Hmm, let's see what you are hiding under here, little brother. Maybe another nice Christmas present for your sister?"
"Yes, and I hope you like it," Billy said quietly.
Dropping to her knees, Samantha carefully began to "unwrap" her present, and as she slowly tugged the tight briefs down, her excitement only increased.
"Oh my God, Billy," she gasped as his cock came springing out from the tight confines of his briefs. It looked absolutely massive, especially from this angle, where she was face-to-face with it. "Look how big your sister's present is!"
Springing to her feet, she exclaimed, "God, I can't wait for you to put it in me, Billy."
Taking him by the hand, they scrambled up and onto the bed. Overcome with passion, Billy pushed his sister onto her back before he fell on her like a wild dog.
Dropping his mouth to her chest, he, once again, allowed his passion for her tits to rule the night as he sucked on them crazily. Samantha let his latest passionate outburst run its course for a good minute before deciding to take charge.
Bringing her ear to his mouth, she whispered, "Billy, roll off me and onto your back."
He dutifully obeyed, allowing her to scramble on top of him. Settling down on his mid-section, she lifted herself up slightly as she reached back and found that giant monster throbbing with hardness.
Billy held his breath as his sister guided his enormous cock to her wet hole before she carefully let herself down.
As his cock pierced her warm, wet vagina for the first time, marking the absolute culmination of all of his dreams, Billy let out a loud moan.
"Oh God, Billy, you feel so good inside me," Samantha cried as she began to bounce up and down on his hardness.
Reaching up, he jiggled her bouncing tits in his hands as she rode his cock.
Samantha tried to go slow, at first anyway, but their excessive foreplay had wound her up to the point where going slow was no longer an option.
Gripping his hands for support, she started to bounce up and down with uncontrolled aplomb.
Watching her large tits bound up and down as she rode his cock might have been the most beautiful sight in the world to Billy, causing him to start to lose control himself.
Matching her thrusts, he drove his cock up and into his sister with a fierce determination that soon had her whimpering for more.
"Oh God, yes, Billy fuck me harder... harder. Please... God, you feel so good inside of me."
Sensing he was near, and wanting to give him some small variety of positions before he came inside of her, Samantha rose up and then flipped herself off of him.
Quickly, she turned around, positioning herself on her hands and knees. Gripping her headboard for support, she panted, "Put in me, Billy. Fuck your sister doggy style."
He happily positioned himself behind her and, after gripping her by the hips, he lost control. He started fast and ended faster as he drove his cock into her with an increasingly passionate series of hammer-like blows that soon had them both panting and on the edge of orgasms.
She was swept away first as she let out a small whimper before whispering, "Oh God, I'm coming... yes, that's it... Oh God..."
Watching his sister as she shook all over and whispered how she was coming was the most erotic thing in the world he had ever witnessed. The sight sent him careening over the edge as he let out a loud grunt before releasing a large load of cum inside of his sister.
After collapsing in each other's arms, they both fell into a deep, contented sleep as Naughty St. Nicky smiled in admiration at her wicked handiwork.
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A Midnight Feeding: The Doll
Jessie came quietly out of his bedroom at the end of the hallway. Waking up thirsty, close to midnight, on this unusually cold early June evening, he stumbled out of the bedroom, wearing his usual sleep attire: a pair of gym shorts, briefs, and a T-shirt.
Downstairs, shivering slightly, he was groggily making his way down the hallway, and toward the kitchen when, out of the corner of his eye, he noticed some soft light radiating from the den to his right.
Curious, he paused to peer inside. The light was coming from the dancing flames inside the den's real wood-burning fireplace.
At first, the only sound he heard was the soft crackle of the fire, and then he spied the dark outline of his adoptive mom, Valerie, sitting there in front of the fire, on the den's large PillowSac accent chair. She was wearing her favorite white satin robe and appeared to be staring down at something in her lap.
Wondering what she was doing up this late, sitting there all by herself, he took a small step inside the den, and was about to ask her what she was doing when he heard her whispering.
Now more curious than ever, Jessie crept a bit closer. Something, for sure, was in her lap; a small dark form, but more he could not ascertain.
"Oh God, how Mommy wishes you were real, little Jess," he heard his mom whisper to the small dark form resting in her lap.
Jessie's ears perked up when he heard his mom call whatever was in her lap, "little Jess, as that had been her favorite pet nickname for him when he was young.
Valerie became his mother shortly after he turned three, when her best friend Karen decided she was an unfit mother. Valerie, desperate for a child of her own, quietly suggested to her friend that she could adopt her son.
The adoption process went through without a hitch, but sadly, less than eighteen months later, Karen would be dead from a drug overdose, making Jessie, more than ever, totally Valerie's.
Jessie, now eighteen, had no regrets about the whole situation; he was truly smitten with his adoptive mother, considering her his "real mom" in every way but blood.
More curious than ever, Jessie paused, watching his mom quietly from the side as he crept further into the den. He was just to her left and slightly behind, enough so that he was out of her line of vision.
Valerie, totally oblivious to his presence, held the object up then, allowing her inquisitive son to see what she had been holding in her lap all along.
The doll was a hand-painted Reborn Baby Doll, wholly lifelike, complete with clear, realistic baby veins, hand-painted hair, and even eyebrows. The twenty-inch newborn baby doll even had flexible limbs, allowing the mother to pose the baby as she wished.
Jessie held perfectly still as he watched this heartfelt drama unfold. He watched as his mother brought the baby doll to her lips before giving it several delicate little kisses.
Usually, Jessie loved watching his mom as she was abundantly attractive to him. She had _______________
"Mommy loves you so much, little Jess," he heard his mom whisper before she applied several more kisses to its lips before lowering it back down to her lap.
Then there was a long, drawn-out moment of silence before Jessie, still holding perfectly still, heard his mom begin to whisper again.
"Hmm, it's almost midnight now, which means it's time for your midnight feeding, baby Jess, so just give mommy time to finish her wine, and we'll get right to it."
After setting the baby back down in her lap, Valerie reached over to the accent table beside the chair and grabbed her still half-full glass of wine, polishing it off in one large gulp.
"Yeah, mommy is officially drunk now, Jess, but I'm sure you don't mind, huh?" she cooed to the lifelike baby doll as she reached down and pinched its cheek.
Jessie watched, his pulse racing, as his mom began to unbutton her robe. More than a little curious as to what his pretty mom was wearing under her robe, he took another small step forward.
He just caught sight of a flash of blue under her robe as it came undone before disaster struck. Shifting his weight, as he angled his body to get a better view, the den's old wooden floor groaned.
In the deathly silence of the den, the creaking floor sounded as loud as a firecracker going off, causing him to freeze on the spot, but it was too late.
Valerie turned toward the sound as she hurriedly pulled her robe shut.
Caught off guard by the sight of her son watching her in secret, she barked at him harshly, "What are you doing spying on your mom, Jessie?"
"Oh, sorry, Mom, I didn't mean to be spying," he stammered. "I woke up thirsty and came down to get some water and saw you sitting in the den, and I was just curious as to what you were doing up so late, so I came in here to see what you were doing."
His explanation didn't seem to be holding much weight with her as she continued to glare at him harshly. Deciding to beat a hasty retreat might be the best option, Jessie mumbled, "Anyways, sorry I didn't mean to scare you... I should go back to bed. G'night."
As he turned to flee, Valerie's mind was racing as she wondered how much he saw. She almost let him leave before curiosity got the better of her, and just as he was slipping out of the den, she called out to him, "Hey Jessie, your mom is sorry for snapping at you. You... you just startled me a little, I guess. Come back so we can talk for a minute."
Patting the pillow chair next to her, Valerie added, "Please come sit close to me so I don't have to holler at you from all the way across the room."
As he crossed the room, she furtively slipped the small baby doll behind her body on the opposite side of where he would be sitting.
After he settled down next to her, she took a deep breath. "So did you hear me talking to someone, Jessie?"
Not sure whether he should admit what he had heard and seen, he remained quiet.
"C'mon, Jessie, be honest with me. Please."
After a brief pause, he whispered, "OK, I heard you, like, whispering to someone."
"Did you see who... or I guess I should say what, I was whispering to? Tell the truth."
After another brief pause, he shook his head yes.
"Tell me?"
"It looked like you were talking to a baby doll, Mom."
Reaching out, she ruffled his hair before whispering, "Hmm, you saw that, huh?"
"Yes, I heard you call the doll 'Little Jess', and that made me curious, so that's why I was like spying on you... I guess."
"Well, I guess your mom owes you an explanation so you don't think she has gone totally bonkers, but my explanation won't be easy as it will be deeply personal... to me."
"Mom, you don't owe me an explanation. I mean... not really."
She paused before reaching out and taking his hand. "I think it might help me, though, if I can be brave enough to explain everything to you, so do you mind listening with an open mind, but even more importantly, with an open heart."
"Yes, of course," he said as he squeezed her hand tight.
"Well, my explanation is serious enough to need yet another glass of wine, so why don't you freshen up the fire while your mom goes and pours herself some more wine?"
A minute later, they were back, sitting snuggled up close together on the comfortable pillow chair. After taking a large sip of her wine, Valerie set it aside before she started to make her confession in a calm, quiet voice.
"Years ago, when I was still a teenager, I ran with a bit of a wild crowd, the wildest being your mother, I mean your real mother, your birth mother, but I suppose you know about that anyway."
"Yeah," Jessie said as he twisted the blanket they were cuddling under nervously. Talking about his mother, his birth mother that is, always left him feeling a bit queasy.
"So, anyway, I never told you this, but we both got, like, knocked up by our boyfriends at roughly the same time. I was actually only seventeen at the time, and anyways, I ended up settling down, getting married as it was the right thing to do, and to this day, it still pains me to talk about, but I must..."
Valerie paused to take another large sip of her wine. She was already a bit tipsy, but, yeah, more wine would make the telling of her sad story more bearable.
"Take your time, Mom," Jessie whispered as he slipped one arm around her.
Valerie leaned hard against him, staying quiet for a long moment while she gathered up the emotional strength to finish her story.
Finally, she began to talk again, in a low whisper this time. "It was a difficult delivery, and due to complications during the delivery, I almost died while giving birth. The baby, my beautiful baby boy, barely survived forty-eight hours. Worse still, my doctor said it would be very dangerous for me to try to give birth again."
Shrugging her shoulders, Valerie sniffled loudly. Jessie felt his heart wrench as his mom blinked back the tears threatening to spill out of her pretty brown eyes.
Squeezing her tight, he whispered, "That is really awful, Mom, and I'm so sorry for you."
"I know you are, honey, and as you can probably tell, it's still, even after all these years, a deeply emotional issue for me. Anyways, let me finish my story with a few details that you need to know so you will understand why I had this..." She held up the baby doll, showing it to him, then placed it gently in her lap again.
"Shortly after that, I moved back in with your grandparents here. They were both suffering from some health issues, and I needed to be here with them. Anyways, I ended up adopting you and then, you know, life went on. Still, I don't know, a few years ago, after I turned thirty, I started to really feel sad about never having experienced... well, something special that only real mothers can experience."
Jessie's heart again wrenched as he suspected, or maybe assumed based on what she was saying, she was, somehow, not considering herself to be his "real" mother.
"Mom," he whispered almost fiercely, "You are my real mother... nothing can ever change that. Nothing will ever change that."
She looked at him sadly before whispering, "I know, but just listen, honey."
After pausing to polish off a good third of her wine this time, Valerie continued with her deeply profound confession.
"What I meant by the something special that only real mothers can experience is the act of nursing your baby. I... well... as I said, a few years ago, that really started to take a toll on me, knowing I would never experience nursing a baby."
She stared down at the baby doll in her lap, staying quiet for a long moment before continuing. "Desperate for... for some kind of relief from the emotional turmoil this was causing me, I went out and purchased this..."
She held up the baby, then, before whispering, "My baby, Jessie."
"Mom, I--" He was about to tell her there was nothing wrong with that, but before he could get the words out, she brought a finger quickly to his mouth, whispering, "Shh... let your mom finish... There is more you need to hear."
"Part of my emotional turmoil was caused by the guilt and the incredible sadness I was feeling over breaking nearly four generations of tradition. You remember my mom, your grandmother, telling you how this house has been in the family for a very long time."
"Yes, I think she told me seventy-five years or something like that."
"Yes, well, almost eighty five years now, but the tradition I am talking about is how the women, the mothers that is, in my family, going all the way back to my great grandmother have been nursing their children, in this den, for like four generations now, and because I could not have children I broke the tradition until, please don't freak out when you hear this, I bought this baby doll and started, once a year only, on the anniversary of his death, on my baby boy's death two days after he was born, doing a..."
She paused then, before looking at him seriously. Finally, after a long, drawn-out moment, she finished up. "I guess you could call it a ceremonial breastfeeding of, you know, this doll, and just so you know, everything I do, my ceremonial breastfeeding around midnight."
"Why around midnight?" he asked quietly.
She smiled softly before ruffling his hair, "Because, according to my mom, and my grandmother, and her mom before that, the babies in this family, but especially the baby boys, always would wake up shortly before midnight wanting to be fed, so it's in honor of my family's tradition of midnight feedings."
Jessie stayed silent after her confession as his mind was whirling with a thousand thoughts, on just what he could do, if anything, to help ease his mom's pain.
"I guess you think that is probably pretty weird, huh, honey. Your mom is pretending to breastfeed a stupid baby doll."
Reaching out, he gripped her hands tightly before whispering, "No, Mom, I think it's very sweet and your baby doll... it appears very realistic, I mean, so it helps you, right?"
"It did, at first, help me, but with every passing year, it's been three years now..." She paused, shrugging her shoulders in discontentment before letting out a heavy sigh. "I don't know the helpful effects are getting weaker as I realize what a poor substitute this stupid doll is for the real thing."
She took a couple of large sips of her wine, then two more bigger ones to finish it off.
"Well, there you have it," she said, in between some desperate sniffles, "Your mom's full-blown emotional confession to what you were witnessing."
"I feel bad for you, Mom." He knew that sounded lame, but he didn't know what else to say.
"So does it freak you that I call him 'Little Jess' like I used to call you?"
Again, he stayed silent for a long moment as he debated whether he should tell her the unvarnished truth of how it made him feel.
"I guess your silence means it is freaking you out, but you don't want to admit that to your mom. I'm sorry, honey, I--"
In a spontaneous emotional outburst, he quickly interrupted her, telling her exactly how he felt.
"No, it doesn't freak me out, Mom, but it does make me feel jealous."
"Jealous? Really, but why?"
"I'm afraid if I tell you exactly why, you'll be the one to freak out, Mom."
"Tell me, I promise I won't freak out."
"Mom, you can't make that promise and mean it."
"Why not?"
"Because you are extremely emotional, extremely fragile right now. I mean, it's obvious, so if I say the wrong thing or you take it the wrong way..." He smiled wanly before falling silent.
Reaching out, it was her turn to gather his hands in her own. "All those things you said are true, but the thing is this, I can't ever really get upset about whatever you want to tell me as to why the doll makes you jealous because I know, deep down inside, your true feelings about me are full of love and nothing else, baby."
"Yes, they most definitely are, Mom."
"So tell me..." Smiling, she said, "And besides, the truth is your mom is pretty drunk right now, and when she is drunk, like this, she becomes very open and amiable to most anything... including her baby Jess's true feelings."
He sighed before smiling and saying, "OK, fine, I will tell my drunk mom why the stupid doll makes me jealous."
"That's the spirit, as is this..." Valerie grabbed her wine glass before filling it up again and taking several large sips.
She set the now-empty glass down before turning to him and whispering, "So tell me why you feel jealous. Don't hold back."
"OK, so when I was watching you, I heard you whisper your love for the doll, and then I saw you give it several nice kisses and that... I don't know. It made me jealous the stupid doll getting kisses, plus you telling it how much you loved him..."
"But I still kiss you, honey. You know, sometimes, and I tell you I love you, like every night before we go to bed, and sometimes in the morning."
"Yeah, but you're telling me you love me, and the way you kiss me is..." He shrugged his shoulders discontentedly, "I don't know... different, I guess."
"Different how, honey?"
"Well, you kissed the baby doll directly on the lips, and my kisses, of course, are only on my cheek and they feel..." He paused, shrugging his shoulders before adding the kicker, "Routine like... Like you are giving me the kisses more out of habit than anything."
She sighed as he paused, her heart twisting--mainly because what he was saying was true-- but before she could even respond, he was talking again.
"Plus, the kisses you give me are really short and quick and, like I said, on my cheeks while you kissed that stupid doll on the lips, and they weren't really that short, like mine are. Plus, even worse, the kisses you gave that stupid doll seemed special and heartfelt. And then there was your declaration of love for that doll, and it sounded anything but routine."
He paused, waiting to see her reaction.
Valerie looked at him and, seeing the somber expression on his adorably cute face, she whispered, "I can see how you might be jealous, honey, but in my defense, I... I just maybe assumed you would think you are too old for such heartfelt declarations of love and for kisses that weren't short and weren't on the lips..." She paused, smiling at him gently before running her fingers through his hair and whispering, "And for kisses that might go past routine, I mean, from your Mommy."
He inched slowly closer to her before whispering back to her, "I'm not too old for that... Mommy."
Valerie paused, her pulse beginning to race as she considered the unthinkable. Finally, after a long hesitation, she took the plunge into forbidden waters. Of course, being more than a little tipsy helped tremendously, but even as she leaned forward, bringing her lips to his, she felt a surge of incredible excitement, mixed with trepidation.
Just before she was about to touch her lips to his, she paused to whisper, "Now tell me if this kiss feels routine... or not from your Mom."
Carefully, she brushed her lips against his, praying he would not pull back in supreme disgust, but when his only response was to press his own lips against hers slowly, she allowed herself to slip into the quiet pool of forbidden delights.
Their single soft kiss slowly morphed into several as she gripped his hands tighter, and after several breathless moments, she pulled back. "Did that kiss feel routine from your mother?" she whispered.
"No..." He paused before taking a chance himself and whispering, "Can I have some more. Please."
Emboldened by the wine, her heart racing, Valerie whispered back, "Of course, my adorable baby Jess can have as many kisses from his mommy as his little heart desires, sweetheart."
"My heart desires lots, Mommy."
Their lips came together again, and as they shared several sweet butterfly-like kisses, where their lips brushed against each other, only to part and then come quickly back together, Valerie felt herself becoming swept away.
His hands had slipped out from hers and were around her waist, then, as their latest kiss lingered, long and sweet this time, she finally let her tongue loose.
Her tongue slipped and slid across his lips before dipping softly inside his welcoming mouth, and after she spun it around quickly, once and then twice, she was just able to pull back before things might have really turned serious.
They both stared at each other for a long moment, hearts racing, before she brushed his face with her fingertips.
Whispering, she asked him the one question that would seal their fate. "Is that all that made you jealous, honey, or is there more?"
He wondered again whether he should tell her the truth, but given how things had been progressing so far, he decided to take his chances.
"There is more, but..."
He fell silent, somehow unable to get past this last barrier that would expose the absolute truth to her.


Sensing his reluctance to say more, she whispered again, hoping to lead him to a more profound, more heartfelt, and maybe more forbidden confession. "I think I know what else made you jealous."
"What?"
She was about to chicken out; alarm bells were ringing deep inside her soul. Chicken out of pushing the envelope further; the only reason why things had even progressed this far was that she was pretty drunk, but even being inebriated could not wholly quell said alarm bells.
Then, from one of the far corners of the den, the house's positively ancient grandfather clock began to toll softly.
Valerie's heart jumped at the sound. It was midnight. It hit her then, the tremendously sad weight of never enjoying the family's tradition of doing a "midnight feeding" with her own little infant boy.
Feeding the realistic doll, although not perfect, did go a long way to quelling the sad, desperate feeling at midnight on this day of all days, the anniversary of when she lost her baby boy.
But now with Jessie right here beside her, she very well couldn't do her ceremonial breastfeeding... or could she?
Deciding the chiming of the old grandfather clock, right then and there, after what just transpired between them, was a sign from the Gods of Fate that she should maybe continue on this forbidden journey, Valerie screwed up her courage to the max.
In a voice trembling with excitement, Valerie whispered to him, "I think it would be better if I showed you instead of telling you, sweetie."
Reaching over, she picked up the doll before turning to him and whispering, "Just watch."
Valerie now turned all of her attention to the baby doll as she placed it gently in her lap. Stroking its face softly, she whispered, "Do you hear that, baby Jess? The old grandfather clock in the corner is tolling out its long, lonely countdown to midnight."
Dropping her hands down to her robe, Valerie began to untie the knot holding her robe closed, and after getting the knotted tie undone, she slowly opened it up. Leaning forward, she slipped it off her shoulders, allowing the robe to fall back behind her.
Jessie took a deep breath as he stared at his mom. Under her robe, she was wearing one of those free-flowing, frilly, long skirts; it was a light purple, but as for a top... sans. What she was wearing, a pretty dark blue bra with smooth cups, looked simply gorgeous on her.
Focusing all of her attention on the doll, Valerie cradled it softly in the nook of one arm before she dropped her voice down to a whisper, "Hmm, baby Jess, I just bet you are hungry, huh, hungry to feed on your Mommy's breasts."
She took a quick, furtive glance at her son; he had moved away from her on the wide PillowSac chair. He was, she happily noted, watching her with rapturous attention.
Turning her attention back to the doll, she placed it down in her lap before reaching up with one hand to her shoulder.
Jessie took another deep breath, holding it this time as he watched his mom hook a finger under the strap of her pretty bra, then drag it slowly across her shoulder. Once it slipped off her shoulder, she allowed it to dangle there before she did the same with the other strap.
The bra was just barely covering her sizable tits as Valerie exhaled softly. Slowly, she used a hand on each of her opposite shoulders to slowly tug the twin straps down further on her arms, eventually allowing her absolutely gorgeous tits to slip out from hiding.
Over the years, Valerie had dressed rather conservative around the house and, of course, out in public, but still Jessie, as he got older couldn't help but to notice his mom was rather well endowed, she wore a 34F bra, causing him, he liked big boobed women, to have more than a few secret fantasies about his pretty mom and her lovely tits.
He stared in elated wonder at his mom's now exposed breasts. Her areolas, they were quite substantial, huge even, looked simply delicious and were very much the icing on her proverbial twin cakes.
Valeria cradled the baby in the nook of her arm as she carefully nudged its face up to her left breast. Using her free hand to stroke its cheek softly, she pressed its lips up against her nipple.
"That's it, baby... show mommy how hungry you are."
He squirmed as he watched his mom press the baby's lips up against her nipple. His squirming became more pronounced as Valerie continued to softly coo to her "baby" as she carefully nudged the baby's face around in a small circle, allowing its lips to glide softly over her nipple.
"That's it, baby," she whispered as she shifted the baby to her other nipple, "you are so hungry, huh?" Valerie's eyes flickered over toward Jessie; he was watching her, seemingly spellbound if his wide staring eyes were any indication.
Deciding to really ramp things up, Valerie cooed to the baby, "Go on, baby Jess, suckle on your mommy's boobies... we have all night, you know... your mommy doesn't mind."
Leaning back, Valerie closed her eyes, letting out a loud, audible sigh, maybe with some extra added emphasis for his benefit, as she slowly moved the baby from one of her breasts to the other.
Valerie continued to stare, and despite his best efforts to keep his desire in check, his cock slowly, steadily grew from soft to firm.
Hearing his mom let out a distinct sigh, one of apparent contentment, caused him to shift to the edge of the chair. The truth was, he was about ready to flee as he couldn't take watching much longer.
At first, it was only a slight feeling of jealousy he felt growing in his heart as his mom breastfed her stupid doll, but that slight feeling quickly mushroomed into an intense feeling of jealousy, such as he had never known in his young life.
Then he spied it; his mom's fully erect nipple. God, it was a gorgeous sight, and as she pressed the baby doll's lips around it and began to moan softly, he lost it.
Jumping to his feet, he snapped, a little harshly maybe, "Mom, I... I have to go..."
Not wanting to look back, Jess hurried across the den to the door.
Valerie knew she should let him go; knew it was the right thing to do, but instead she let the doll slip out of her arms, and as she jumped to her feet and stumbled drunkenly after him, she swore tonight was not about doing the right thing, but about doing whatever it would take to mend that long neglected broken heart of hers.
He was just a few feet out past the doorway and heading down the hallway when Valerie made it to the entryway of the den.
"Jessie," she called desperately out to him, "Please don't go. I don't want to be alone."
Jessie almost ignored her before he skidded to a stop. Turning to face her, his mind whirled on just how he should respond. He stared at her; she hadn't taken the time to put her robe back on, although she had pulled her bra back up so it was in place, and after a brief moment of indecision about how to respond, he decided to allow his jealous heart free rein. Snapping bitterly at her, he barked, "But you aren't alone, Mom. You have that stupid baby doll to keep you company."
The final piece of the wicked puzzle the two of them had been putting together for the last twenty minutes or so fell into place then. He was obviously upset and extremely jealous over her overt display of affection for what he referred to as her "stupid baby doll.
Knowing she needed to mend his jealous aching heart, along with her own, Valerie responded with the unvarnished truth. Staring at him thoughtfully, she whispered loudly, "I would rather have you cradled softly against my breasts, sucking on them, Jessie, than that stupid doll."
"You really mean that, Mom?"
"Yes, I really mean that."
He took another step toward her; he was almost arm's length from her now before responding, "But it looked like you were really enjoying your baby's company there, Mom."
Reaching out, she grabbed him around the waist before pulling him close to her. "I just did that to make you jealous and hungry, Jessie, and I think it worked. Follow me."
As if he had fallen into some mad dream, he followed his mom back inside the den.
Once inside, she took his hand, leading him back over to the PillowSac chair.
"I think you are overdressed for your midnight feeding, though, so can you let me do the mommy thing and undress you, hon, as mommy and her baby must enjoy some skin-to-skin contact during our little midnight feeding session."
"Yes, I agree," he mumbled as his mom reached out and tugged upwards on his T-shirt.
A feeling of surrealness swept over him as his mom slowly undressed him down to his simple white cotton briefs.
"Now here, crawl up into your mommy's lap, Jessie, so that she can feed her hungry little boy."
After maneuvering himself into position so he was sitting softly in her lap while facing her, Valerie reached out, softly stroking his face. As she did before, like when he was staring so hard at her, she slowly used both hands to tug her bra down and off enough to expose her breasts to him.
This time, sitting there in her lap, so close, her tits looked even more beautiful than ever.
Noting the way he was staring at them with passionate wonder, Valerie whispered, "I hope your mommy's tits are maybe nice and big enough to satisfy her baby's intense hunger."
"Oh God, they are big, Mommy, and really, really nice."
After positioning him so his head was cradled in the nook of her arm, she used a pair of gentle fingers to brush a few strands of his long hair out of his face. Pausing, Valerie allowed him to stare longingly at her tits as the raw sexual tension inside the small den rose to nearly unbearable levels.
She pulled the blanket up to his shoulders before tucking it under them tightly. Whispering, she told him, "Now close your eyes, sweetie, and open your mouth."
Jessie obeyed, closing his eyes as his mouth parted slightly. There was a quiet moment of stillness before Valerie nudged his face forward.
Feeling the soft touch of her bare tits brushing against first his cheek, and then his lips, caused him to let out a long sigh.
"Go on, baby... show Mommy how hungry you are," she cooed to him softly.
Jessie took one last deep breath before he wrapped his lips around her nipple and began to suckle on it softly.
Afraid of pushing things too quickly, Jessie contented himself with delicately sucking on his mom's nipple in a slow, loving manner that soon had Valerie moaning softly.
Hearing his mother let out a soft moan, one of apparent contentment, encouraged him to become just a bit more aggressive. He pulled back slightly, breaking contact with her nipple before allowing his tongue to lash out and circle her nipple in a lazy, tender manner several times.
"Oh God, that feels so good, baby," she whispered as she looked down at her "baby" nursing so gently on one of her bountiful breasts. Finally, after all these years, this was a dream come true, and it was better than she could have ever imagined.
As his tongue flickered across her nipples, one after the other, she let out another quiet sigh.
Valerie has always possessed a pair of extra-sensitive nipples, and once they became fully erect, like they both were now, it was game over. Squirming as she held him, Valerie arched her back, forcing her nipple deeper into his mouth.
Jessie, sensing what his mommy wanted, obliged her as he began to suckle on her nipple with a passionate fervor that soon had them both squirming.
Cooing to him quietly again, Valerie told him, "Oh God baby, you really are hungry, huh... don't stop... that's it... suck on Mommy's nipple, baby."
Valerie closed her eyes, allowing his passionate suckling to continue for a good minute or so before she nudged his face gently over to her other breast.
This time, before taking her nipple into his mouth, he decided to shower it with a few gentle kisses, causing Valerie to sigh in abject contentment at his loving kisses.
Bringing one hand up into the mix, Jessie used his thumb to bat at his mommy's ripened nipple slowly. Looking up at her, he batted his eyes innocently before whispering, "Is this OK, Mommy? Your baby boy playing with your boobies some."
"Yes, of course, honey, you can play with your mommy's boobies all you want as long as you promise you are going to suck on them some more when you are done playing with them."
"I promise," he happily whispered as their wicked fantasy bounced merrily along.
He continued to use his thumb to playfully tweak her nipple until it was fully erect before switching to the other and giving it the same treatment.
He brought both hands up, cupping her tits while bouncing them lightly up and down in his hands. "God, you have such nice boobies, Mommy," he whispered just as he began to squeeze them both tenderly.
"I'm glad you like them so much," Valerie sighed as she felt a soft tingling sensation growing in her pussy. She let her head loll back then, the wine was really getting to her, before she whispered, "Mommy is just going to close her eyes and relax while you continue playing with her boobies, OK, sweetie?"
"OK," she told him.
Valerie's eyes fluttered shut as she let out a contented sigh while her baby Jessie's soft attentions continued unabated.
She drifted along as he began to spray her breasts with a gentle array of soft, loving kisses all over the exposed skin of her tits, just above her bra, causing her to become aroused to the point of no return then.
Reaching down, she gently used one hand to nudge his mouth away from her chest. He sat up, praying this didn't mean their little midnight feeding session was already over.
His prayers were seemingly answered, and quickly, when she whispered to him, "I think your mommy's bra is in the way some, baby... here... let me just do this..."
Using both hands, she dragged her bra further down, and then off of her tits before tucking it up and under them so they were fully exposed.
Wanting to encourage more of his loving affections, Valerie struck what she hoped was a most enticing pose as she raised both arms above her head while very purposefully thrusting her chest out toward him.
Her pose worked as Jessie, stared, spellbound by her delicious looking mounds of pure forbidden passion. His cock, by now a raging monster, was begging for attention, but, at this point, he was still too unsure of things to ask his mom to pay his cock the attention it so desperately needed.
Making her voice as soft and as sultry as possible, Valerie cooed to him, "I hope you are still hungry, sweetie."
"I... I am, Mommy," he whispered back as he sank down on her lap.
Looking up at her, their eyes locked as something deep, dark, and forbidden passed between them--just prior to him closing his eyes and bringing his mouth to one of her ripe breasts again.
She again felt the tingling sensation in her pussy, this time more pronounced, while at the same time, love blossomed in her heart from his soft affections. She had both heard and read over the years how breastfeeding could be sexually stimulating, but this was going beyond the pale.
She would eventually need more, and knowing this, and wanting to encourage him, she whispered, "Go on, baby, keep sucking on your mommy's tits... we have all night to satisfy your hunger for them."
Wanting to satisfy both her and himself, he wrapped his lips around one of her nipples before beginning to suckle on it tenderly.
He let his tongue slip out before fluttering it gently along her now fully erect nipple, causing her to let out a quiet moan.
Encouraged by her moan, Valerie doubled down on his efforts as his tender suckling slowly began to turn more serious. Wanting to tease her some, he pulled his mouth slightly back before pursing his lips and blowing a soft, steady stream of air on her nipple.
Noting how this made her squirm while sighing audibly, he continued this for a good ten seconds before dropping his mouth to her breast, suckling on it with a furious passion that had his mother moaning louder still.
He brought his hand up, using it to tenderly fondle her one tit while he suckled on the other.
Back and forth, his eager young mouth flew as it assaulted both her lovely mounds with a passionate array of kisses mixed in with long, prolonged moments of almost fierce suckling.
Valerie had never felt such loving passion in her life, and she was being swept away by it. Without even really realizing she was doing it, she reached down, grabbing his hand that was fondling her breast.
She pushed it down, between her legs, then, before letting it go and yanking up her skirt. She was bare underneath, so as she guided his hand down and in between her legs, there was nothing there to impede its explorations.
Jessie eagerly stroked the soft tufts of pubic hair covering his mom's pussy before she whispered desperately, "Go on, baby, put your fingers inside of mommy... please, sweetheart."
He complied, slipping a finger deep inside of her, provoking a loud hiss. Tenderly,, he worked his finger in and out of his mom, liking the way it was causing her to squirm as he continued to suckle on her breasts passionately.
Ramped up by this new forbidden act of fingering his mom's delightfully wet pussy, Jessie's mouth flew from one twin mound to the other, sucking like a wild man now as Valerie bucked her hips forward in time with his fingers.
When he added a second finger to the mix, along with using a thumb to toy with her clit, her bucking became more pronounced, and as he worked his fingers inside of her faster and then slower, and then back to faster, he sensed she was close.
On the edge of a tremendous orgasm, she cried out, "Baby, don't stop, please... Mommy is... is... coming. Oh God... Yes!!"
Jessie pulled back, watching the most alluring sight of his mother in the throes of a powerful orgasm. Her head lolled back as she let out one last desperate moan before her whole body began to shake.
Once her panting had ceased to a quiet level, Jessie pulled his hand out from between her legs before snuggling up against her.
Valerie, maybe a little embarrassed by her loud moans of pleasure during what started as her baby Jessie's "innocent" midnight feeding, stayed quiet even as she held him tight against her still quivering body.
Finally, Jessie, wanting to gauge what was what, risked making a quiet comment. "So was that better than the last couple of years with your doll, Mommy?"
She pulled back from him before giving him a serious look. "I think you know it was honey... much, much better. I mean, you made your Mommy come so hard, baby."
Jessie, his cock aching with desperate hardness, simply couldn't take it anymore. "So is it the baby's turn now, Mommy?" he asked hopefully. "To, you know, come so hard."
Valerie, knowing he must be beyond hard, still, down there, smiled softly back at him before whispering, "I don't know... Let mommy find out if you are ready."
She slipped her hand down, probing for the answer, and got it when it bumped up against the huge bulge hiding inside his cotton briefs.
"Hmm, it seems he might be ready, but just to be sure, you'd better stand up and let your mom see what she can see."
She helped him to his feet, and as he maneuvered around so that he was standing directly in front of him, her heart raced at what she was about to do.
At the very least, when she came so hard it was cloaked in the innocence of a mommy breastfeeding her baby, i.e., a very grown-up baby, but at least the premise was innocent.
But now, her making him come, any innocence would be lost, and instead be replaced by nothing short of pure forbidden pleasure. Valerie's pulse quickened at the thought as she slowly reached out toward him.
Hooking a pair of fingers under the waistband of his briefs, Valerie slowly tugged them down.


"Oh my God, honey... look at you," she gasped as his large, nearly seven-inch boner came springing out of its cage. "I definitely think you'll need your mommy's help in taking care of that big, hard thing, sweetheart. Hmm, unless you would rather maybe go upstairs to your bedroom and take care of it yourself, honey, in the privacy of your bedroom?"
"No, no, please, I want you to take care of it, Mommy," he whined. "Please..."
"Well, I suppose it's the least I can do and..." She gave him a sly smile, then, "Since it was your mommy's big boobies that caused her little boy's cock to become so big and hard, I think it's only fair that her boobies be the ones to give it some relief."
"How," he asked, hoping she was about to suggest the one thing that was his deepest and darkest fantasy about her.
"Well, I am thinking maybe my innocent little boy would like to..." She paused, allowing the raw sexual tension between them to grow some more. Finally, reaching out, she softly touched his face with one hand as she whispered sweetly to him, "Fuck his mommy's big boobies and come all over them."
Jessie's heart rate nearly tripled right then, as all summer, ever since he caught a glimpse of his mom in a bikini when he came home early unexpectedly from school during one especially warm spring day a few weeks prior, and caught a sneak peek of her sunning herself out by the pool, he had been fantasizing about doing precisely that.
Not trusting himself to speak, Jessie quietly nodded his head yes.
"Well, move closer to the chair, honey, as your mom needs to make that big cock of yours a bit slippery first before she lets you fuck her boobies."
As he stepped closer toward her, Valerie moved to the very edge of the chair before looking up at him. "Now, sweetie, your mommy is only going to put that big hard thing in her mouth for a little bit... just enough to get it nice and slippery, you understand me."
"Y-yes, I understand," he quietly whispered back.
"So don't you dare do anything like try coming in your mommy's mouth, baby..." Reaching up, she touched his face lightly before whispering, "Because that would be going too far."
"OK. I promise," he stammered, eager to get on with things.
After dropping off the edge of the chair and onto her knees, Valerie closed her eyes and took him into her mouth... with bad intentions.
Her bad intentions were simple: she had specifically made it a point to tell him, "not come in her mouth, but it was only a test of sorts. Basically, the drunken and frisky Valerie wanted to see if she could get him to do precisely that during what was supposed to be only a prelude to the main event of fucking her tits.
After she bobbed up and down on his cock several times, she knew he was going to break his promise to her when he moaned softly, "Oh my God... that feels so good."
Smiling inwardly to herself, she continued to move her mouth up and down the shaft of his enormous cock deliberately.
Jessie, young and relatively inexperienced with sex, and already on edge from suckling on her tits, not surprisingly, felt a tremendous orgasm building inside him already.
Valerie, with keen motherly instincts, suspected as much and, feeling reckless and carefree from the wine, doubled down on her efforts in sucking on her young son's cock. Twisting her mouth around, she glided her lips along the long, hard shaft, faster, slower, and then faster again, making him moan all the more.
He was growing anxious; she wasn't stopping, and if she didn't stop, he was going to break his promise to her and explode in her mouth.
Jessie's eyes had been shut up until this point, but knowing he needed to make her stop, he opened his eyes as a prelude to telling her just that.
His plan went awry almost immediately as he witnessed the beautiful sight of his pretty mom on her knees so eagerly sucking on his cock. In short, the sight was incredibly erotic, making asking her to stop impossible.
He stared down, knowing he was on the verge of breaking his promise as she worked his cock in and out of her mouth.
Then, when she started to slow down a little, afraid she was going to stop, he whispered urgently to her, "Please, Mommy... don't stop... Please."
Valerie would have smiled brightly at her once innocent son to be begging for her to continue to suck on his cock--that is, if her mouth was not full of said cock.
Doubling down on her efforts, she reached up, cupping his balls and jiggling them lightly as her mouth flew up and down his long, stiff shaft.
Knowing it was only a matter of time, mere seconds she imagined, Valerie steeled herself for what was to come next: him.
Finally, after a few more strokes of her mouth up and down, she heard him let out a small whimper, just prior to her mouth being filled with hot, sticky cum.
After swallowing his full load, she rose to her feet. Feeling playful, she barked at him harshly, "I thought your mom told you specifically not to come in her mouth, Jessie!"
"Mom, I'm sorry... It... I mean, it just felt so good I couldn't help it. Please don't be mad."
She fixed him with a serious frown, for only a few more seconds, before she broke into a wide grin, "I'm not really mad, honey. In fact, I'm proud of myself that I could get you to break your promise to me, so it must have been really, really good, huh?"
"It was, Mom, but..." He was going to say more before thinking better of it.
"But what, honey... come on, tell me."
"I don't want to complain, I mean, especially after what you just did for me."
"You mean complain about the fact you came in my mouth instead of all over my tits, you mean?" she said with a perceptive smile.
"Yeah, that would be the one," he said quietly.
After pulling her bra back into place, she settled down on the sofa next to him. Smiling, she said, "Well the night is young, Son and so are you and I bet, if your mommy tried really, really hard, she can make you all big and hard again... enough to snuggle that big cock of yours in between her tits where you will be allowed to fuck them... for as long and as hard as your innocent little heart desires."
Jessie sighed as he felt his cock already twitching from the overly blunt way she had just summoned things up for them.
Valerie headed upstairs to freshen up. Wanting to give him time to recover, she took her time getting ready for Act II of their wicked drama.
She started by brushing her teeth, then rinsing her mouth with mouthwash, and after touching up her hair and makeup, she grabbed her bottle of coconut oil and headed back downstairs.
They began Act II by sitting side by side, snuggling tightly under the blanket on the comfortable chair.
She had not bothered to get dressed and was still wearing just her bra and panties, while Jessie had at least put on his briefs and a T-shirt.
As they snuggled under the blanket, they spent a quiet moment or two sharing a bit of small talk before they both fell silent.
Valerie held her breath, waiting for him to take the lead, but as he remained silent, it dawned on her that he was probably waiting for her to get things started. Just as she was about to say something, he finally spoke.
"Mommy," he quietly asked.
"Yes, sweetheart?"
"So aren't babies, hmm, breastfed more than once a day?"
"Yes, actually, they are, sweetie. Why are you hungry again, sweetie?"
"Yes, very hungry, Mommy."
"Well then, I guess Mommy should feed her little boy again, huh?"
"Please..." he asked breathlessly. "But can we share some nice kisses first before you start feeding me again?"
"Yes, of course, your mommy is always ready to share some nice kisses with her baby boy."
Slowly, their mouths came together, and as they exchanged a plethora of loving kisses, she guided his hands up to her tits.
"Why don't you fondle your mommy's boobies, some sweetheart, as we are sharing our kisses?"
Jessie enthusiastically fondled her tits through her bra as their tongues flickered in and out of each other's mouths.
Reaching down, she added fuel to the growing fire when she ran her hands over his crotch. He was getting nice and firm down there once again, she happily noted.
Wanting to get him more than firm, though, she broke off their kisses. "If Mommy is going to feed her little Jess, I guess she'd better make her big tits accessible to her hungry little boy, huh."
Once more, he was treated to the sight of his mom slowly, seductively hooking a pair of fingers under the twin straps of her pretty bra. Giving him a sly smile, she dragged first one and then the other of the twin straps off her shoulders.
The gorgeous blue bra was, just like before, now just barely covering her ample tits, and then, after fixing him with a serious stare, she pulled the cups of her bra down before tucking them under her tits.
Jessie stared hard at his mom's exquisite breasts once more, marveling at their majestic beauty.
"God, Mom... you have the most gorgeous set of tits in the world!" he whispered to her.
"Really, then show me how gorgeous you think they are, baby, by showering them with some love."
He took a deep breath. Slowly, he moved his mouth down to her chest. He started deliberately by spraying the entirety of her boobs with a vast array of loving kisses.
Presently, his soft kisses turned to loving nibbles as his mouth found one of her large nipples. Flickering his tongue out, he attacked her nipple playfully, making her moan and squirm.
Her moaning and squirming intensified as he slipped one hand down and inside of her panties, just as he began to suckle vigorously on her nipples.
Pushing his finger up and into her moist inner depths, Jessie felt his cock reach full-on hard status once more.
Determined to make her come again, Jessie dropped his mouth down from her chest. Gradually, with immeasurable deliberation, he kissed his way across the flat plain of her tummy.
Knowing the direction his kisses were travelling to, Valerie spread her legs wide as he slipped off the chair and onto the floor. Positioning himself on his knees, he showered her well-toned thighs with dozens of light, playful kisses as he continued to work his finger in and out of her.
Valerie closed her eyes in keen expectation of having her son's eager, young mouth all over her love- starved pussy. She was not to be disappointed as she felt the first soft flicker of his tongue against the moist folds of her gash.
"Oh God, baby, that's it... Don't stop," she whispered as his tongue flickered all around her cunt, searching for its weak spot.
Finally, it stumbled across her clit, more by accident than anything, and hearing the way this made her hiss loudly, Jessie went to work enthusiastically attacking her clit with his inexperienced, but eager, young tongue.
Intermingling a vast array of licks and kisses, he soon had her moaning and squirming all over the chair.
"Oh baby... You are going to make Mommy come again," she whined as her orgasm began to build.
Reaching up, he used his hands to knead her breasts as he passionately attacked her clit with his circling, flickering tongue.
Whipping his head about, as he saw in the porn videos he watched, Jessie continued to assault her pussy with a wild, darting tongue, and after a few more gentle flickers of his tongue across the nub of her clit he heard his mom let out a loud moan.
In the end, it was his playful dancing tongue that did it. Valerie felt herself tipping over the edge just as the flat part of his tongue was putting the firmest of pressures on her clit while he furiously finger fucked her.
Jessie prayed the dual attentions of her fingers flying in and out of her cunt, along with his playful, darting tongue attacking her clit, would make her come.
His prayers were answered when his mother let out a loud shriek, announcing to the world that she was coming. "OH GOD YES... YOUR MOM IS COMMMMNG SWEETIE. PLEASE. DON'T STOP..."
Dropping her voice down to a desperate whisper, just as her shaking started to subside somewhat, she told him, "You did so good, baby. Making me come so hard. Jesus, that was so intense."
Feeling proud of his obvious achievement, Jessie lifted his face from between her legs and smiled up at his mother.
Her beautiful face was flushed as she slowly recovered from her intense orgasm. As Jessie rose to his feet, standing before her, she noted the sizable bulge inside his briefs.
Knowing he would be desperate for release by now, Valerie barked at him, "Take those stupid things off so your mommy can give her little boy's big, hard cock the attention it so rightfully deserves, baby."
She began by pouring a generous amount of coconut oil onto her palms. She had planned on using her hands to rub the oil all over his hard cock, but as she was reaching out to it, she suddenly changed her mind.
Feeling her tits deserved all the glory, Valerie decided they needed to be the only thing his hard cock would touch before he came all over them, so she quickly pulled her hands back.
"How are you going to give me release, Mommy?" he asked.
Wanting to ramp up the sexual tension to nearly unbearable levels, she brought her hands up to her chest, whispering, "Mommy is going to let her little boy fuck her tits, but first she needs to get them all nice and oiled up, baby... so just watch, huh."
Smiling at him, she moved to the edge of the PillowSac chair before beginning to massage the oil all over her boobs slowly.
He watched, mesmerized, as his mom rubbed the oil all over those fabulous tits of hers.
Knowing how watching her rub the coconut oil all over her breasts would only ramp up his basest desire to fuck the shit out of them, Valerie took her time rubbing the lube all over her breasts.
Finally, she decided he had waited long enough.
Bringing her hands up and over her head, she tilted her head seductively to one side before whispering, "Go on, baby, you can fuck your mommy's tits now. They are all nice and oiled up for you."
As she scooted up to the very edge of the PillowSac chair, he took a step forward; reaching out, he began to fondle her tits as he carefully snuggled his hard, throbbing penis in between her tits.
Using his hands, he squeezed them together before beginning to pump his hips forward.
"Oh God," he moaned, "That feels so good."
"Does it, baby... show mommy how good it feels by fucking her boobies so nice and hard," she said as she thrust her chest out to him.
His cock slid easily up and down the tight tunnel of tit flesh. The warm, wicked sensations this was causing compelled him to pump his hips up and down even harder.
"That's it, baby, fuck your mom's boobies," she whispered to him. "Mommy wants you to show her how good you can fuck her boobies."
Egged on by her words, Jessie plowed his hardness faster and faster in between her tits as he rocketed forward toward a tremendous orgasm.
Valerie's head had been tilted back, her eyes shut, but as she sensed he would not last long, even after coming once already, she opened her eyes. She was rewarded with the incredible sight of her son, his hands on either side of her boobs, squeezing them together, fucking the shit out of her tits.
Sure that each mighty thrust of his cock up and in between her tits was pushing him closer to exploding, she poured gasoline on the fire.
"Go on, baby, I'm watching. Mommy wants to see her little boy fucking her tits so hard."
"I am," he groaned as she slammed his cock once more in between those glorious mounds of soft tit flesh.
"That's it," she growled. "Fuck them nice and hard for me, baby, and then come all over them. Come all over my boobies. Do it for me, sweetie. C'mon on, sweetie, come for your mommy all over her boobies."
Her desperate plea to "come all over her boobies" pushed him up, and then over the edge, and after two or three more hard thrusts, he let out a shuddering little yelp as the head of his cock spurted out a decent-sized bit of cum just as it came poking up from in between her tits.
Feeling frisky, Valerie used one finger to scoop the cum up from her chest and then, giving him a sly smile, she dipped her finger in her mouth, licking the sticky cum clean.
Afterwards, they lay snuggled under a blanket in each other's arms as he enjoyed the aftereffects of his explosive orgasm before they both slipped into a quiet sleep.
Roughly an hour or so later, Valerie's eyes fluttered open. He was awake and in the mood for more, apparently, as she could feel him spraying a tender array of kisses all along her neck and then her throat.
The pleasant tingling sensation it caused allowed her to come awake more fully. Wanting to encourage his continued attentions, she murmured, "Mmm, that's a nice way to wake your mom up."
"It is?" he replied softly.
"Certainly..." Reaching down, she used one hand to tilt his face up so he was looking at her.
The fire, once a roaring monster, had been reduced to a mere pile of glowing embers as it cast a soft glow that just allowed her to make out his adorably cute face so close to hers.
"I suppose my baby is hungry for another Midnight Feeding, huh?" she whispered as she ran her fingers through his hair.
"Yes," he replied.
"I am hungry for something myself, baby," she whispered back.
"What?"
"Mmm, why don't you throw another log or two on the fire and then come back and cuddle with your mommy, baby."
A minute later, after stoking the fire back to life, they were cuddling side by side on the chair. The cuddling soon progressed to a short, impassioned make-out session as his hands came up to knead her tits through her sexy blue bra once again.
Pulling back, his desire slowly building, it was his turn this time to delicately hook a pair of fingers under the straps of her bra before slowly and deftly pulling them both down. He sighed again as the majestic splendor of her breasts were slowly revealed to his hungry eyes.
Wrapping a hand around the back of his head, she pulled his face down into the deep valley between her tits. Taking his utter sweet time, Jessie sprayed the valley between her tits with dozens of soft kisses as his mouth slowly worked its way up, and then onto, the peak of one of those glorious twin mounds.
Closing his eyes, he opened his mouth wide before he attacked her nipple with a playful tongue.
Valerie let out a deep sigh as her pussy started to catch on fire. What he was doing was so much hotter this time simply because she knew where it was leading.
"That's it, baby," she purred to him, "Show mommy how much her little boy loves her big boobies. Make love to them with that hungry, desperate mouth of yours, and then, when you are ready, let your passion for your mommy rule the night. Manhandle her off this chair and onto the soft rug in front of the fireplace, where you will let your most desperate desires run wild, and you will fuck her, hard and fast, over and over again."
His heart racing, Jessie eagerly suckled on her boobs, but this time it was different as he knew the endgame.
Jessie, his mad passions for his mother's beautiful breasts ramped up to the max, soon began sucking on them--as if there was no tomorrow.
His mouth flew from one large mound to the other, attacking her nipples with a frenzied lust that sent both of their libidos into overdrive.
Leaning back, Valerie closed her eyes while thrusting her chest out for his ravenous pleasure.
Dropping a hand between her legs, Jessie began finger fucking his mom with a desperate urgency that soon had them both frantic for more.
She allowed his fingers a few frenetic deep thrusts up and inside of her before she couldn't take it anymore. "Take me now, honey. Your mommy needs to be fucked, good and hard," she whispered to him quietly.
Jessie took a deep breath before he fairly ripped the blanket off of them. Remembering how she asked to be "manhandled" over to the soft rug spread out in front of the fireplace, he dragged her roughly off the chair before pushing her onto her back in the middle of the carpet.


He took a long moment to admire her as she lay on her back, horizontal, and in the muted light of the dancing flames, she looked absolutely ravishing.
"I know you want me," she told him in a deep, throaty whisper before she flipped herself over. Raising up, she positioned herself on her hands and knees while thrusting her ass out toward him. "Come take me now, sweetie."
Jessie quickly fell to his knees before snuggling up behind her. Twisting around, she stared at him. His large, jutting cock was at her doorstep, and as he ran his hands all over her nice ass, admiring its firmness, she whispered desperately to him.
"Go on, baby... put it in your mommy... she wants it so badly. Please, baby... I need you inside me. Please baby, stick it in me. Hard. I--"
Whatever more she was about to say was abruptly cut off when he, almost violently, buried his cock deep inside of her with a sudden, fierce thrust of his hips forward.
Taking his mom at her word, that she wanted to be fucked hard, Jessie immediately began to pummel his mother with a savage series of hammer-like blows as he pounded his cock into her as hard as he could.
When her only response to the intense pounding she was getting was just to moan all the louder, Jessie, like a man possessed, continued to slam his cock into her over and over again.
"That's it, baby... fuck your mommy so good," she whined desperately.
After one final trio of hard blows, Jessie paused to catch his breath and was hit with a moment of clarity.
This is what she wanted, to be fucked, but what did he want? This was nice, fantastic even, but was it actually what he desired?
The answer was no.
What he wanted, more than anything, was the opposite.
Valerie turned to see why he had suddenly stopped. He seemed deep in thought as he sat there on his knees, his cock still inside of her.
"What's wrong, baby? Why did you stop... stop fucking me."
He looked at her for a long moment before pulling out of her.
"Because it's not what I want, Mom."
"Well, what do you want, baby?" she asked curiously.
"This..."
Reaching down, he cupped her tits, fondling them softly in his hands. "And this..." Leaning forward, he began to spray her neck and throat with tender kisses.
Valerie sighed as his kisses worked their way over to her ear. "I want to make love to you, Mommy. All night long, but nice and slow like."
Valerie's heart fluttered from hearing those words.
"Oh baby, you can... you can."
Their mouths came together, and as they exchanged some sweet, gentle kisses, he carefully eased her around and onto her back.
Their mouths stayed glued together even as he lowered her onto the soft rug. Finally, after a long exchange of sweet, loving kisses, he pulled back slightly from her.
"I love you so much, Mom," he whispered as he tenderly stroked the side of her face.
"Then show me how much..." Blinking back tears, she added, "Here in front of the nice fire... all night long show me."
He started by lovingly brushing his lips against hers, and after several adoring kisses, he let his mouth drop down to her throat and neck area. Moving ever so leisurely, he sprayed her neck and throat with a series of light kisses before dropping his mouth down further.
Lifting up from her, he gazed down at those glorious mounds of utter perfection that were his mom's nicely sized boobies.
Her chest rose and fell in time with his own labored breathing as, once again, hungry lust filled his heart.
It was a lust to suckle on his mom's tits again.
Dropping his mouth down, he closed his eyes, and as she snaked a hand around the back of his head, forcing him closer to her softly rising chest, he felt a love for her that nearly caused his heart to burst.
He slipped his tongue out, lazily circling her large areola, and when she let out a soft moan, it only increased his desire. Pursing his lips, he suckled one delicious, fully erect nipple into his mouth before he began to suckle on it tenderly.
Jessie spent an extravagant long time then, suckling and kissing on his mom's lovely breasts before finally pulling back.
Staring up at him, Valerie whispered what her heart was feeling.
"Mommy loves her little boy so much."
"Show me," he whispered back.
Using one soft hand on his cheek, she guided his face down to hers. Slowly, their mouths came together, and as they shared a plethora of soft, loving kisses, he brought his hands up to knead the softness of her breasts gently.
In between kisses, she whispered to him, "Mommy loves you, kneading her big breasts so tenderly as we are sharing some kisses, baby."
"You do," he numbly whispered back just prior to her arcing her tongue deep into his mouth.
As they exchanged this latest flurry of passionate kisses, he slowly maneuvered himself into position.
In perfect sync with her loving son, Valerie too positioned herself as she carefully spread her legs, some in anticipation of him entering her.
Carefully, Jessie lowered himself until his hardness slowly pierced her.
She let out a soft moan as he rocked into her gently for the first time. Dropping his mouth down to her neck, he assailed her weak spot as he ever so gradually increased his pace.
"Oh, that's it, baby, make love to your mom so sweetly," she whispered to him as he began to rock into her just a bit harder.
"You feel so good inside me, hon," she gasped as their lovemaking ramped up.
Wanting to watch her, Jessie lifted up and was rewarded with the splendid sight of his mother's big tits bouncing up and down in time with the measured pace at which he was making love to her.
Watching those gorgeous tits bouncing up and down, combined with her soft moans, turned him on to the point where he was starting to lose control.
Wishing for nothing more than to hear her moan louder and to make her glorious tits jiggle and wiggle, he started pumping his cock into her with a more serious purpose.
"That's it, baby, harder, make love to me, harder," she whimpered.
"Oh Jesus, Mom," he muttered as his eyes stayed glued to her chest.
He was nearing a tremendous orgasm, forcing the former measured pace at which he was making love to her to become a distant memory quickly.
Frantic with a lust fueled by forbidden love, Jessie started to slam his cock into her harder and deeper with every successive thrust. His whole goal at this point was simple: to make his mom moan louder and to make those beautiful tits of hers continue to leap playfully up and down.
He accomplished both goals with ease, as Valerie too was near coming, causing her wails of forbidden pleasure to grow ever louder as her young son plowed into her over and over again.
In a near-perfect ending to the evening, they both came within mere seconds of one another as Valerie let out a loud wail, announcing to the world, "Mommy is coming, baby!!!"
Watching her in the throes of a tremendous orgasm was a highly erotic sight for Jessie, enough so that he quickly tipped over the edge also.
As the most intense orgasm of his life washed over him, he released a full load of cum deep inside his mom before collapsing in a heap next to her.
Under the blankets, after exchanging a few light kisses, they fell asleep, cuddled in each other's arms. Both could only wonder what new adventures might await them.
Reaching out, the last thing Valerie did was grab the doll, which had been lying there, nearly forgotten, next to the rug.
Smiling, she snuggled it close to her chest, giving her two babies instead of just one, to snuggle with. Highly contented, she slipped off to sleep.
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Adventures in Sleepwalking
Bruce's mom, Maggie, was a bit of a tease. It was just the way she was; it was just who she was. Making the teasing worse for poor Bruce, his mother possessed all the physical traits he loved in a woman. She was blond, nicely tanned, shapely, with an extremely likable set of tits, and maybe, best of all, possessed a mature beauty and grace to her that Bruce found to be irresistible.
The mature part was maybe the best piece of the puzzle, though, as Bruce, ever since he started noticing girls, had always been drawn to women over forty. His mom was forty-four and, yeah, was his ultimate wet dream.
Shortly after his father left, she started to drink a bit more than normal. Mainly wine, and just on the weekends. The divorce between his parents had been hotly contested and quite bitter, which was, in his opinion, the reason why she engaged in some heavy bouts of drinking as her mood grew gloomier with every passing week.
One night, roughly two months after his dad died, Bruce finally broached the subject of his mother's rapidly deteriorating mood over dinner, gently asking her what was really bothering her.
After a long moment of just staring at him, she responded. "Honey, I'm forty-five years old, a two-time divorcee whose better days are behind her. I drink too much, complain too much, and smile and laugh too little. In short, your mother is a mess."
"Yeah, but you still look good. I mean, you are still exercising and dieting right, and it shows, so I doubt your best days are really behind you."
"Does it really show, Bruce, or are you just saying that to try and make me feel better?"
"No, Mom, I really mean it. You look fantastic, for your age, I mean."
She gave him an 'almost smile' at his playful 'for your age' dig there at the end.
"You know I have a secret I could share with you, but it's a little embarrassing."
"Come on, you can tell me, Mom. I bet it's really not that embarrassing."
"OK, fine. I will tell you. Shortly after your dad left, I had my boobs done. Had a lift combined with a small augmentation?"
"That's great, Mom, especially if it helps your self-esteem," Bruce said as he curiously wondered just how nice his mom's tits might look now. He had always thought, secretly, of course, his mom possessed a nice set of tits anyway. "But what is embarrassing about that? I mean, lots of women have their breasts enlarged. It's fairly common, right?"
"I suppose, but what is embarrassing is why I did it, honey."
"So why did you do it?" he quickly asked.
"Because I thought your dad was going to come back to me, and I knew he preferred his women to be, hmm, top-heavy, so I foolishly made them bigger for, I guess, no reason since he is, obviously, not coming back to me."
I guess it runs in the family, Bruce thought to himself as he, like his father, found himself immensely attracted to "top-heavy" women. Wanting to say something to make her feel better, Bruce decided to be totally blunt with her.
"Well, I hope he never comes back because he doesn't deserve you, Mom."
This time, she gave him a genuine smile as she reached across the dining room table and squeezed his hand tight before whispering, "Is that the only reason you don't want him coming back, Bruce, because you think he doesn't deserve me, or maybe, hmm, you just want your mother all to yourself, huh?"
Bruce flushed a bit then, as he wondered, did she know the truth that he had a major league crush on her?
"Well, if your father doesn't come back, I hope you are prepared to take care of your mother, as I have no intention of dating anytime soon and certainly no intention of getting married again."
Smiling, Bruce told her, "Mom, don't worry. I will always be there for you. No matter what."
It was roughly a month later, and a week after his eighteenth birthday, the sleepwalking started. Bruce had actually been staying with his father on some weekends, and for the odd week or so since they split, but after learning that his dad was moving his new twenty-something-year-old girlfriend into his apartment, Bruce decided to stay with his mother pretty much all the time.
Then, a week or so later, the sleepwalking started. The sleepwalking only occurred, for now anyway, on the weekends, and just when she seemed to have too much to drink.
The first time had been almost comical as she had wandered into his bedroom in the middle of the night while mumbling something about needing to grab his dirty laundry.
After assuring his mother he had no dirty laundry that needed to be done at this very moment, he very gently guided her back to bed.
The next morning, over breakfast, he decided to wait to see if she brought it up, but when she didn't, he figured it was better to let sleeping dogs lie--no pun intended.
Over the next few months, she had several sleepwalking episodes during which he would find her downstairs doing something mundane, like vacuuming, doing the dishes, or eating a snack.
Then one warm late spring night, it was a Saturday, the formerly humdrum episodes of her sleepwalking took a definite turn to something a bit more exciting and more than a little forbidden.
After falling asleep in the living room while watching TV, Bruce was awoken by the sound of a clinking glass just loud enough to wake him up. His eyes fluttered open, and after scanning the mostly dark living room, he finally spied her over in the corner, at the small mini bar tucked away there.
Sitting up, he gazed at her from the sofa. The living room was dimly lit by a single floor lamp over in the corner, and between that and the light from the television, Bruce was just able to make out that she was drinking something from a glass.
Jumping to his feet, he moved quietly across the living room toward her, and as he got closer, he was able to observe the bottle of wine sitting there on the bar countertop. As he approached, she tipped the glass to her mouth again; it was a wine glass, and after taking what appeared to be several large swallows, she set the glass down heavily on the bar countertop.
As he came up behind her, he received a hint that this night was different, as on all of the previous times he had caught her sleepwalking, maybe a half dozen or so, she had been dressed conservatively in one of her boring old nightshirts, but tonight she had on an elegant-looking long sleep gown.
The sleeveless gown was light pink, adorned with small red hearts, and, in a word, sexy.
"Mom, what are you doing?" he softly asked as she started to tilt the glass of red wine up to her lips. "I mean, maybe you shouldn't be drinking."
"But I'm thirsty, honey, for wine and for... for something else," she whispered.
He watched as she quickly polished off the balance of the glass before sluggishly setting it back down and turning toward him.
He noticed her eyes were only half open, and, based on her lethargic movements, he determined that she was, yeah, sleepwalking again.
After the third incident of her sleepwalking, Bruce had gone online and did some research, and he now recalled how, in one article he read, it said people did, in fact, sometimes eat and drink while sleepwalking.
Reaching out, he lightly grabbed her arm as he whispered to her, "Let's get you back to bed, Mom."
In the past, she had shown no resistance when he gently guided her back to her bedroom, but tonight was different. Instead of submitting meekly, she aggressively shook his hand off of her bare arm before mumbling, "I don't want to go back to bed... I want more wine."
Turning her back on him, he watched, too surprised at first to do or say anything, as she lazily poured herself a fresh glass of wine.
Bruce then recalled that the article also stated that one should not argue with a sleepwalker, as it can cause increased confusion, so he just watched as she downed another half-glass of the potent red wine.
After setting the glass back down on the countertop, she turned her back on him before dropping her head down and mumbling, just barely loud enough for him to hear, "Why can't anyone show me love anymore?"
"Mom, I do love you, but for now, let's get you back to your bed."
"Show me," she mumbled before reaching behind and grabbing his hands and guiding them to her shoulders. "Show me love."
Bruce let out a quiet sigh as things were definitely taking an unexpected twist.
After a brief internal debate, he decided to go along with her suggestion and began softly rubbing her shoulders back and forth.
"Hmm, I think your mother's gown is in the way, some, honey," she whispered before reaching up to her left shoulder and pulling it down completely.
Shocked, he pulled his hands back as the left strap fell all the way down her arm, exposing a good slice of her bare back to him.
He stared at her beautifully tanned back while his cock jerked itself awake. He was debating how to handle this situation when she mumbled, "Why did you stop?"
She turned to face him, causing Bruce to let out a shaky breath; her left breast was fully exposed to his wide, staring eyes.
It was extremely difficult, as this first glance of his mom's beautiful, single breast was so very alluring, but somehow after a quick second, Bruce was just able to divert his eyes from her chest.
Her eyes remained half lidded as she dropped her hands down languidly at her sides, indicating to him she was still firmly in the grip of her sleepwalking state.
"Mom, you can't do that," he whispered as he grabbed the half side of her robe as it dangled just off of her arm and carefully adjusted it back in place so she was decent again.
Bowing her head, her eyes fluttered shut all the way now as she murmured, "You don't love me... Don't think I'm pretty... Don't like touching me. Just like your father."
"No, no, no, Mom," he whispered urgently to her. "I think you are beautiful and I love you so much."
Without raising her bowed head, she whispered, "Then show me."
She brushed one hand along his cheek lazily before slipping it around the back of his head. Raising her head slightly, she used the gentlest of pressure to guide his face toward hers.
"Show me," she murmured again.
Bruce's heart was thundering away in his chest as their lips finally brushed up lightly against one another, with that first touch causing sparkles of excitement to go rushing up and down his spine.
They exchanged several light kisses before he tried to pull back.
"More," She whispered before grabbing his hands and guiding them upwards.
He wanted to resist as this was going further than he thought decent. Still, he possessed such an attraction for his mom, such an all-encompassing, intense, physical desire to hold her, to be with her, to, yes, kiss her, that he was powerless to resist.
Their soft exchange of kisses quickly spun out of control once Maggie arched her tongue into his young, inexperienced mouth. The feeling made his pulse race as he never thought possible, and then... oh my God, then she was pushing his hands against the fullness of her breasts.
The sight of that one lovely, perfectly tanned breast came rushing back then as his instincts took over when he began to gently knead her breasts through the soft material of her gown.
They felt heavenly, as did their continued exchange of kisses.
Finally, she pulled back, allowing his pulse to slow down and for him to recover his senses somewhat.
Turning, she grabbed the glass of wine off the bar countertop and drained it.
Turning back to him, her eyes fluttered open. At first, he panicked. If she were awake now, would she remember them kissing, remember him fondling her breasts through her pretty gown?
Then he remembered something about how a person sleepwalking may have their eyes open, may hold conversations, may perform simple tasks, yet still be asleep.
He stood there, frozen to the spot, staring at her, not knowing what to do next, while hoping, no matter how wrong or forbidden it might have been, for more of her loving attentions.
She just stood there, staring off into space for the longest time before she slowly slipped one hand under the gown's left shoulder and pulled it down.
Once again, he was confronted with the awesome sight of one of her beautifully tanned, perfectly sized tits being fully revealed.
Out of sheer guilt, he was about to quietly protest when she whispered, "Does he like it? Does he want more?"
Bruce swallowed hard as he shifted nervously on his feet. His boner was quickly becoming a thing of real concern to him as it ached with hardness.
Her eyes then turned toward him as her expression turned serious, making him think she was maybe awake now.
The expression on her face was the one she hit him with when she wanted an answer straight away without any bullshit.
Crumbling under her hard glare, it was now his turn to reply with a soft mumble. "I like it, Mom, and do want more."
"Show me," she whispered as she took his hand and guided it up to her bare tit.
Her breast felt warm and delicious, and as he began to squeeze it tenderly, she let out a quiet sigh.
After a few more glorious seconds of him rubbing his hand all over her breast, she turned and started to wander away.
Bruce let out a long, shaky breath, unsure of what to do. Should he follow her?
As if she had been reading his mind, she turned to him before whispering, "Follow."
Once they reached the stairs, she paused to put her gown back in place. In a complete turnabout, it was now she who led him upstairs and then on down to her bedroom.
A single lamp provided the only light in her bedroom, and as they entered her room, Bruce made one final desperate attempt to keep things decent between them.
As they approached her bed, he hurriedly slipped around and past her.
Pulling the covers back, he patted the bed before saying, "Yes, Mom, this is a good idea. You should go back to bed."
Stopping at the edge of the bed, she totally ignored his suggestion before pausing for a long moment. Reaching out, she boldly started to undo his jeans.
He wanted to make her stop, truly he did, but his raging hard-on overruled his brain at this point.
Leisurely, she undid his jeans before stripping them off him, and after he kicked them aside, she gently pushed him down into a sitting position on the edge of her bed.
She took a small step or two forward before stopping directly in front of him.
His heart started to race as he watched while she slowly reached up with both hands.
Slowly, carefully, she pulled her gown down, allowing both of her gorgeous tits to become fully exposed.
She took another small step forward, then tilted her head down and to the side, arching her back slightly as a prelude to presenting those striking globes of utter perfection for his inspection.
Her eyes were closed again as she whispered, "Does he like?"
"Oh my God, yes, Mom, they are beautiful."
"Hmm, give them love, all of your pent-up love. Please, baby."
Her voice had such a desperate pleading quality to it that he gave in straight away.
Reaching up, he tenderly began to fondle both of her tits as he slowly brought his mouth forward. After letting out a gentle sigh, he began to spray the entirety of his mom's tits with a soft, loving array of delicate little kisses.
When her only response was to let out a soft moan as she inched even closer to him, he closed his eyes before opening his mouth wide.
He heard her let out a quiet hiss as his greedy mouth latched onto one of her big, beautiful nipples and began to suckle on it desperately.
Her quiet moans only encouraged him all the more as the desperate, wild suckling session continued unabated for a good minute or two.
Then, incredibly, without saying a word, she dropped down to her knees. He noted that her eyes were still closed and her movements sluggish, leading him to believe, despite everything, that she was not yet fully cognizant of her surroundings.
Thinking it was time to end things, as his mixed feelings of love, passion, guilt, and overwhelming desire for his mother were becoming untenable, Bruce reached down. At this point, his plan was simple: to gently tap her on the shoulder and say she needed to go to bed.
But things swiftly spun out of control when she, her eyes still shut, reached up with her hand and grabbed his before he could tap her on the shoulder. Then, unbelievably, she guided his hand around to the back of her head before whispering, "Make mommy take it."
He was too stunned to do anything then, but let his hand snuggle its way into the depths of her beautiful blond hair around the back of her head.
"I shouldn't be doing this..." he whined.
"Allow your mommy her nice, big treat, baby..."
She hooked a pair of fingers under the waistband of his simple white cotton briefs before carefully pulling them down, and once his fully erect cock sprang out, she again whispered, "Make mommy take it in her mouth."
As if he were in some wild, mad dream, he felt himself applying just enough pressure with the back of his hand around her head to guide her mouth to his raging erection.
Her eyes were still closed as she took him into her mouth and began to sluggishly suck on his cock.
The way she was moving her mouth up and down so languidly, taking him deeper with every unhurried bob of her head, was intensely exciting.
Bruce, this was his first time having his cock sucked, closed his own eyes, then let out a soft moan. The feeling of the way she was so sedately sucking on him was nothing short of fantastic.
Being young and having not masturbated that day-- for once-- it didn't take long before an incredibly powerful orgasm began to build inside of him.
Stopping completely with the head of his penis only still inside her mouth, she began to stroke his hard shaft expertly, and within a mere matter of seconds, he let out a soft grunt before exploding inside of her mouth.
He was still panting when she lazily rose to her feet, and now, ignoring him completely, she circled him before reaching out and clicking off the lamp and crawling into her bed.
As if he was not even there, as if nothing untold had just happened, like him spurting a huge load of cum in her mouth, she turned her back on him as she snuggled deeper under the covers of her bed.
He stood there for a long, quiet moment, and as she remained unmoving, he finally concluded the fun and games were over.
The next day, almost shockingly, passed without her mentioning anything about what had happened between them the night before, but on the plus side, she seemed to be in much better spirits than usual.
Then, as the next week passed without incident and without her bringing up what had happened, Bruce concluded that she did not recall any of it.
Exactly one week later, it was a warm early Saturday afternoon during the first week of summer, and just as he was rooting around in the kitchen, looking for something to snack on, she came floating into the kitchen.
She was wearing a pair of fashionable sunglasses and had her hair pinned up and all nice-like, but it was the super-sexy string bikini that really got his attention. It was a black-and-white striped affair, and it really did a fantastic job of showing off his mom's body to a most delicious degree.
It only took one glance, as she casually stood at the kitchen entrance, seemingly almost posing for him, for his cock to come alive inside his gym shorts.
Smiling at her, he said, "New bikini, Mom."
"Yes," she breezily replied, happy he had noticed. "Are you looking for something to eat, hon?"
"Yeah."
"I could make you something real quick if you want before I head out to the pool to get some sun."
"Yeah, sure, if you don't mind."
"Of course I don't mind, Brucie." Striding into the kitchen, she hit him with her most charming smile. "After all, you are my favorite son."


He liked how she seemed in high spirits, so he joked back, "Of course, I'm your favorite son, Mom, as I'm your only son... duh."
Coming over to him, she stroked the side of his face before dropping her voice to a whisper. "Honey, I could have a thousand sons, but you would still be my favorite."
"Hmm, flattery, you must want a favor or something, Mom."
"Yeah, actually, maybe I do, but let me make you something to eat first, and then I'll tell you."
As she floated about the kitchen, preparing his lunch of a sandwich with mac and cheese, he found it a rather difficult task keeping his eyes off her bikini-clad body.
Once he got seated at the small kitchen table to enjoy his lunch, she asked him, "So are you ready for your mom to hit you with her favor?"
"Sure, I'm listening," he told her.
"Let me pour myself a glass of wine first, and then I'll ask you."
She filled a wine glass to the brim with red wine and, after taking several large sips, sat down across from him.
"As you noticed, this bikini is new. I just bought it at the mall yesterday, along with two other nice things, and it was a bit expensive, but I have a bit of a problem."
"What?"
She sighed heavily before saying, "I must be getting forgetful in my old age because I put this bikini I bought, along with my new fashionable sun glasses, combined it was a lot of money, on my credit card while forgetting I also put the power bill, the water bill, the gas bill, and a bit of groceries on my card just two days ago so now my card will go over limit as soon as the charges for the bikini and sun glasses hit unless I return them both today or first thing tomorrow. Otherwise, I'm going to get hit with all kinds of stupid over-limit fees from the bank."
She looked down sadly before saying, "Unless, maybe you would be willing to Zelle your mom the money so she could make a payment on her card this afternoon."
"Sure, Mom, no problem."
Reaching out, she rubbed her hand along his bare arm before saying, in a voice that mocked his, "Sure, Mom, no problem. Son, you haven't even heard how much I'm going to ask for."
"It doesn't matter. You like the bikini and your sunglasses, right?"
"I do."
"And returning them both would make you sad?"
She frowned before whispering, "Very."
"Then it's decided, just tell me how much to send."
"Honey, it's close to three hundred dollars."
"Wow, that much for just a bikini and sunglasses," he said in genuine surprise.
She looked at him sheepishly before saying, "Well, I also purchased a nice-looking new bra and panty combo too, hon, so, yeah, you would be paying for them too."
He took a deep breath as his mind briefly speculated on how he wished, wished fervently that is, she would also show off her self-described "nice-looking new bra and panty combo" to him.
Coming back to reality, he decided to lay on the charm in thick layers. "Well, considering how you are the world's best mom and how fantastic you look in your new bikini, and how I like spoiling you, I will send you the money, OK."
"You are the best, sweetheart," she said to him with a bright smile. "But, hey, wait, before you send the money, I want you to see what you are getting for your money, from all angles, that is."
Smiling, she jumped to her feet. "Here you need to check out your mom's new bikini from behind, Bruce."
She turned around so he could get a nice view of her bikini from the rear, and as she leaned forward against the kitchen wall, thrusting her ass out for his viewing pleasure, Bruce, maybe, for the first time, realized what a great ass his mom had in addition to her mouthwatering tits.
"Now I want you to take a nice long look so you know what you are spending, at least a good part of your money on sweetie," she said to him.
No problem there as his eyes fell, like a pair of vultures on his mom's beautiful ass.
After a long while, he said, "I think my money is well spent, Mom, well, at least from this angle."
Turning to him, she picked up the glass of wine from the kitchen table before gulping the balance down.
Removing her sunglasses, she took a small step forward, standing directly in front of him. "And what about from this angle, baby, is it also money well spent?"
Striking a pose of sorts, she put her hands on her hips before leaning slightly forward.
"Mom, Jesus, you could be one of those bikini models..." he whispered as his eyes crawled all over her perfectly flat tummy before settling on, of course, her tits.
She took another small step forward before whispering, "Yeah, but most of those bikini models have really big breasts, honey, and your mom's aren't that big, right?"
It was as if she were begging him to stare at them, which was quite easy to do, considering how close she was standing to him now.
After a long second of gazing at those delicious mounds, it helped that he really knew how beautiful they were, as what had happened just one week ago to this very day was still etched firmly in his mind.
Finally, after a long moment or two, he found something charming to say. "Mom, what they lack in sheer size they make up for in absolute exquisiteness."
"So I guess you really are OK with spending your money on me and my sexy little bikini, huh? Oh, and as a reward of sorts, I will make you a promise. I will wear my new bikini only for you, sweetheart. It will be our little treat if that's OK with you, and if you are lucky, I might decide to run around in it all summer as much as possible for your viewing pleasure. How does that sound?"
"Like money well spent, Mom," he said cheerfully as he hit the send button on his phone and was instantly three hundred dollars poorer.
"Hey, I was thinking, tonight, if you are willing to hang out with your mom, maybe we could have a pizza-and-movie night."
"That sounds good," he honestly said before she jumped up from the table.
"So I have one more favor to ask of you. I'm going to take another glass of wine and go hang out by the pool for a bit, and I'm hoping you will come out and check on me in, say, hmm, maybe thirty minutes or so."
"Check on you," he said with a smile. "What are you worried about? You're going to fall in the pool and drown, Mom. I don't think so, as I recall you are a real good swimmer."
"No silly, if the wine makes me sleepy I want to have the freedom to close my eyes and if I drift off to sleep I don't wanna to have to worry about waking up three hours later with a nasty sun burn and I won't have to worry if I know you're going to check on me and wake me up in case I'm taking a little cat nap under the warm sun."
His mind immediately went to the Saturday prior and their little forbidden adventure while she was sleepwalking, but just as quickly, he dismissed that as what were the odds of anything untold happening in the middle of the afternoon.
"Sure, I'll check on you in a bit, Mom," he told her.
As soon as she headed out to the pool, he went upstairs to take a quick shower. Yeah, after seeing her in her sexy string bikini, he needed one.
After roughly an hour had passed, Bruce, who had been in his bedroom fooling around with a game on the computer, headed downstairs to check on his mom.
He had just exited the outdoor patio door that led out to the pool when he came to an abrupt halt.
What caused him to stop dead in his tracks was the sight of his mom, stretched out on a lounger--topless.
As he stood there gaping at her naked tits, he wondered if she was awake.
Thinking, considering how she had decided to sunbathe topless, that maybe the decent thing to do would be to retreat to his room, he turned away and was actually opening up the patio door when he paused.
His inner voice was chastising him; if she is sleeping and you don't wake her, she is going to get burned to a crisp, dude.
Bruce, now armed with a valid excuse not to flee from the sight of his mom's naked tits, turned back around and slowly crossed the pool deck toward her.
As he drew nearer, she certainly appeared to be napping as her breathing was nice and steady while she remained completely motionless as he approached.
Quite naturally, his eyes settled on those super nice tits of hers, as he just stood there, motionless, gazing at them for a few long seconds.
Finally, deciding he needed to do something, he said, "Hey, Mom, I think you dozed off."
Spying the empty wine glass on the small round table next to the lounger, along with the bottle of wine and a bottle of suntan lotion, forced him to conclude she had been doing a bit more than just sipping on a single glass of wine in the past hour.
When she didn't stir, he tried again, louder this time. "Hey, Mom, you need to wake up before you get burned."
Again, she didn't stir, and he was about to try again when she finally mumbled, "Mmm, there you are, honey."
Languidly, she turned her head and looked at him with a somewhat blank expression on her face, forcing him to conclude that, although she had spoken to him, she was not really awake, just as she had not been the other night, a week ago.
"Yes, here I am, Mom, and, hmm, I think you lost your bikini top somewhere."
After a long pause, her eyes fluttered shut as she whispered, "I took it off... your Mom wants a nice, ahh, even tan, hon."
"Yeah, but you are going to get burned, Mom, so maybe we should go inside."
Not looking at him, she mumbled, "Wanna stay here... sun feels nice... especially on my naked boobies."
"I'm... I'm sure it does, Mom, but they're going to get burned if you stay out too long."
After turning her head to face him, she lazily lifted one arm. Pointing at the sun tan lotion, she whispered, "Not if you be a doll and rub some lotion on them. It's right there."
Once again, he tried, at first anyway, to keep things decent between them as he said, "Mom, it might be better if you do that yourself. Here... I'll get it for you."
He stepped around the lounger, and after grabbing the lotion, he tried to hand it to her.
"Mmm, I'm too relaxed for all that. You do it for me, honey."
"Mom, I--"
"Please, honey," she whispered. "I'm just too lazy, too sleepy to do it."
Once again, just like last Saturday night, he fell back on the convenient memory of how one was not supposed to argue with someone sleepwalking.
Sighing, he pulled a nearby lounge chair close to her, and after grabbing the bottle of sun tan lotion, he sat down in the chair next to her.
Her eyes were shut again, and as he gazed at the lovely twin peaks of his mom's naked tits, she felt the first stirrings of what promised to be a major boner.
Slowly, he unscrewed the cap on the suntan lotion before reaching the bottle out and over her chest.
He sighed again as he gradually tipped the bottle forward, allowing a stream of lotion to come spilling out and onto one of her breasts.
He tilted the bottle forward some more as he slowly moved it back and forth until her breasts were both covered in a nice lathering of suntan oil.
Reaching out, he carefully began to rub the lotion all over her nice, firm boobies.
"Hmm, that feels nice, baby," she mumbled softly. "Now take your time and work the lotion in nicely, please."
Glancing up at her, he noted her eyes were still shut, making him think that, yeah, she was actually asleep, even though she was talking to him.
"OK, Mom," he quietly replied as his hands continued to rub the lotion into her tits.
Gazing at them with what was akin to worshipful admiration, Bruce felt his cock jerking to full hardness as he continued to carefully rub his hands all over his mom's tits--with her blessing no less.
Squirming on the chair, he came up with a plan--a wicked, naughty plan, but one that would offer him some much-needed relief from his growing erection.
He would continue to rub the lotion all over her tits, and as he was doing so, he would silently count to ten. Once he reached ten, he would consider the job done and then flee upstairs to his bedroom. His bedroom window, most fortuitously, looked out over the pool deck and would afford him a nice view of his mom as she lay out sunbathing naked, and while enjoying this view, he would pull out his raging erection and happily stroke himself until he climaxed.
That was his plan anyway, and as he reached a slow count of eight, he decided it was the most perfect plan in the world.
Finally, he counted off ten in his head, and after pulling his hands reluctantly off of her breasts, he quietly got up and started to head across the pool deck.
He barely got a step or two away before he heard his mom mumble out loud, "Hmm, that was nice, honey, my little boy rubbing his playful hands all over his mommy's boobies, but I know he wants more."
Turning to face her, he said, "What do you mean by more?"
"Come closer," she whispered.
Sighing, he came right up to the edge of the lounger.
She reached one hand out lazily, and much to his shock, she boldly ran it over the bulge in his gym shorts.
"Mmm, you are nice and hard down there, little boy, and I bet I know what you were planning on doing going upstairs to your room. You were going to spy on mommy while taking care of yourself, huh?"
Bruce swallowed hard. Her eyes were still glazed over, indicating that even though she was not fully conscious, she still possessed her keen motherly intuition. Moreover, she didn't seem upset at her spot on assessment of things but instead only seemed, if anything, amused.
Despite her not seeming to care about what he had planned on doing, he issued a lame denial anyway, "Mom, I wasn't going to do that."
"I have a better idea, honey. Why don't you take off your shorts and underwear and then... then crawl on top of your mom and she let her little boy fuck her tits... until he comes all over them. Hmm, would you like that baby...? I know you would."
He gazed down at her majestic tits, noting how utterly gorgeous they looked covered in sun tan lotion under the warm afternoon sun.
He wanted to do the decent thing and tell her no, but somehow, as he gazed at her tits, he couldn't find the words to deny what they both obviously wanted.
Allowing her to change her mind, if she wanted, Bruce slowly stripped off his shorts and underwear, but instead of changing her mind, his mom only further doubled down on things by taking her hands and, in a preparatory gesture, placing them on top of her breasts.
The sight of her doing this sent his cock racing to new heights of hardness. Crawling on top of her, his pulse raced as his naughty fantasy was about to be realized, finally.
Despite his best efforts not to think about such a thing, late at night, in bed alone, his mind would inevitably turn to first his mom, then her great body, and then finally his favorite thing about her body: her nicely sized tits. His fantasy would then turn hot as he dreamed what it would be like to, someday, fuck the shit out of them.
As he settled down lightly on her tummy, he noted that while her eyes were shut, her hands were busy reaching out and guiding his thick pole between her well-lotioned tits.
He started slowly as he carefully speared his cock up and in between her tits several times. The feeling was nothing short of fantastic as she helped the cause by squeezing her tits together, giving him a tight tunnel of delicious boobie flesh to fuck.
As he began to ramp things up and fuck her tits harder, both the sights and sounds around him made the whole experience in a word: surreal.
The sound of the metal legs of the lounger being scraped back and forth along the pool deck as he fucked her tits harder and harder was utterly dreamlike, as was the fact that their wicked adventure was taking place in the middle of the day under the warm afternoon sun.
At first, she was quiet, but now, her eyes fluttered open, and as she hit him, once more, with a glassy-eyed blank stare, she began to whisper, "That's it, baby, fuck mommy's titties harder, honey... come on, baby... harder!!"
"Oh God, Mom, I am..." He moaned as he was now ramming his cock back and forth between her tits about as hard as he could.
"Please come on them, baby," she whined, "Please for Mommy."
It was her naughty words, her begging him to come on her tits, that sent him careening over the edge, maybe as much as the delicious feeling of having her tits pressed against his raging hard on.
It only took another three or four hard thrusts before he grunted and released a huge load of cum all over her chest.
He just avoided crashing down on her as his arms went numb directly after he came so hard. Moving slowly, he twisted his body to the left and off of her before looking to see if she had any reaction to what he had just done.
Her reaction only added to the surrealness of the whole thing as she mumbled, "Hmm, that was nice, huh, baby?"
Then, unbelievably, her eyes fluttered shut, and within mere seconds it seemed she had slipped back off to sleep.
Bruce sighed deeply as he took one last look at his mom's lovely naked body as she lay stretched out under the warm afternoon sun. Turning, he slunk quickly off to his room.
Roughly twenty minutes later, he was stretched out on his bed, thumbing through a magazine, when there was a soft knocking on his door.
"Come in," he called out.
It was his mom, and most delightfully, she was still wearing her bikini.
"Hey, did you come down outside and check on me like I asked you to, honey?"
Bruce had been running through his mind several possible ways to respond if she asked him this, but he hadn't come up with anything that seemed plausible.
Put on the spot like this, he decided that a mix of truth and lies might be the best course of action. "Yeah, I came out to check on you, but..." He then hesitated, unsure of just what version of the "truth" to tell her.
"But you decided not to wake me up for some reason," she snapped. "I did doze off, you know, but lucky for you, I must have put some suntan lotion on before falling asleep, otherwise I might have been really burned because you didn't wake me up like you were supposed to."
Bruce scrambled for an answer as she sounded really annoyed.
"Well, the truth is, hmm, I did come out and check on your mom, but..."
He took a moment to sit up on the bed and face her before finishing.
"But what?" she demanded impatiently.
He then blurted out the truth.
"But mom, once I got to the pool gate, I saw you were topless, and it looked like you were awake, so I..." He shrugged his shoulders before adding, "I don't know... I just left."
"So basically you fled at the first sight of your mom's naked boobs. Honey, your mom didn't want to get any tan lines, so she took her top off. I guess that was a big mistake since the sight of your mom's bare tits must have grossed you out, huh?"
"Mom, no... I mean, they didn't look gross to me, I just thought, you know, you wouldn't be comfortable with me being near while you were topless."
Crossing the bedroom, she came right up to him. Smiling brightly, she said, "Well, for future reference, your mom is not at all shy when it comes to that sort of thing."
Reaching out, she playfully ruffled his hair before adding, "Yeah, so, moving forward, in the future, you don't have to really turn away if you see me topless, sweetheart."
"OK, but are you sure?"
"Honey, if I weren't sure, I would not have taken off my bikini top in the first place, right, and I would not have just told you what I did."
"Yeah, right," he mumbled as he was both relieved and a bit shocked at how their conversation had turned out.
That night, for their movie and pizza night, she let him pick out the movie, and per her suggestion, he picked out some classic horror movie from the 1980's, and just as he hoped, and as she anticipated when she made her suggestion, she clung to him tightly during the course of the movie.


Her clinging to him was nice, but even nicer was the copious amounts of wine she gulped down during the movie, as it allowed him to speculate that, considering what had been happening recently when she drank too much wine, there might be another sleepwalking adventure with his mom in the foreseeable future.
The thought both excited him and made him feel a bit guilty all at once. In fact, throughout the movie, as she kept sucking down the wine, he kept telling himself he would behave tonight with her. No matter what!!
Bruce woke up with a start. He had dozed off toward the end of the movie, which was a far sight better than his mom, who had passed out roughly just past the mid-point of the movie.
They had been cuddled tightly together when she had passed out under her blanket, but at some point she had fallen sideways, and out of his embrace, and was now leaning heavily on the sofa's armrest to his left.
He shook his head groggily and thought about lying back down again in the soft, muted light of the television, which was the only light in the otherwise completely dark living room. He spied her clothes in a jumbled heap lying there on the floor next to the sofa.
His mother had looked nice for their pizza and movie night, putting on a pair of tight, form-fitting jeans along with a snug, fashionable sweater, but now both were sitting there, not so innocently, on the sofa.
He speculated briefly about what he might find if he gently pulled the blanket back to take a peek at her under the blanket, but quickly dismissed that idea as being both perverted and too bold.
Still, there was a large part of him that wanted to do exactly that, but before he could succumb to those inner demons that begged him to take a sneak peek, he sluggishly got up off the sofa.
Not wanting to be constantly tempted if he stayed put, Bruce decided to head to the kitchen to get a glass of water before heading off upstairs to the safety of his own room.
As he slowly passed her on his way to the kitchen, he glanced down at her. She was dozing peacefully under her blanket, looking nothing short of a beautiful angel.
Sighing, hurried past her and out of the room.
Once inside the safety of the nearly dark kitchen, the only light came from the small light above the kitchen sink, he went to the fridge to grab his glass of water.
Glass in hand, he wandered over to the kitchen sink and peered out the window, and into the night, lost in thought. Wanting to be able to see out the window better, he leaned over, flipping the switch and turning off the small light over the sink.
There was a spectacular full moon hanging in the middle of the sky on this partly cloudy night, and as it emerged from the cloud cover, it bathed the kitchen in soft moonlight.
As he stood there, sipping his water, soaking in the atmosphere, he began to speculate about how it was said that strange things happened on full-moon nights.
He was considering whether this speculation was a myth when the moon ducked behind another thick cloud bank, allowing the kitchen to sink back into almost complete darkness.
Bruce sighed as just as the kitchen turned dark, so did his thoughts.
You should not have been such a pussy. You should have pulled the blanket back and looked, Brucie!
This was his inner voice criticizing his wholesome decision not to take a sneak peek at what his mother might have been wearing under her clothes as she slumbered peacefully under her blanket.
You know how she, lots of times, doesn't wear a bra, so you might have gotten yet another look at those magnificent tits of hers you love so much. That is, if you weren't such a pussy, Brucie.
Bruce sighed deeply. He hated it when his overly critical inner voice called him Brucie.
"Shut the fuck up," he mumbled quietly to himself before taking another sip of his water.
He was lowering the glass from his mouth when, from behind him in the darkness, he heard a noise.
Turning, he got a bit of a jolt when he saw a dark shape moving toward him from across the kitchen, but before he could get too freaked out, he realized that it must have been his mother.
He stared as she came closer before stopping directly next to the kitchen table. She was still a good ten feet away from him inside the spacious kitchen, and in the near darkness, he could barely make out her dark shape.
She said nothing as she just stood there, seemingly waiting for something, as he strained his eyes to see her better.
What he could see caused his pulse to quicken as he could make out how she was naked except for a bra and a pair of panties, but with the kitchen still in near darkness, he could make out precious little detail on how she really looked.
Then, as he stood there, staring, wondering what he should do, she slowly moved closer to him, and just as she drew near, in a most fortuitous turn of events, the moon emerged from the cloud cover.
Bruce's heart raced as the kitchen was lit up by the vivid rays of the moon streaming in through the curtain-less window above the sink.
Bruce exhaled softly as his mother was now framed, almost perfectly it seemed, by soft moonlight, allowing him to see the gorgeous dark blue lace bra and matching lace panties she was wearing.
Framed as such in the soft rays of the moonlight, she looked like a beautiful, sexy angel of sorts.
After his eyes crawled up and down her body several times, he finally looked her in the face. Once again, she had that faraway, glassy look in her eyes, indicating that, yeah, she was sleepwalking.
He was considering how he should guide her back to the living room and tuck her softly under her blanket again when, without a word, she reached out and took his hand.
Despite his best intentions, Bruce did not protest in the least. Taking him by the hand, she led him back to the living room.
Once they reached the living room and were approaching the sofa, he finally found his voice and whispered from behind her, "Good idea, Mom, you should lie back down under your blanket."
After stopping in front of the sofa, she turned halfway toward him before putting a single finger to her lips, indicating that he needed to stay silent.
Taking him by the hands, she sat them down, side by side, on the sofa.
Bruce felt his cock jerking awake as all of his previously promised good intentions regarding her melted away to nothing as his eyes became stuck on her tits. Just like the moonlight in the kitchen, in the muted light of the living room, the TV was still on, casting a faint glow; her body looked simply lovely.
The pretty lace blue bra, blue was his favorite color, and she knew this, was of the push-up variety, thus allowing her already sizable tits to appear maybe even a bit bigger.
Taking his hands, she guided them up to her chest, then, unable to resist, he ran his hands over both of the pretty cups while noting how soft her bra felt and how firm those beautiful tits of hers felt underneath.
She allowed him a few precious moments to fondle her breasts through her bra before she reached up with both of her hands, using them to tug down on her bra cups gently.
Bruce watched, spellbound, as he pulled the cups down just enough to reveal her gorgeous tits to him.
"Oh God, Mom, you have such a nice set of tits," he whispered.
Still staying silent, which only added to the surrealness of the situation, Maggie reached out with one hand and, after wrapping it around the back of his neck, pulled his face down to her chest.
Unable to resist as soon as he felt his face brush up against her soft breasts, Bruce began to carefully spray a steady sprinkling of gentle kisses all over her tits, and when her only response was a muted sigh, he was lost.
After scattering dozens of kisses all over her tits, he brought his lips to one of her nipples, and as his tongue lashed out, over and over again, he heard her let out a loud hiss.
After a good half dozen of these soft tongue lashings, Bruce pulled back slightly to admire his handiwork.
Both her nipples were fully erect by now and looked eminently suckable, and after sighing deeply at the breathtaking sight, he slowly lowered his mouth to her left breast.
He started slowly by circling her ripe nipple with his tongue several times, making her moan softly, before he pressed his lips fully against her large, ripe nipple.
After closing his eyes, he gently began to suck on his mom's breast while paying special attention with his playful tongue to her now fully erect nipple. Warming to the task, he was soon, most vigorously, suckling on first one ripened nipple and then the other.
After a long minute or two of this, his eyes flickered open. Wanting to gauge her reaction, he flashed his eyes upwards, and was greeted with the warm sight of her having her head reclined downwards. Her eyes appeared open, which meant she was watching him suck so enthusiastically on her nipples, which only added to his desire to continue suckling like the hungriest of babies.
After a long, glorious minute or two of this desperate suckling, she gently pushed his face away from her breasts.
Still staying utterly silent, she languidly straightened up and, with her back to him, she sat there staring off into space for a long moment or two.
Bruce shifted on the sofa as he stared at her, wondering what she might do next.
Finally, as he watched, she lazily reached behind and began to undo her bra slowly. She turned to look at him with a neutral expression on her face, and as he let out a quiet sigh, he watched his mom's bra fall gently away from her chest before tumbling to the floor.
She still had that glazed-over look in her eyes, even as she slowly climbed to her feet before extending her hands down toward him.
Assuming this meant she wanted him to stand also, he took her hands, allowing her to help him to his feet.
They stood there for a brief moment, facing each other as Bruce wondered what she was planning.
He soon found out when she quietly dropped her hands to the bottom edge of his T-shirt, and after helping him pull it off, she dropped her hands to his jeans.
Moving languidly, she patiently stripped off first his jeans and then his underwear.
Bringing one hand up, she wrapped it around the back of his head, and as she guided his mouth to hers, his hands automatically went to her breasts.
They stood there exchanging several long, passionate kisses, and as he continued to paw at her breasts, his boner was quickly becoming untenable.
He pulled back from her before whispering desperately, "Mom, you are making me so hard down there."
Amazingly enough, she remained silent even after he spoke to her directly. She dropped down onto the edge of the sofa and then, reaching out, she wrapped one hand around his thick pole before looking up at him and giving him an almost sad smile.
He looked down at her as she closed her eyes and brought her mouth forward.
Once again, Bruce felt his cock slowly invading his mom's warm mouth as she slowly swallowed him inch by inch.
Then, wasting no time, his mom spent the next twenty seconds or so slurping greedily on his cock like a woman possessed. In all honesty, it might have been the best twenty or so seconds of his young life.
Pulling back, she gave him a serious look before she straightened up.
God, she looked so hot perched on the edge of the sofa, and as she purposefully thrust her chest out, his eyes fell like a pair of vultures on his mom's tits.
She had a wholly mischievous look on her pretty face. As he stood there gaping at her, wondering what she wanted, she soon made her intentions clear when she stretched her hands out toward him, and after a bit of soft maneuvering on both their parts, Bruce found his large, jutting cock snuggled softly between her big, firm tits.
Nature took over for him then as he started to pump his hips up and down. His slick cock, thanks to her wet and sloppy blowjob, glided easily up and in between her tits.
The whole thing was so entirely surreal as she had yet to utter a single word, even as he began to fuck her tits like a man possessed.
Bruce, maybe afraid she would come fully awake and realize with horror what was happening, did not try-- in the least-- to forestall his pending orgasm.
Instead, he looked at her, loving the way she had wrapped her arms around her body, which had the effect of pushing her boobs closer together and giving him a nice tunnel of tit flesh to fuck.
Up and down he skated his cock between her tits, and after about the fourth or fifth thrust, his orgasm, unimpeded by any efforts on his part to forestall it, came rushing home.
"Oh God, Mom..." he whispered. "That feels so good..."
He gripped her shoulders tits for balance as he whispered, "Oh shit, I'm going to..."
He let out a soft grunt then, and for the second time in less than twelve hours, he was spilling a load of cum onto his mom's chest.
After he came, he plopped down next to his mom, anxious to see what was going to happen next, and after a brief moment, he watched as she dreamily fell backward against the opposite armrest of the sofa from where he was sitting.
Making it clear what she wanted, not by words but by actions, Maggie slowly stripped off her panties before letting them drop lazily onto the floor.
She then tilted her toward downward, watching herself as she slipped one hand down before using two fingers to spread the lips of her pussy wide open for him.
Bruce took a quiet moment to stare longingly at the soft folds of her mom's beautiful inner pussy. It looked pink and utterly delicious.
Suspecting what she wanted, he slowly dropped off the sofa so he would be at the perfect angle before settling himself down on his knees. Moving slowly, he brought his face down between her legs.
Bruce had never eaten out on a woman before, so the first few strokes of his tongue were like riding a bike for the first time as he tentatively licked the moist inner depths of his mom's pussy.
After working his inexperienced mouth and tongue around her moist pussy several times, he started to get an idea of what she liked by her reaction. When his wandering lips struck gold, more by accident than by design, he noticed how she would let out an audible hiss. This was his signal to unleash his playful tongue onto that same spot.
Then, after several circles of his darting, probing tongue, he began licking her cunt with a barely controlled passion that soon had her soft hissing turning into something a bit more serious as she began to moan loudly.
Remembering a porn video he once watched of two women together, he had loved that, he brought his finger into the mix and after slowly pushing it up and inside of her, he was rewarded when she started to pant loudly as he worked his finger in and out of her moist cunt.
Adding his tongue to the action only made her squirm all over the sofa, and believing she was maybe near coming, he redoubled his efforts as he tongue attacked her clit with vigor while he finger fucked her harder and harder.
He flickered his eyes up as he continued to ram his finger inside of her and was greeted with the wonderful sight of his mom, now propped up on her elbows, her head back, eyes closed, and, most deliciously, deep in the throes of an intense orgasm. She was moaning and panting, but maybe best of all was the way her whole body was jiggling, which had the lovely effect of making those sizable tits of hers jump and shake all around.
After letting out one last loud moan, Maggie collapsed onto her back as Bruce finally pulled his mouth away from her pussy and his fingers out of her moist cunt.
He watched her pull the knitted blanket they kept folded neatly in half off from the back of the sofa and over her naked body, and as her eyes flickered shut, he knew the fun and games were over for the night.
His last thoughts before slipping off to sleep that night were, even if she doesn't remember the sex, won't she be curious as to why she is waking up naked, so you had better have an answer for her tomorrow if she asks about it.
The next morning at breakfast, as they were making small talk, the conversation suddenly turned deadly serious when Maggie said, "So, honey, last night after I dozed off under the blanket, were you still there... snuggling with me or did you maybe go slinking off to your room, leaving your mom all alone because that would be very disappointing."
Bruce's mind whirled as he thought about how he should answer that question. He thought he had been prepared, as he had come up with the perfect answer last night before falling asleep, but now, sadly, under pressure, he could not fucking recall what the perfect answer he had come up with was.
Winging it, and not wanting to disappoint her, he said, "No, I ahh, didn't leave you alone, Mom. I mean, I stayed."
Hitting him with a sly smile as they sat across from each other in the small breakfast nook, she said, "So you stayed, even after I stripped off all my clothes, honey, and was totally nude under the blanket?"
Feigning surprise, he said, "Wait, what... what do you mean? When I was snuggled with you under the blanket, you were dressed."
"Really, well, honestly, it's a little embarrassing, but I guess I had way too much to drink last night because I don't remember exactly everything that happened, but this morning, yeah, after waking up, I found all of my clothes, I mean, even my bra and panties in a heap on the floor, next to the sofa."
"Well, you were dressed when I left the living room and headed upstairs to go to bed, Mom, so..." Thinking fast, he came up with what he hoped would be a plausible explanation. "So maybe you just got hot under the blanket, and in your sleep, you stripped off everything."
"Yeah, that's probably it," she said with a smile.
Bruce exhaled deeply, then, as he seemed to have escaped what might have been a rather sticky situation.
Later that afternoon, Maggie came to him while he was taking a nap in his bedroom.
"Hey, wake up, sleepy head," she said as she sat on the edge of his bed, shaking him.
"I'm awake," he said, rubbing his eyes as he sat up. "What's up?"
Glancing at the small alarm clock on the nightstand next to his bed, he noted it was 1:09 pm.
Noting the thick fuzzy bathrobe she was wearing, and trying to be a bit humorous, he commented, "A bathrobe in the middle of the day, in the middle of summer, Mom. Wow, you must still be hungover, huh?"
Giving him her best award-winning smile, she snapped back, "Yeah, I'm wearing the bathroom because I'm about ready to take a shower... maybe... hopefully."
"Maybe and hopefully, why?"
"Well, it depends on you, Bruce."
"How so?"
"If you are willing to hmm, spoil your mom some by forking over a bit of cash so she can do a bit of shopping this afternoon, I will be taking a quick shower before I head out to the mall."
Sitting up, he smiled. "I'm always in the mood to spoil the world's best mother, so if you are willing to take a credit card instead of cash, you can spoil yourself to the tune of... hmm, say three hundred dollars maybe."
Smiling back at him, she whispered, "Three would be nice, but five would be better, and do you wanna know why?"
"No, tell me?"
"Because that would also cover the expense of the nice dinner that you and I could go out and enjoy tonight at Mario's.
Mario's was a nice Italian restaurant downtown and just happened to be the town's most expensive.
"Hmm, shopping and an expensive dinner at Mario's, huh?"
"Yeah, that way I would have a reason to show off for my adoring son, whatever really nice and sexy dress his mother buys on her shopping trip to the mall. And if you were really in the mood to spoil me tonight, after dinner, we could see about buying one of the restaurant's nicer bottles of red wine so, yeah, just like last night, your mother could get a little drunk and just maybe, if you are lucky that is, you will not have already went slinking off to bed before your mommy strips off her nice dress, and maybe more, so she can, once again, be comfortable when she passes out on the sofa curled up next to you."


Bruce sighed as he really began to wonder if all of this over-the-top teasing she was doing meant she maybe actually remembered what happened last night.
Deciding if she did really remember what happened between them, considering how she was acting now, she must be OK with everything which gave him some measure of relief, along with a whole lot of excitement.
"Well, if you put it like that, let's just say I could spoil you to the tune of hmm, six hundred instead of five hundred dollars."
Maggie, feeling playful, decided to see just how far she could push him while teasing him some more said, "Well, if you make it, say eight hundred, your mom could have enough money on her shopping trip to also maybe buy a couple of nice items at Victoria's Secret to wear under her dress tonight for our fancy little dinner date."
Just the mere thought of his mother wearing something "nice" from Victoria's Secret under her sexy dress made his heart race. As did her calling them going out for dinner a "date".
All this made it really easy for Bruce to agree, as he told her, "Well, I just happened to pay off my credit card last week, so, yeah, it's free and clear for up to eight hundred dollars."
All during their dinner that night at Mario's, Bruce's excitement grew as he watched his mom down three glasses of wine during dinner while wearing the super nice, form-fitting, dark blue lace dress she purchased at the mall that afternoon.
And then, as the waitress was dropping off the bill, just as she had hinted earlier, Maggie told her to add a bottle of wine to the bill, along with some dessert for them to take home.
Bruce, although it was hard considering how anxious he was to get home so he could be alone with his sexy mom, just managed to obey all the basic traffic laws as he steered the car toward their house.
Back at the house, they settled down at the dining room table to enjoy their dessert of chocolate mousse. As they made some idle small talk while picking slowly at their delicious desserts, Bruce watched, almost joyfully, as his mom sucked down first one full glass of the wine and then another.
After they finished their dessert, she only added to his growing excitement when she leaned across the table and whispered, "You know when your mom's had a bit too much red wine, like tonight, she likes to be pampered, honey."
"Pampered how?" he whispered back.
"Well, I am thinking, if it would not make you feel too uncomfortable, would you mind sharing a nice slow dance with your mom?"
He only paused briefly before whispering back, "Sure, I suppose we could dance, but first I'm going to use the bathroom, OK?"
"Sure, honey. Take your time. I'll be here."
Inside the downstairs bathroom, just down the hall from the dining room, after taking a piss, Bruce splashed some cold water on his face, as just the mere thought of them slow dancing, so close together, her nice body pressed up against his, was giving him a woody.
Finally, after taking a long minute to relax and compose himself, Bruce exited the bathroom and headed back down to the dining room.
It was empty. At first, Bruce just assumed she had left to use the bathroom herself, but then he spied the napkin draped over the small empty plate that had the chocolate mousse on it, in the center of the table.
Written on the napkin was a short note that would prove fateful.
Meet me in my bedroom. Ten Minutes. Don't be late.
Bruce sighed at the thought of slow dancing with his mom in her bedroom.
"Yeah, she must be planning something nice, I bet," he whispered to himself as he settled down at the dining room table to wait the prescribed time.
Roughly ten minutes later, he paused at her bedroom door to calm his nerves.
"Come in, honey," she called out to him when he knocked quietly on the door.
Bruce stepped inside the bedroom and paused. It was awash with muted, flickering light from the dozens of small tea lights his mom had lit and scattered throughout the bedroom.
As she came floating across her spacious bedroom to him, she gave him a sad smile before saying, "I hope you don't mind the candlelight, baby, as I've always dreamed of sharing a slow dance with someone I loved while surrounded by flickering candles. It's just always been a silly dream of mine, I guess."
As she stopped directly before him, he smiled before answering truthfully. "No, I don't mind, Mom. The candles are a nice touch, actually."
"Good, then let me just cue up some soft romantic song for us to dance to, Bruce."
He watched as she strode over to the elegant entertainment center before bending over. She had a small stereo down there, and as she was bent over, trying to find a CD to put in, his eyes began to crawl all over her ass as he stepped deeper into her bedroom.
A minute later, as they clung tightly to each other, they haphazardly circled her bedroom, swaying softly to the quiet music. Much to his delight, his mom was, by now, fairly inebriated from all the wine she had polished off during the course of the evening.
As they continued their romantic slow dance, Bruce was finding it difficult to keep his hands decent as he so badly wanted to let them slip down from the small of her back and onto that delicious ass of hers.
Worse still was the way he wanted to lightly tilt her head up with one gentle finger before planting a nice kiss, or two, on those gleaming red lips of hers.
The fact was, in her tight sexy blue lace dress, with her makeup done up nicely, and in the soft glow of the candlelight, he thought his mother looked dazzlingly beautiful.
As their dance ground on, he tried his best to control his growing erection down there while wondering if she was noticing his hardness down there. Considering how she seemed to be purposefully pushing her lower body against him, Bruce not only figured she could feel his hardness down there but was, in fact, going out of her way to encourage it.
Finally, just as the soft romantic song came to its tender conclusion, Maggie pulled back from him.
Whispering, she said, "So are you still in a mood to pamper your Mom, honey?"
"Always," he whispered. Then, feeling a bit loose and free himself from the several discreet sips he took from his mom's wine over dinner in the dark restaurant, and then a couple larger ones she suggested he should take when they came home, Bruce turned on the charm full blast when he brought his lips to her ear and whispered, "Beautiful queens such as yourself, Mom deserved to be charmed... to the maximum extent allowed by the law that is."
"Mmm, that is sweet honey," she cooed to him. "You know, I just love it when you turn that natural boyish charm you are so blessed with on me."
Taking her hand, he kissed the back of it lightly before whispering, "And do you know what I love, my beautiful queen mother?"
"No, tell me."
"Spoiling you, so I beg of the beautiful queen to tell me just how she wants to be pampered by her most loyal of subjects."
She smiled before stepping back from him. Reaching out, she squeezed his hand. "Well, the queen was hoping her dashing young prince, her son, would be willing to indulge his mother, the queen, a bit more by giving her a nice little back rub over on her royal bed."
"I would love that, my Queen," he replied honestly.
"Hmm, I thought the prince might like that."
Taking him by the hand, she slowly led him over to her bed. Pausing before it, she said, "So maybe we should both use the bathroom first so the nice massage you are about to give me doesn't get interrupted by either of us having to take a bathroom break."
"Good idea," he said before striding out of her bedroom and back down to the hallway bathroom.
Inside the bathroom, Bruce took a piss before splashing a copious amount of cold water on his face.
Looking at himself in the mirror, he whispered, "No matter what, you are not going to take advantage of her tonight."
Answering himself with a question, Bruce whispered to his image in the mirror, "Even if she falls asleep and then turns into your favorite sleepwalking seductress."
"Yes. Even then."
It was a promise made with the best of intentions, but Bruce knew deep down inside that if his mother turned her sexy charms on him and became his sexy sleepwalking seductress once again, more than likely, he would cave.
Sighing, he exited the bedroom and, wanting to give her ample time to use the bathroom herself, he headed downstairs to the kitchen to get a drink of water.
In the dark kitchen, while quietly sipping on his water, he once again reassured himself he wouldn't take advantage of her.
Finally, after a good minute or two, he slowly made his way back upstairs and then down the hallway to her bedroom.
On the way up the stairs, Bruce decided to continue their little game of him referring to her as a "beautiful queen," since she seemed to enjoy being called a queen.
The queen's door was tightly shut, so he knocked quietly and announced his arrival, "My queen, your prince has returned."
"You may enter," she called out to him.
Earlier, as soon as her son left, Maggie hustled around the bedroom, blowing out at least half of the candles except for the ones on the two nightstands flanking her bed. She then moved the roughly dozen candles she hadn't blown out over, splitting them between the two nightstands, casting the room in dark shadows except for her bed.
In the bathroom, after touching up her hair and makeup and feeling a little naughty, she quickly stripped off her dress before heading back to the bedroom and making herself comfortable, stretching out on her side in the middle of her bed to await the return of her prince.
The prince slipped inside the queen's bedchamber only to be confronted by the loveliest of sights.
The bedroom was now dark except for the bed, which was bathed in delicious candlelight from the dozens of flickering tea light candles on the nightstands next to it.
Her bed being bathed in soft candlelight only served to highlight the alluring sight of the regal queen stretched out on the bed in nothing more than her royal undergarments.
"I do hope the young prince is not put off by seeing his queen mother in her new royal undergarments?"
"Hmm, no, my queen, you look, hmm, quite nice in your royal undergarments."
"Well, I'm glad you like them since you paid for them. I mean, you do remember the queen told you how she was going to pick something up at Victoria's Secret?"
"Yes, I do," Bruce said as he stopped just short of her bed with his eyes naturally falling to the queen's lovely royal treasure chest.
Almost as if she was reading his mind, her face turned serious, and as she struck a pose of sorts with her one hand up and behind her head, she whispered, "Tell the queen how she looks, my prince. Tell her it was worth the price the prince paid to buy his queen her expensive new royal undergarments?"
Settling down on the bed, he whispered, "Very much worth the price, my queen, as you look ravishing."
Her expensive new undergarments consisted of a matching lace bra and panty set in light blue/gray. The flimsy cups of this lovely bra were shaped to resemble flowers, adding an extra touch of sexiness. Adding an over-the-top touch of sexiness to her outfit were the matching garter belt and the flesh-colored stockings attached to it.
Reaching out, she ruffled his hair before whispering, "Thanks for the compliment, honey. The queen appreciates it, but we'd better stop all this beautiful queen stuff before it goes right to my head."
Reaching out, he gently took her hand before kissing the back of it. "OK, but just so you know, I do think of you as my queen, and I will forever be your most loyal of servants."
Flipping over onto her stomach, Maggie said, "Your words do charm me, honey. Now let your hands charm me as you promised me a nice massage."
Crawling fully up and onto the bed, he slowly reached his hands out as he stared longingly at her ass. The matching thong provided precious little cover to her backside, causing his cock to come to life.
He started up at her shoulders, rubbing his hands over them slowly back and forth before he began to knead her neck.
After spending some time on both her neck and shoulders, he let his hands slip down to her back. Rubbing on her back, up and down, softly, he found his eyes were wholly focused on her bra strap, as he speculated how nice it would be if she would reach back and unclasp it for him.
Sadly, this remained a fantasy as after a few strokes up and down her back, Maggie sighed softly before whispering, "You are doing such a nice job that you are making your mom extremely sleepy, baby."
"Yeah, Mom, and like, I'm sure the four glasses of wine have nothing to do with your being sleepy either."
Turning, she smiled at him before saying, "Maybe a little."
"So you want me to leave so you can get some sleep."
"Actually, if you really want to pamper your mother, you will get comfortable here on her bed, and let me rekindle some very warm memories from the past when you used to cuddle with your mommy before we both fell asleep wrapped tightly in each other's arms."
Before he could even formulate a response to this very nice and highly unexpected request, she was whispering again as she rose into a sitting position.
Turning, she fluffed up the pillow behind her as she whispered, "The truth is, I really miss cuddling with you, sweetie. I mean, when you were younger, and your father was gone, we used to cuddle all the time, but..." She sighed heavily before looking down and whispering, "That was a long time ago, and you probably think you are too old to be cuddled by your mommy now, huh, sweetie?"
"Hmm, no, Mom, I don't think I'm too old for that. Not at all." Smiling, he added, "I would love to cuddle with you some."
"Good, then let me lean back here against the headboard and get comfortable, and then after mommy wraps her warm, loving arms around her baby, you go ahead and lay your head on her shoulder."
He was about to snuggle up next to her when she ramped things up all the more. "Honey, can I ask you a small favor before we cuddle?"
"Sure, Mom. Anything."
"Well, it's just I've always thought cuddling was better when it involved lots and lots of skin-to-skin contact, so I was hoping maybe you could be brave enough and strip down to your underwear for me, sweetie. I mean..." She paused to hit him with her most winning smile, then, "It would only be fair, right, since your mom is already stripped down to her own underwear."
"Yeah, I suppose that would be only fair, Mom," Bruce said as he climbed off the bed.
Turning away from her, he quickly slipped off his clothes before crawling back on the bed and snuggling tightly against her while hoping she hadn't noticed how he was sporting a bit of a boner inside his simple white cotton briefs.
Maggie had spied her son's boner making its presence known as it pressed invitingly up against the tight confines of his briefs. She told herself, noticing such a thing was wholly inadvertent, but deep down inside, she knew better, as she had flickered her eyes downward toward his crotch--quite purposefully- with the hopes of seeing her new sexy bra and panty set was getting a reaction out of him. Much to her delight, she saw it was.
As he settled down in her arms, his head resting on her one shoulder, she started to run her fingers lightly through his hair, sending a nice, warm chill up his spine.
After a quiet moment, she whispered, "Honey, will you promise me something?"
"Sure, Mom, anything."
"Well, it's the first anniversary of when your dad moved out of the house so he could be with his young girlfriend, and the truth is, I really don't want to be alone right now, so can you please stay, at least, until I doze off?"
"Sure, I mean, I can do that."
Smiling at him, she ran her hand along his face before whispering, "You are the best son ever, baby, and I just love you so much."
Leaning in then, she gave him the briefest of kisses, directly on his lips, and although they had kissed plenty of times lately during her sleepwalking adventures, and for much longer, this time with her being awake and fully aware, it was so much better.
He desperately wanted the kiss to last, but sadly, she pulled back, leaving him nearly panting for more.
Sighing, he sank back down into her arms, and as she wrapped him tight in her loving embrace, within minutes they had both slipped off to sleep.
Roughly twenty minutes later, Bruce slowly found himself coming awake to something quite delicious: his mom slowly spraying dozens of light kisses all over his bare chest.
Holding his breath, he dared not move as her kisses, ever so gradually, slipped down off of his chest and onto his tummy and from there down further.
He closed his eyes as his mom's soft kisses stopped just short of his briefs.
There was a brief pause just before he felt his mom slip a pair of fingers into the waistband of his briefs. Ever so carefully, he felt them being tugged down and then off of him.
There was another brief pause before he felt her tongue lapping gently at his growing hardness.
Opening his eyes, he looked down to find his mother bent over, her head turned away from him, and as she began to swallow his cock whole, he let out a shaky breath.
"Oh God," Bruce whispered as she began to suckle on his young hardness slowly.
Up and down her mouth went as she took him delightfully deeper into her warm, loving mouth.
Sighing, Bruce closed his eyes again as his mother sucked on his cock with an infinite, enduring patience that drove him wild with forbidden desire.
Finally, as if she just knew, when he was about to shoot a huge load of cum into her mouth, she suddenly stopped and pulled back.
His eyes flickered open, and as he watched, she rose up and onto her knees. Not looking at him, he watched as she reached behind and undid her bra, stripping it off and tossing it casually onto the floor.
Moving languidly, she turned halfway around to face him. Amazingly, his mom seemed to be almost posing for him as she just sat there, topless, allowing him to ogle her body. Most naturally, after flickering up and down her body several times, his eyes settled, as always, on her tits.
Then, finally, Bruce watched as she turned before carefully positioning herself over him. With her back still to him, she slowly sank down and onto his hardness.
His mother began to bounce up and down on his hardness, and with each soft thrust, he slipped deeper inside of her. Bruce carefully tried to match her soft thrusts while he fought to maintain some semblance of self-control.
Dazed that things had progressed to this point, where he was actually deep inside his mother, Bruce could hardly believe how good it felt having her ride his cock.
He held his breath, fighting to make it last, as she started to bounce up and down with a greater purpose while she began to moan loudly.
Bruce felt his orgasm rushing home as his mother began to moan loudly while bouncing up and down, faster and faster now, and as he reached out to grip her around the hips for support, he bit his lip in a vain effort to forestall the inevitable.
It didn't work, as hearing her moan noisily while she rode his cock was such a turn-on that he simply could resist no longer. Knowing the end was near and wanting to end things in a flourish, Bruce began to pump his hips upwards furiously, meeting every one of her downward thrusts with a wild, passionate upwards thrust.
Finally, after a quick trio of these passionate thrusts upwards, the most powerful orgasm of his young life swept over him as he spurted a load of cum inside of her.
Mere seconds later, in a storybook ending to their night, his Mom let out a sharp cry before tumbling sideways off of him. He desperately wanted to know if she came herself, but, of course, he dared not risk asking.


Instead, he stayed still as she slipped slowly back under the sheet before turning her back on him as if nothing untold had happened.
Bruce stayed perfectly still until he was sure she was fully asleep again, then slowly slipped out of her bed. After retrieving his clothes from the floor, he slunk back to his own room with his promise to be "decent" with her tonight lying in tatters somewhere back in her bedroom.
For the next few days, after their wild night together on her bed, his mother seemed so happy and carefree that Bruce was really wondering what was going on.
At least twice over those couple of days, he actually asked her what was up and why she was acting so happy, but she played coy, saying only that "her self-esteem had just received a huge boost."
When he tried to push it and find out what gave her such a big boost in self-esteem, she only smiled and said, "Maybe later if I get feeling brave enough, I will tell you."
Finally, on the third night, over dinner, Bruce made yet another attempt to get her to open up to him. Making his voice as firm as possible, he said, "Mom, something is obviously going on with you. I mean, damn, why are you acting so happy and carefree for these last few days?"
Maggie gave him a bright smile in return to his query before finally saying, "You really want to know, hon?"
"I asked, so yes."
"OK, I will tell you, but what I'm about to confess to is probably going to really shock you, but I, well, I just hope you try to understand some before judging me. Promise?"
"Of course, Mom," he said before leaning across the dining room table, anxious to hear her confession.
"First of all, I miss your dad terribly, honey, and have not really moved on from him, and honestly, I'm not sure I can. I mean, yeah, he left me, but still the memories of our good times linger on."
"Yeah, I know you guys had a great marriage once and were so in love with each other, so when you got divorced I know it was really tough on you."
"Yes, we were, but well, you are old enough to hear this now, but your father and I had a... hmm, really, really intense sexual relationship when things were good, and we were younger, that is. He was horny, I mean, like, all the time, and as for me, well, I pretty much have an insatiable appetite for sex, Bruce."
Bruce almost said, "Yeah, I know," before snapping his mouth shut.
"Anyway, so when I got my condition, it was, to me, not all that surprising, considering how intense my and your dad's physical relationship was and how needy I was when it came to the sexy stuff."
"What condition did you get, Mom?" he asked curiously.
"It's called sexsomnia, honey."
"What is that?" Bruce asked, though he already had a fairly good idea from his recent experiences with his mom.
"Well, a person who has sexsomnia, I guess I'm either lucky or cursed because my condition is very rare, well, hmm, engages in sexual behaviors, like masturbation, fondling, or oral sex, and even intercourse, when they are sleeping."
"And do people with this condition, like, remember their behavior afterward, Mom?"
"Generally no, honey."
"Wow, that is wild, Mom, and you, like, suffer from that."
Maggie smiled at her son, then, before dropping her voice to a whisper and saying, "Well, your dad thought it was wild, and he never complained about me seducing him while I was asleep. Here is the real wild thing: when this happens to me, I may appear awake with my eyes open and might even talk a bit, but despite all that, the truth is I would not be fully conscious or even sometimes semi-conscious."
Bruce shifted nervously in his chair as he sat across the dining room table from her, picking at his meal while he speculated if she actually knew she had been, yeah, seducing him while she was "suffering" from her condition.
Finally, after falling silent for a long moment, she made her final, damning confession. "And I think, after a long, ahh, dormant period where I didn't have any episodes at all anymore, it's starting to happen again, these episodes of sexsomnia."
Bruce's heart began to race as it became fairly evident he was teetering on the edge of being caught. Trying desperately to maintain his innocence, he said, "So you have been like masturbating while you are sleeping, Mom, you mean?"
"Well, that's how it started a few months ago, but I think things have sort of, yeah, progressed past just simple masturbation as of late."
"Really, and why do you say that?"
"Well, it's simple, honey. I mean, when I wake up and find a coating of dried cum on my chest, I highly doubt I got that from masturbating by myself."
Bruce felt his face flush then and was about to stammer out some lame excuse, or, even more stupidly, an outright denial of knowing anything about that, when she reached across the table and took his hand.
"Before you tell me some silly lie, honey, let me finish. Please."
Bruce fell silent, partly out of shame, partly out of intense curiosity about what she might tell him next, as thus far, most surprisingly, she did not seem very upset at all.
"So, being curious about why I woke up twice with cum on my chest, I decided to go to the store and buy something."
"What did you buy?"
"Come with me upstairs to my bedroom. It will be easier if I show you, Bruce."
Upstairs, in the bedroom, she took him over to her vanity table. Smiling, she pointed to the table as she said, "I just bought that little bear two days ago, Bruce."
She was pointing at a small brown teddy bear sitting innocently among her various makeup items on the vanity table.
"So you bought a teddy bear? Yeah, it's cute anyways."
Picking it up, she turned the bear so it faced him. "Yeah, it's cute and practical both. See that little pink heart on his chest, Bruce."
"Yeah, of course."
"And do you also see that little black thing that looks like a button just at the top of the heart?"
"Yeah, what about it?"
"That's actually a camera, honey, making this innocent little stuffed bear not so innocent, but instead, making it a nanny cam."
"A nanny cam?" he numbly asked.
"Yeah, concerned mothers buy them and leave them in their child's room as a way to keep their eyes on a nanny or anyone else they might suspect of doing anything, you know, not right with their kid."
As the truth of the matter suddenly hit Bruce, he asked quietly, "And you bought it to spy on yourself."
"Yeah, I did, honey. I was, yeah, very curious as to why I had cum coated on my chest and thought, or more like, highly suspected I was up to my old tricks, but this time it was not your father enjoying my company, but you."
"Mom, look, I'm really sorry I--"
Reaching out, she touched his face lightly. "For what, honey? For giving your mother the nice hard fucking she has been missing since your father left me. Look, the camera doesn't lie. I seduced you. Plain and simple."
"But... but I... I mean, you are my mother, so I should have resisted more."
"But you didn't, which, honestly, makes me feel so good about myself that I have been walking around on cloud nine ever since I watched that video."
"So you aren't upset about what happened between us."
She smiled and shook her head no before suddenly plopping down on the vanity bench.
Looking up at him, her smile suddenly turned to a frown. "Actually, Bruce, I am a bit upset... and jealous about what happened."
"Why?"
"It's simple. You have, I hope, some really nice memories from that night, while I have nothing but a video to watch. It's not fair."
He looked down at her while trying to gauge whether she was serious. Finally, after crossing her arms in front of her and as her frown deepened, he decided she was serious.
"I guess I see your point because I do have some nice memories from that night, Mom. Real nice."
"Yeah, I bet you do, which makes it so unfair to me."
"I'm sorry," he replied lamely. He didn't know what else to say.
"Sorry enough to make it up to me?"
"How?"
"Well, first of all, don't ask any more questions; just tell me you will meet your mother downstairs in the den, at say, midnight, and that you will be in the mood to enjoy her company, but this time with her being fully awake."
"Yes, I will be there," he said.
"Good then. Hmm, it's only like seven, so you might want to catch a nap, honey, as you might be in for one long sleepless night."
He had just started to leave when she stopped him. "Oh, wait, Bruce. I have one more thing to tell you, and it's important. Don't come down early to the den as your mother needs to get there first to prepare things."
"Sure," he said as he exited her room while wondering just how the hell he was going to make it to midnight without bursting.
It was the longest five hours of his life. He did manage a short nap before finally getting up around eleven and taking a shower. He put on a nice dress shirt and some of his best cologne, and after brushing his teeth, he nervously paced around his bedroom until midnight.
At the entrance to the den, he paused before peeking inside. There was some soft, romantic music playing from somewhere deep inside, and this, combined with the fact that the only light in the den came from the flickering flames in the real wood-burning fireplace, meant she had gone all out in creating a romantic atmosphere for them.
As he slipped inside, he spotted her sitting on a creamy pearl white ultra-plush rug that must have been new, and wearing a short-sleeved white satin robe he had never seen before.
Approaching her slowly, Bruce tried to control his growing erection.
"God, you look beautiful, Mom," he said as she patted the rug next to her.
"I hope so, as I took some extra time in getting ready... just for you, honey."
Based on how nicely she had fixed up her hair and how her makeup looked perfectly applied, he knew she wasn't lying.
Running his hand along the rug, he said, "This is new, huh?"
"Yeah, you like it?"
"Actually, I do, yes."
"The robe is new, too, honey."
Reaching out, he fingered the sleeve of the robe. "Yeah, it's really nice."
"I bought it just the other day at the mall when I bought the rug, you know, just shortly after I watched the video and found out our naughty little secret."
"You did," he said nervously, still worried that, even now at this late stage, her mood would suddenly flip and she would not be OK at all with what had happened between them.
She gave him a soft smile, which helped minimize his fears, before whispering, "I bought both the rug and the robe in preparation for tonight, Bruce, in preparation for you making love to your mother on this rug in front of a nice romantic fire while she was wearing this."
Rising on her knees, he watched as she slowly slipped off the robe, and after she tossed it casually aside, he let out a soft sigh.
"You like the third thing your mom bought at the mall for her adoring son, honey?"
Bruce stared hard. She was wearing a gorgeous black lace teddy with a deep, wide V-neck, revealing a wide swath of her perfectly tanned chest.
"I love it, Mom. It looks so sexy on you," he whispered.
"I bought it just for you, baby, so I'm really glad you like it..." As they sat there facing each other, she stared at him thoughtfully for a long moment, allowing the raw sexual tension to become almost as hot between them as the dancing flames they were sitting in front of.
Leaning forward, she whispered, "Let's see if we can match the warmth of the dancing flames with the warmth of our kisses, sweetie."
"I think we can, Mom, if we really..." He began to lean forward slowly, and as he brought his lips to hers, he finished up by saying, "Really try hard."
They exchanged a prolonged series of passionate kisses that only became hotter as he reached out and began to fondle those beautiful tits of hers through the soft lace material of the ultra-sexy teddy with his restless hands.
Finally, wanting to put things on simmer for a moment or two, she broke off their kisses. Taking his hand, he moved it to her bare thigh and held it there for a long moment or two.
Finally, as they sat there facing each other, she whispered, "I bet you have been fantasizing what it would be like to really make love to your mom, huh, sweetie... while she was fully conscious, I mean."
"I really have," he whispered back.
"Well, how about you play a game with your mother first, sweetie, as a short prelude to our lovemaking?"
"I like playing games, Mom, especially with you."
"Good, so this game is called you show me yours, and I'll show you mine. Your mom will go first."
Smiling, she leaned slightly back from him before bringing her hands up to the front of the teddy. She carefully gripped the edges of the lacy material around the middle of her chest before ever so slowly pulling outwards. After a long second or two, those nicely sized, perfectly tanned, and dream-worthy tits of hers finally came falling out.
"Now it's your turn to show me yours, baby."
Bruce, with her help, stripped off his jeans and then his underwear, and as he settled back down across from her on the soft rug, he was already big and hard.
She gave him a soft smile as her eyes fell to his large cock as it jutted upwards with prodigious hardness.
Reaching down, she slowly wrapped her hand around it before whispering, "Wow, you are so big and hard, baby... just for your mom, huh?"
"I am," he whispered back just as her hand slipped down to cup his testicles.
"Now take your shirt off and then lie back, and your mom will give that big, hard cock of yours some much-needed attention, sweetie."
He hastily obeyed as he practically ripped off his shirt, and after tossing it aside, he fell back in a supine position on the rug. Wanting to increase the already raging out-of-control sexual tension between them, Maggie took a long moment as she just sat there on her knees, staring down at him--and his large, twitching cock.
Finally, after generously licking her hand, she reached down and wrapped her hand around his throbbing member.
"Oh God, Mommy," he whispered as she slowly began to move her hand up and down his incredibly hard shaft. "That feels so good."
"Hmm, you like that, huh?" she whispered as she tilted her head back and closed her eyes while she continued to move her hand up and down the length of his penis.
Maggie allowed her imagination to run wild, then, as she fantasized just how good it was going to feel when she finally let him put it inside of her--this time while she was fully cognizant of everything.
Finally, after a good dozen or so long, languorous strokes of her hand up and down, she let his cock fall from her hand.
Maneuvering around, she positioned herself on her side, facing him, before once more wrapping her hand around his cock. She took a long moment to stare at it, like it was some forbidden trophy, causing her already illicit passion for what must come next to reach nearly unbearable levels.
"You want your mother to put that large cock of yours in her mouth and suck on it some, baby?"
"Oh God, yes, mother. Please..." Bruce whispered back in a voice heavy with desire.
"Yes, but you have to promise you won't come in my mouth, sweetie, as your mother wants you to come instead, deep inside of her tonight."
"Promise," he whispered back while praying she didn't go all out in sucking his cock because if she did, in all likelihood, he would end up breaking his promise to her. Then again, the only thing that might save him from coming prematurely in her mouth was the fact that just about twenty minutes before coming down to join her in the den, he fiercely whacked off. He did this simply so he could last longer, and now, as she brought her mouth slowly down to his hardness, he was actually thankful for having the foresight to do just such a thing.
Bruce watched then as his mom, fully aware this time, which only made it about a thousand times better, slowly brought her mouth down to the very tip of his penis, and after swirling her tongue slowly around it, she finally swallowed it whole as he let out a long shuddering breath.
Hyper aware of the fact that he was young and not wanting to have him come in her mouth, Maggie, instead of going all out, dialed back on her immense cock sucking abilities. Bobbing her head up and down, she made sure to go nice and slow while not getting carried away.
It must have worked, as she spent a good two or three minutes slurping greedily on her son's cock, and just as he began to squirm a bit, usually a prelude to when a man would come in her mouth, Maggie let his hardness slip out.
"I want you to warm me up first, some, and then I need you inside of me, baby," she whispered as she fell into a supine position on the nice soft rug.
Bruce sighed as he carefully lowered his mouth to those delicious tits of hers. Moving slowly, he carefully sprayed his mom's tits with a soft, delicate shower of loving kisses before moving his mouth up to hers.
Taking charge, Bruce kissed his mom passionately several times before boldly shoving his tongue deep in her mouth.
After they exchanged several long, tongue-twisting kisses, Maggie pulled her mouth back before whispering sweetly to him, "Honey, can you... Can you please eat your mom's pussy for her? Pretty please, baby..."
As she said, she snaked a hand in his hair before boldly pushing his face down as she spread her legs wide.
Bruce took a long moment to gaze forlornly at the soft, moist folds of his mommy's delicate-looking pussy, which only served to ramp up Maggie's desire for him to attack it.
Finally, after gazing at it for a good ten seconds or so as Maggie squirmed in anticipation, Bruce dived in.
Dropping his mouth down, he closed his eyes as he began to spray the folds of her moist cunt with a whole array of loving kisses.
Maggie sighed deeply as her young son's inexperienced tongue darted and flickered about before stumbling across her clit. "That's it, baby, there... lick me there, honey," she whispered hoarsely.
Bruce followed her wishes and as his tongue flitted out and around the nub of her clit he noted, happily, how this made her squirm and then moan.
Maggie brought her hands up over her head, and as she clawed at the soft rug, she felt his swirling tongue hitting its mark over and over again.
"Don't stop baby... Please don't stop... Oh God, that's it," she whimpered as he was absolutely setting her love-starved pussy on fire. She had not been eaten out in like forever, and not surprisingly, her budding orgasm came rushing home quicker than she could have ever imagined.
Part of it was her son's technique. It was sloppy and inexperienced, which only reminded her of two things: number one, this was the first time he had ever eaten out a woman, and the second was, yeah, he was her son, which only made the experience so much hotter thanks to how strictly forbidden it was.
Bruce brought his hands up, and as he began to fondle her tits lightly, he slowed his tongue down some as it swirled around and over the nub of her clit.
Based on the way she was beginning to whine, louder than ever, this seemed to be working.
Moving his head around so he would be attacking from different angles, Bruce's efforts were soon rewarded when she let out a loud cry, "Oh God, baby. Mommy is coming. Don't stop, baby, please..."
Maggie let out one last sharp cry as a very intense orgasm swept over her.
Lifting up, she looked down at him while noting the smug look on his face. "Yeah, sweetie, you should be proud, as that was pretty good for your first time."
"I'm glad my first time was with you, Mom," he answered quietly.
"Yes, me too, honey, but for now, lie back and relax and let your mom see if you are ready for her."
She maneuvered herself so she was resting on her elbows in between his legs, and as she wrapped a hand around his cock it felt nice and hard still. Smiling up at him as she held his hardness, she whispered, "Now what is your mom going to do with this nice big hard cock of yours, I wonder? Maybe she should find someplace to put it, huh?"


Crawling up on top of him, she straddled him before raising her hips up, and as she sank down and onto his hardness, she whispered, "Yeah, here might be a nice place to put it."
Maggie spent the next few minutes bouncing lightly up and down on her young son's hardness, fully expecting him to come at any moment, but when he didn't, she finally had to ask why.
Pausing with him still buried deep inside of her, she whispered, "You are lasting longer than most young men do, Bruce? Maybe you aren't turned on by your mother riding that big, hard cock of yours, hmm?"
He smiled sheepishly before whispering his confession, "Mom, I love you riding my cock, but, well, before I came down to you tonight, I was, like, you know, whacked off, so I could last longer."
Maggie smiled at his confession. "So in other words, you are going to make your mother work hard to make you come again. Well, maybe we should try this then..."
She rolled off of him before flipping herself around so she was on her hands and knees.
"Now settle yourself behind me, son, and then you are going to fuck your mother as hard and as fast as you can, doggy style like she is nothing but a cheap whore... until you come deep inside of her."
Bruce's heart raced as he thought of his elegant and most high-bred mother being nothing more than some cheap whore; it was actually a bit of a turn-on.
Sinking down behind her on his knees, he brought his quivering hardness up to the very doorstep of her pussy before letting it rest there for a good long moment.
Finally, inch by inch, he pushed his cock up and inside of her while loving the way it made her moan softly the deeper he pushed.
He started slowly at first, fucking her in soft, measured strokes, but apparently that was not good enough for her, as she started to egg him on.
"Come on, little boy. Is that all you got? Fuck your mommy harder, baby... just like you have been dreaming about all summer. Go on... fuck me... hard and fast... like the cheap little slut Mommy is!"
Gripping her around the hips, Bruce gave in as he started slamming his cock in and out of her as fast and as hard as he could.
He found out something then. His mother was loud. Real loud, as the harder he slammed his cock into her, the louder she moaned. And he found something else out then too, as the louder her moans were, the more it turned him on, and the more it made him want to fuck her even harder.
It was a delicious and almost vicious cycle as Maggie soon found herself being fucked harder and faster than even her husband had on his best of days.
"Oh God, baby, you are going to make mommy come again... keep fucking her... go on... harder," she panted in between moans.
Wanting to do just that, Bruce took a short break to catch his breath, and as he reached down to cup her dangling tits, he whispered in her ear, "I am about to fuck you so hard and good that you will never forget this night, Mom."
"Go ahead, baby, do it... fuck mommy so hard and good... now."
Within seconds, he was slamming his cock in and out of her as if some sex crazed demon possessed him. Then, just as he was near to coming deep inside of her, he suddenly stopped before pulling his cock completely out of her.
"W-why did you stop, sweetheart?" she panted as she had been on the very edge of another tremendous orgasm.
"I want my first time coming inside of you to be special, Mom."
Resting on her hands and knees still, she turned her head around to look at him before whispering, "Believe me, honey, the way you were fucking your mother so hard was special, baby."
"Yeah, that is the thing, though, Mom. I don't want to be fucking you when I come that first time. I want to be making love to you. I want to be staring into the soft eyes of the world's most beautiful mom when I come inside of her."
"That is just about the sweetest thing anyone has ever told me, honey, and it very much can be arranged so here..."
Flipping over, she fell onto the soft rug on her back. "Here, baby, lie just to the side of me here first, and then I will whisper in your ear how I like a man to make love to me."
After she told him what she wanted, he nodded his head before pressing his body close to hers as he stretched out on his side just to the right of her.
He started by kissing her slowly, sweetly, while telling her over and over again how much he l